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TO   HIS 


GRACE 


THE 


|    Duke of  ORMONV. 


My   LOR'D, 

[OME  Ertates  are  held  in  E»g  W, 
by  paying  a  Fine  at  the  Change  of 
every  Lord :  I  have  enjoy'd  the 
Patronage  of  your  Family,  from- 
the  time  of  your  exceuentGrandfather  to  this  pre- 
(entDay.  1  have  dedicated  the  Tranflarion  of  the 
tives"  of  Plutttch  to  the  firft  Duke;  and  have  cele- 
bracedthcMemory  of  yout  Heroick  Father,  Tbsf  ■ 
Ax" 


The  Dedication. 

I  am  very  fhort  of  the  Age  of  Neftor,  yet  I 
have  hv'd  to  a  third  Generation  of  your  Houfe  j 
and  by  your  Grace's  Favour  am  admitted  ftill 
to  hold  from  you  by  the  fame  Tenure. 

I  am  not  vain  enough  to  boaft  that  I  have 
deferv'd  the  Value  of  fo  llluftrious  a  Line  $  but 
my  Fortune  is  the  greater,  that  for  three  De- 
fcents  theyhave  been  pleas'd  to  diftinguifh  my  Po- 
ems from  tfaofe  of  other  Men ;  and  have  accord- 
ingly made  me  their  peculiar  Care.  May  it  be  per. 
mittedme  to  (ay,  That  as  your  Grandfather  and 
Father  were  cherifh'd  and  adorn'd  with  Ho- 
nours by  two  fucceflive  Monarchs,  fo  I  have 
been  efteem'd,  and  patronis'd,  by  the  Grand- 
father, the  Father,  and  the  Son,  defcended 
from  one  of  the  moft  Ancient,  mod  Conlpi- 
cuous,  and  mod  Deferving  Families  in  Europe. 

'Tis  true,  that  by  delaying  the  Payment  of 
my  laft  Fine,  when  it  was  due  by  your  Grace's 
Acceffion  to  the  Tides  and  Patrimonies  of 
your  Houfe,  I  may  (eem,  in  rigour  of  Law,  to 
have  made  a  Forfeiture  of  my  Claim,  yet  my 
Heart  has  always  been  devoted  to  your  Service : 
And  fmce  you  have  been  gracioufly  pleas'd,  by 
your  Permiflion  of  this  Addrefs,  to  accept  the 


^he  Dedication. 

Tender  of  my  Duty,  'tis  not  yet  too  late  to  lay 
thefe  Poems  at  your  Feet. 

The  World  is  fenfible  that  you  "worthily 
fiicceed,  not  only  to  the  Honours  of  your  An- 
ceftors,  but  al(b  tov  their  Virtues.  The  long 
Chain  of  Magnanimity,  Courage,  Eafinefs  of 
Accefs,  and  defire  of  doing  Good,  even  to  the 
Prejudice  of  your  Fortune,  is  (b  far  from  being 
broken  in  your  Grace,  that  the  precious  Metal 
yet  runs  pure  to  the  neweft  Link  of  it :  Which 
I  will  not  call  the  lad,  becaufe  1  hope  and  pray, 
it  may  defcend  to  late  Pofterity :  And.  your 
flouriftiing  Youth,  and  that  of  your  excellent 
Dutchefs,  are  happy  Omens  of  my  Willi. 

'Tis  obferv'd  by  Lity  and  by  others,  That 
fbme  of  the  nobleft  Reman  Families  retain'd  a 
Refemblance  of  their  Anceftry,  not  only  in 
their  Shapes  and  Features,  but  aho  in  their 
Manners,  their  Qualities,  and  the  diftinguifh- 
ing  Characters  of  their  Minds :  Some  Lines 
*ere  noted  for  a  ftern,  rigid  Virtue,  falvage, 
haughty,  parcimonious  and  unpopular:  Others 
vere  more  fweet,  and  affable  j  made  of  a  more 
pliant  Pafte,  humble,  courteous,  and  obliging  ; 
(tudious  of  doing  charitable  Offices,  and  d*fc 

A  j 


Tie  Dedication, 

fuiive  of  the  Goods  which  they  enjoy  'd.  The 
laft  of  thefe  is  the  proper  and  indelible  Cha- 
racter of  your  Grace's  Family.  God  Almighty 
has  endu'd  you  with  a  Softnels,  a  Beneficence, 
an  attractive  Behaviour  winning  on  the  Hearts 
of  others  •,  and  (o  (enfible  of  their  Mifery,  that 
the  bounds  of  Fortune  (eem  not  inflicted  on 
them,  but  on  your  felf.  You  are  (b  ready  to 
redrefs,  that  you  almoft  prevent  their*  Vifhes, 
and  always  exceed  their  Expectations :  As  if 
what  was  yours,  was  not  your  own,  and 
not  given  you  to  poflefs,  but  to  beftow  on 
wanting  Merit.  But  this  is  a  Topick  which  I 
mutt  call:  in  Shades,  left  I  offend  your  Modefty, 
which  is  fb  far  from  being  oftentatiou6  of  the 
Good  you  do,  that  it  bluflies  even  to  have  it 
known:  And  therefore  I  muft  leave  you  to 
the  Satisfaction  and  Teftimony  of  your  own 
Confcience,  which  though  it  be  a  filent  Pane- 
gyrick,  is  yet  the  heft.    . 

You  are  fb  cafie  of  Accefs,  that  Poplicola 
was  not  more,  whole  Doors  were  open'd  on  the 
Outfide  to  fave  the  People  even  the  common 
Civility  of  asking  Entrance ;  where  all  were  e- 
cjually  admitted  ;  where  nothing  that  was  rea» 


The  Dedication. 

fbnable  was  deny'd  ;  where  Misfortune  was  a 
powerful  Recommendation,  and  where  (I  can 
fcarce  forbear  faying)  that  Want  it  fclf*  was  a 
powerful  Mediator,  and  was  next  to  Merit. 

The  Hiftory  of  Peru  afTures  us,  That  their 
Inca's  above  all  their  Titles,  efteem'd  that  the 
higheft,  which  call'd  them  Lovers  of  the  Poor : 
A  Name  more  glorious,  than  the  Felix,  Pius, 
and  Augufius  of  the  Roman  Emperors  j .  which 
were  Epithets  of  Flattery,  deferv'd  by  few  of' 
them  ;  and  not  running  in  a  Blood  like  the 
perpetual  Gentlenefi,  and  inherent  Goodnefs 
pf  the  ORMOND  Family. 

Gold,  as  it  is  the  pureft,  Co  it  is  the  fofcefr, 
and  moil  ductile  of  all  Metals :  Iron,  which 
is  the  hardeft,  gathers  Ruft,  corrodes  its  felf ; 
and  is  therefore  fubjed:  to  Corruption :  It  was 
never  intended  for  Coins  and  Medals,  or  to  . 
bear  the  Faces  and  I  nfcri  prions  of  the  Great* 
Indeed  'tis  fie  for  Armour,  to  bear  off  Infults, 
arid  preferve  the  Wearer  in  the  Day  of  Battel : 
But  the  Danger  once  repell'd,  'tis  laid  afide  by 
the  Brave,  as  a  Garment  too  rough  for  civil 
Conversation ;  a  neceflary  Guard  in  War,  but 
too  harih  and  cumberfbme  in  Peace,  and  which 
keeps  off  the  embraces  pf  a  more  human  Life, 


Tbe  Dedication. 

For  this  Reafbn,  my  Lord,  though  you  have 
Courage  in  a  heroical  Degree,  yet  I  afcribe  it 
to  you,  but  as  your  fecond  Attribute :  Mercy, 
Beneficence,  and  Companion,  claim  Prece- 
dence, as  they  are  firffc  in  the  divine  Nature. 
An  intrepid  Courage,  which  is  inherent  in  your 
Grace,  is  at  bell  but  a  Holiday-kind  of  Virtue, 
to  be  feldom  exercis'd,  and  never  but  in  Cafes 
of  Neceflicy :  Affability,  Mildhefg,  Tendernefs, 
and  a  Word,  which  I  would  fain  bring  back 
to  its  original  Signification  of  Virtue,  I  mean 
Good-Nature,  are  of  daily  ufe :  They  are  the 
Bread  of  Mankind,  and  Staff  of  Life:  Nei- 
ther Sighs,  nor  Tears,  nor  Groans,  nor  Cur~ 
fes  of  the  vanquilh'd,  follow  Acts  of  Compaf- 
fion,  and  of  Charity :  But  a  fincere  Pleafure, 
and  Serenity  of  Mind,  in  him  who  performs 
an  Action  of  Mercy,  which  cannot  fuffer  the 
Misfortunes  of  another,  without  redrefs;  lead 
they  lhould  bring  a  kind  of  Contagion  along 
with  them,  and  pollute  the  Happinefs  'which 
he  enjoys. 

Yet  fince  the  perverfe  Tempers  of  Mankind, 
fince  Oppreflion  on  one  fide,  and  Ambition 
on  the  other,  are  fbmetimes  the  unavoidable 


The  Dedication: 

Occaiionsof  Warj  that  Courage,  that  Mag- 
nanimity, and  Refolution,  -which  is  born  with 
you,  cannot  be  too  much  commended :  And 
here  it  grieves  me  that  I  am  (canted  in  the  PJea- 
fure  of  dwelling  on  many  of  your  Adions : 
But  a&hfMt  Tp5*s  is  an  Expreflion  which  fully 
often  ufes,  when  he  would  do  what  he  dares 
not,  and  fears  the  Cenfureof  the  Romans. 

1  have  fbrnetimes  been  fbrc'd  to  amplify  on 
others  *  but  here,  where  the  Subject  is  (o  fruit- 
fui,  that  the  Harveft  overcomes  the  Reaper,  I 
am  ftiorten'd  by  my  Chain,  and  can  only  fee 
\rhat  is  forbidden  me  to  reach ;  Since  it  is  not 
permitted  me  to  commend  you,  according  to 
the* extent  of  my  Wiflics,  and  much  lefs  is  it 
in  my  Power  to  make  my  Commendations  e- 
qual  to  your  Merits. 

Yet  in  this  Frugality  of  your  Pfaifes,  there  are 
fome  Things  which  I  cannot  omit,  without  de- 
trading  from  your  Character.  -  You  have  Co 
form'd  your  own  Education,  as  enables  you 
to  pay  the  Debt  you  owe  your  Country ;  or 
more  properly  (peaking,  both  your  Countries : 
Becaufe  you  were  born,  I  may  almoft  fay  in 
Purple  at  the  Caftlc  of  Dublin,   when  your 


Tfo  Dedicate 

Grandfather  was  Lord-Lieutena&t,  and  have 
«  fince  been  bred  in  the  Court  of  England* 
1.:-  if  this  Addrefi  had  been  in  Verfe,  I  might 
-have  jcall'd  you  as  Claudia*  calls  Mercury,  Nu- 
menjcmmune,  Gemino  facie**  caHmerciamundo. 
The  better  to  fatisfie  this  double  Obligation 
you  have  early  cultivated  the.  Genius  you  have 
to  Arms,  that  when  the  Service  of  Britain  or  Ire- 
.  land  ihall  require  your  Courage,  and  your1  Con- 
dud,  you  may  exert  them  both  to  the  Benefit 
of  either  Country.  You  began  in  die  Cabinet 
what  you  afterwards  prattis'd  in  the  Camp ; 
and  thus  both  Luctdlus  and  Csfar  (to  omit  a 
crowd  of  fliining  Romans)  ibrm'd  themselves  to 
the  War  by  the  Study  ■.  of  Hiftorf  j  and  by  the 
Examples  of  the  grcateft .  Captains,  both  of 
Greece  and  Italy,  before  their  time.  1  name 
thole  two  Commanders  in  particular,  becaufe 
they  were  better  read  in  Chronicle  than  any 
©f  the  Roman  Leaders ;  and  that  Lucuilus  in  parti - 
cular,having  only  cheTheory  of  War  from  Books, 
yas  thought  fit,  without  Practice,  to  be  lent  into 
the  Field,  againft  the  moil  formidable  Enemy 
of  Rome.  Tully  indeed  was  call'd  the  learned 
Gondii  in  den/ion.;  but  then  he  was  not  born 
a  Soldier ;  His  Head  was  turn'd  another  way ; 


Tbe  Dedication. 

When  he  read  the  Tadicks  he  was  thinking 
on  the  Bar,  which  was  his  Field  of  Battel.  The 
Knowledge  of  Warfare  is  thrown  away  on  a 
General  who  dares  not  make  u(e  of  whit  he 
knows.  J  commend  it  only  in  a  Man  of 
Courage  and  Refolution ;  in  him  it  will  direct 
his  Martial  Spirit ;  and  teach  htm  the  way  to 
the  heft  Victories,  which  are  thole  that  are  leaft 
bloody,  and  which  cho'  atcbiev'd  by  the  Hand, 
ajenianag'd  bythe  Head.  Science  diftingui&es  a 
Man  of  Honour,  from  one  pf  thofe  Athletick 
Erfutes  whpni  undeservedly  we  call  Heroes* 
Curs'd  be  the  Peer,  who  firft  honour'd  with  thac 
Name  a  mcctAjax,  a  Man- killing  Ideot.  The  (7- 
lyfcsafOvid  upbraid?  his  Ignorance,  that  he  un- 
derstood not  the  Shield  for  which  he  pleaded: 
Theft  was  engraven  on  it,  Plans  of  Cities,  and 
Maps  flf  Countries,  whisk  Ajax  could  not  com- 
prebend,  butlook'doiichem  as  ftupidly  as  his 
FeJIqw-Bealfc  the  Lion,  But  an  the;  other  jide,your 
Grace  has  given  youjr  felf  the  Education  of  his 
Rival  •,  you  haveftudied  every  Spot  of  Ground  in 
FUndcrs,  -which  for  thefe  ten  Years  paft  has 
been  the  Seen?  of  Battels  and  of  Sieges.  No, 
binder  if  you  periorm'd  your  Part  with  fuch  Ap- 
plaufcon  a  Theater  which  you  underftood  Co  well. 


The  Dedication. 

If  I  defign'd  this  for  a  Poetical  Encomium, 
it  were  eane  to  enlarge  on  fo  copious  a  Subject  i 
but  confining  my  felf  to  the  Severity  of  Truth, 
and  to  what  is  becoming  me  to  fay,  I  mull 
not  only  pals  over  many  Inftances  of  your  Mi- 
litary Skill,  but  alfo  thofe  of  your  afliduous 
Diligence  in  the  War ;  and  of  your  Perfonal 
Bravery,  attended  with  an  ardent  Thkft  of 
Honour ;  a  long  Train  of  Gcnerofity  $  Profufe- 
nefs  of  doing  Good  $  a  Soul  unfatisfy'd  with 
all  it  has  done  $  and  an  unextinguifh'd  Defire 
of  doing  more.  But  all  this  is  Matter  for  your 
own  Hiftorians  $  I  am,  as  Virgil  fays,  Spat  its 
exelufus  iniquis. 

Yet  not  to  be  wholly  filent  of  all  your  Cha- 
rities, I  mud  flay  a  little  on  one  Action,  which 
preferr'd  the  Relief  of  Others,  to  the  Confidera- 
tion  of  your  Self.  When,  in  the  Battel  ofLanden, 
your  Heat  of  Courage  (a  Fault  only  pardonable 
to  your  Youth)  had  tranfported  you  Co  far  be- 
fore your  Friends,  that  they  were  unable  to  fol- 
low, much  left  to  fuccour  you;  when  you 
were  not  only  dangeroufly,  but  in  alt  appearance 
mortally  wounded,  when  in  that  aefperate 
Condition  you  were  made  Prisoner,  and  carried 
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tp  Namuri  at  that  time  in  Poffeffion  of  the 
¥¥ench j  then  it  was,  my  Lord,  that  you  took 
a  considerable  Part  of  what  was  remitted  to  you 
of  your  own  Revenues,  and  as  a  memorable 
lnfiance  of  your  Heroick  Charity,  put  it  into 
the  Hands  of  Count  Guifcard,  who  was  Gover- 
nor of  the  Place,  to  be  distributed  among  your 
Fellow- Prifoners.     The  French   Commander, 
charm'd  with  the  Greatnefs  of  your  Soul,  ac- 
cordingly confign'd  it  to  the  Ufe  for  which  it 
was  intended  by  the  Donor  :  By  which  means 
the  Lives  of  fo  many  miferable  Men  were  fav'd, 
and  a  comfortable  Provision  made  for  their 
Subfiftance,  who  had  otherwife  perifh'd,  had 
not  you  been  the  Companion  of  their  Misfor- 
tune: or  rather  fern  by  Providence,  like  ano- 
ther Jofefh,  to  keep  out  Famine  from  invading 
thofe,  whom  in  Humility  you  call'd  your  Bre- 
thren.   How  happy  was  it  for  thofe  poor  Crea- 
tures, that  your  Grace  was  made  their  Fellow*- 
SufFercr?  And  how  glorious  for  You,    that 
you  chofe  to  want  rather  than  not  relieve  the 
Wants  of  others  ?  The  Heathen  Poet,  in  com- 
mending the  Charity  of  Dido  to  the  Trojans, 
fpoke  like  a  Chriftian :  Non  ignara  malt  miferis, 
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fuccurere  difco.  All  Men,  even  thofe  of  a  di£» 
ferent  lnteieft,  and  contrary  Principles,  muft 
praife  this  A&km,  as  the  mod  eminent  for 
Piety,  not  only  in  this  degenerate  Age,  but  al- 
rooft  in  any  of  the  former  $  when  Men  were 
made  de  welfare  luto  •,  when  Examples  of  Cha- 
rity were  frequent,  and  when  there  were  in 
being,  Teacri  pakberrima  proles,  Magnanimi 
Heroe*  nati  melwrihus  omit.  No  Envy  can 
detract  from  this*}  it  will  fhinc  in  Hiftory  $  and 
like  Swans,  grow  whiter  the  longer  k  endures: 
And  the  name  of  ORMOND  will  be  more 
celebrated  in  his  Captivity,  than  in  his  great- 
eft  Triumphs. 

But  all  Actions  of  your  Grace  are  of  a  piece; 
as  Waters  keep  the  Tenour  of  their  Fountains : 
your  Companion  is  general,  and  has  the  fame 
Effect  as  well  on  Enemies  as  Friends.  'Tis 
fo  much  in  your  Nature  to  do  Good,  that 
your  Life  is  but  one  continued  Ad  of  placing 
Benefits  on  many  f  as  the  Sun  is  always  car- 
rying his  Light  go  fome  Part  or  other  of  the 
World :  And  were  it  not  that  your  Reafon 
guides  you  where  to  give,  1  might  almoft 
fay  that  you  could  not  help  beftowing-  more, 
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than  2s  cbnfifting  with  the  Fortune  of  a  pri- 
vate Man,  or  with  the  Will  of  any  but  an 
Alexander. 

What  Wonder  is  it  then,  that  being  bom 
for  a  Blcfling  to  Mankind,  your  fuppos'd 
Death  in  that  Engagement,  was  fo  generally 
lamented  through  the  Nation  ?  The  Concern- 
ment for  it  was  as  univerfal  as  the  Lofs :  And 
though  the  Gratitude  might  be  counterfeit  in 
fbme,  yet  the  Tears  of  ail  were  real :  Where 
every  Man  deplor'd  his  private  Part  in  that  Ca- 
lamity, and  even  thofe  who  had  not  tailed  of 
your  Favours,  yet  built  &  much  on  the  Fame 
of  your  Beneficence,  that  they  bemoan'd  the 
Lofs  of  their  Expe&ations. 

This  brought  the  untimely  Death  of  your 
Great  Father  into  frefh  remembrance  ■■>  as  if  the 
fame  Decree  had  pafs'd  on  two  Chore  fucceflive 
Generations  of  the  Virtuous ;  and  I  repeated 
to  my  (elf  the  fame  Verfes,  which  I  had  for- 
merly apply'd  to  him :  Oflendunt  terris  hunc 
tantum  fata,  nee  ultra,  eft  finunt.  But  to  the 
Joy  not  only  of  all  good  Men,  but  of  Mankind 
in  general,  the  unhappy  Omen  took  not  place. 
You  are  {till  living  to  enjoy  the  Bleulngs  and 
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Applaufe  of  ail  the  Good  you  have  perform'd, 
the  Prayers  of  Multitudes  whom  you  have  ob- 
lig'd,  for  your  long  Profperity j  and  that  your 
Power  of  doing  generous  and  charitable  A- 
&ions,  may  be  as  extended  as  your  WiH} 
which  is  by  none  more  zealoufly  defir'd  than 
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TI S  with  a  Poet,  as  with  a  Man  who  defigns  to 
build,  and  is  very  exaft,  as  he  fuppofes,  incaft* 
ing  up  the  Coft  beforehand :  But,  generally 
fpeaking,  he  is  miftaken  in  his  Account,  and 
reckons  fliort  of  the  Expence  he  firft  intended :  He  alters 
his  Mind  as  the  Work  proceeds,  and  will  have  this  or 
that  Convenience  more,  of  which  he  had  not  thought 
when  he  began.  So  has  it  hapned  to  me^  I  have  built  a 
Houfe,  where  I  intended  but  a  Lodge :  Yet  with  better 
Succefs  than  a  certain  Nobleman,  who  beginning  with  a 
D^g-kcnnel,  never  liv'd  to  finifli  the  Palace  he  had  con* 
triv'd. 

From  tranflating  the  Firft  of  Hotnerh  Iliads  (which  I 
intended  as  an  Eflay  to  the  whole  Work)  I  proceeded  to 
the  Tranflation  of  the  Twelfth  Book  of  Ovid's  Metamor* 
pbofes)  becaufe  it  contains,  among  other  Things,  the 
Caufes,  the  Beginning,  and  Ending,  of  the  Tryan  War: 
Here  I  ought  in  reafon  to  have  ftopp'd  •,  but  the  Speeches 
of  Ajax  and  Ulyffes  lying  next  in  my  way,  1  could  not  balk 
'em.  When  1  had  compafs'd  them,  I  was  fo  taken  with 
the  former  Part  of  the  Fifteenth  Book,  (which  is  the  Ma- 
fter-piece  of  the  whole  Metamorfbofes)  that  I  en join'd  my 
felf  the  pleating  Task  of  rendring  it  into  Englifh.  And  now 
I  found,  by  the  Number  of  my  Verfes,  that  they  began  to 
fwell  into  a  little  Volume  \  which  gave  me  an  Occafion 
of  looking  backward  on  fome  Beauties  of  my  Author,  in 
j  his  former  Books:  There  occurr'd  to  me  the  Hunting  of 
the  Boar,  Cinyras  and  Mytrba^  the  good-natur'd  Story  of 
Baucis  and  Philemon ,with  thereft,whichl  hope  1  have  trans- 
lated clofely  enough,and  given  them  the  fameTumt&N  <aS& 
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which  they  had  in  the  Original  *  and  this,  I  may  (ay  with- 
out vanity,  is  not  the  Talent  of  every  Poet:  He  who  has 
arriv'd  the  neareft  to  it,  is  the  Ingenious  and  Learned 
Sandys,  the  beft  Verfifier  of  the  former  Age  ^  if  I  may 
properly  call  it  by  that  Name,  which  was  the  former  Pare 
of  this  concluding  Century.  Fox  Spencer  and  Fairfax  both 
flourifti'd  in  the  Reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth  :  Great  Ma- 
ilers in  our  Language ;  and  who  faw  much  farther  into 
the  Beauties  of  our  Numbers,  than  thofe  who  immediate- 
ly followed  them.  Miltm.  was  the. Poetical  Son  of  Spen- 
cer, and  Mr.  Waller  of  Fairfax ;  for  we  have  our  Lineal 
Dcfcents  and  Clans,  as  well  as  other  Families :  Spencer 
fnore  than  once  iofinuates,  that  the  Soul  of  Chaucer  was 
jtransfus'd  into  his  Body,  and  that  he  was  begotten  by 
kirn  Two  hundred  Years  after  his  Deceafe.  Milton  has 
acknowledged  to  me,  that  Spencer  was  his  Original}  and 
mai  y  be  fides  my  (elf  have  heard  our  famous  Waller  own, 
that  he  deriv'd  the  Harmony  of  his  Numbers  from  the 
Godfrey  of  Bulloign,  which  was  turn'd  into  Englijh  by 
Mr.  Fairfax.  But  to  return :  Having  done  with  Ovid  for 
this  time,  it  came  into  my  mind,  that  our  old  Englijh  Poet 
Chaucer  in  many  Things  refembled  him,  and  that  with  no 
difadvantage  on  the  Side  of  the  Modern  Author,  as  I 
(hall  endeavour  to  prove  when  1  compare  them  :  And  as  I 
am,  and  always  have  been,  ltudious  to  promote  the  Ho- 
nour of  my  Native  Country,  ib  1  foon  refolv'd  to  put 
their  Merits  to  the  Trial,  by  turning  fome  of  the  Canter- 
bury Tales  into  our  Language,  as  it  is  now  refin'd :  For 
by  this  Means  both  the  Poets  being  fet  in  the  fame  Light, 
and  drefs'd  in  the  lame  Englijh  Habit,  Story  to  be  com- 
pared with  Story,  a  certain  Judgment  may  be  made  be? 
twixt  them,  by  the  Reader,  without  obtruding  my  Opi- 
nion on  him:  Or  if  I  feem  partial  to  my  Country-man, 
and  Predeceflbr  in  the  Laurel,  the  Friends  of  Antiquity 
are  not  few:  And  befides  many  of  the  Learn'd,  Ovid  has 
aimoft  all  the  Beaux,  and  the  whole  Fair  Sex,  his  declar'd 
Patrons.  Perhaps  I  have  aflum'd  fomewhat  more  to  my 
felf  than  they  allow  me;  becaufe  1  have  adventur'd  to  him 
up  the  Evidence ;  But  the  Readers  are  the  Jury  s  and  their 
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Privilege  remains  entire  to  decide  according  to  the  Merits 
of  the  Caufe ;  Or,  if  thi-y  pleafe  to  bring  it  to  another  Hear- 
ing, before  tome  other  Court,  in  the  mean  time,  to  follow 
the  Thread  of  my  Difcourfe,  (as  Thoughts,  according  to  Mr. 
/ta£^5  hav  eal  ways  forae  Connexion,)  fo  from  Chaucer  I  was 
led  to  think  on Boccace^  who  was  not  only  his  Comempora* 
ry,  but  alfopurfu'd  the  fame  Studies;  wrote  Novels  in  Profe, 
and  many  Works  in  Verfe ;  particularly  is  faid  to  have  in- 
vented the  Octave  Rhyme,  or  Stanza  of  Eight  Lines,  which 
everfince  has  been  maintain'dby  the  Pra&ice  of  all  Italian 
Writers,  who  are,  or  at  lea  ft  afiume  the  Title  oiHeroickPo* 
ets  t  He  and  Chaucer,  among  other  Things,  had  this  in  com* 
mon,  that  they  refin'd  their  Mother  Tongues ;  but  with  this 
Difference,  that  Dante  had  begun  to  file  their  Language* 
at  leaft  in  Verfe,  before  the  time  of  Boccace,  who  likewife  re* 
cei  v'd  no  little  help  from  his  Matter  Petrarch .  But  the  Refor- 
mation of  their  Profe  was  wholly  owing  to  Boccace  him* 
iclf ;  who  is  yet  the  Standard  of  Purity  in  the  Ita- 
lian Tongue »  though  many  of  his  Phrafes  are  become 
obfolete,  as  in  procefs  of  Time  it  muftjiecds  happen.  Chaucer 
(as  you  have  formerly  been  told  by  our  learned  Mr.  Rhymer) 
firft  adorn'd  and  amplified  our  barren  Tongue  from  ihc  Pro- 
vencal^ which  was  then  the  mod  polifh'd  of  all  the  Mo* 
dern  Languages:  But  this  Subjcft  has  been  copioufly  treat* 
cd  by  that  great  Critick,  who  deferves  no  little  Commenda- 
tion from  us  his  Countrymen.  For  thefcReafonsof  Time, and 
Refemblance  of  Gen  ius,  in  Chaucer  and  Boccace ,  I  refol  v'd  to 
join  therein  my  prefent  Work}  towhichl  havcaddedfome 
Original  Papers  of  my  ownj  which  whether  they  are  equal 
or  inferior  to  my  other  Poems,  an  Author  is  the  moil  im- 
proper Judge  }  and  therefore  1  leave  them  wholly  to  the  Mer- 
cy of  the  Reader;  I  will  hope  the  beft,  that  they  will  not 
te  conJemn'd  -,  but  if  they  ihould,  I  have  the  Excufc  of 
an  old  Gentleman,  who  mounting  on  Horfeback  before  fome 
Ladies,  when  i  was  prelent,got  up  fome  what  heavily,  but  de- 
fied of  the  fair  Spectators,  that  they  would  count  Fourfcore 
\  and  eight  before  ihey  judg9d  him*  By  the  Mercy  of  God,  I 
am  already  come  within  twenty  Years  of  his  Number,  a 
Cripple  in  mv  Limbs,  but  what  Decays  are  in  m^M\tA^\^ 
Reader  aiuft  determine.  I  think  my  felt  a*\\^Q\oo&ttCNCt 
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in  the  Faculties  of  my  Soul,  excepting  only  my  Memory, 
which  is  not  impaired  to  any  great  degree;  and  if  1  lofe 
not  more  of  it,  I  have  no  great  Reafon  to  complain. 
What  Judgment  I  had,  increafes  rather  than  diminishes  ; 
and  Thoughts,  fuch  as  they  are,  come  crowding  in  fo  faft 
upon  me,  that  my  only  Difficulty  is  to  chufeorto  rejed  $  to 
run  them  into  Verfc,or  to  give  them  the  other  Harmony  of 
Profe,  I  have  fo  long  ftudy'd  and  pra&is'd  both,  that  they 
are  grown  into  a  Habit,  and  become  familiar  to  me.  In  fhort, 
though  I  may  lawfully  plead  fome  part  of  the  old  Gentle- 
man's Excufe  ;  yet  I  will  refer ve  it  ftill  I  think  I  have 
greater  need,  and  ask  no  Grains  ot  Allowance  for  the  Faults 
of  this  my  prefent  Work,  but  thofe  which  are  given  of 
courfe  to  human  Frailty.  I  will  not  trouble  my  Reader 
with  the  fhortnefs  of  Time  in  which  I  writ  it  i  or  the  fe- 
veral  Intervals  of  Sicknefs:  They  who  think  too  well  of 
their  own  Performances,  are  apt  to  boaft  in  their  Prefaces 
how  little  Time  their  Works  have  coft  them;  and  what  o- 
ther  Bufinefs  of  more  Importance  interfered  *7  But  the  Rea- 
der will  be  as  apt  to  ask  the  Queftion,  Why  they  allow'd 
not  a  longer  Time  to  make  their  Works  more  perfect? 
and  why  they  had  fo  defpicable  an  Opinion  of  their  Judges, 
as  to  thrull  their  indigefted  Stuff  upon  them,  as  if  they  de- 
ferv'd  no  better. 

With  this  Account  of  my  prefent  Undertaking,  I  con- 
clude the  firft  Part  of  this  Difcourfc  :  In  the  fecond  Part, 
as  at  a  fecond  Sitting,  though  I  alter  not  the  Draught,  I 
mull  touch  the  fame  Features  over  again,  and  change  the 
Dead-colouring  of  the  Whole.  In  general  I  will  only 
fay,  that  I  have  written  nothing  which  favours  of  Im- 
morality or  Profanenefc  \  at  leaft,  I  am  not  confeious  to 
my  felfof  any  fuch  Intention,  If  there  happen  to  be 
found  an  irreverent  Expreffion,  or  a  Thought  too  wan* 
ton,  they  are  crept  into  my  Verfes  through  my  Inadver- 
tency: If  the  Searchers  find  any  in  the  Cargo,  let  them 
be  ftav'd  or  forfeited,  like  Counterbanded  Goods;  at 
lead)  let  their  Authors  be  anfwerable  for  them,  as  being 
but  imported  Merchandife,  and  not  of  my  own  Manu- 
facture.   On  the  other  Side,  I  have  endeavour'd  to  chufc 
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fiich  Fables,  both  Ancient  and  Modern,  as  contain  in  each 
of  them  fome  inftru&ive  Moral,  which  I  could  prove  by 
Induction,  but  the  Way  is  tedious  ^  and  they  leap  forc- 
moft  into  fight,  without  the  Readers  Trouble  of  look- 
ing after  them.  I  wiih  I  could  affirm  with  a  fate  Con- 
fidence, that  lhad  taken  the  fame  Care  in  all  my  former 
Writings;  for  it  mud  be  own'd,  that  fuppofing  Vcrfcs 
are  never  fo  beautiful  or  pleafing,  yet  if  they  contain  a- 
ny  thing  which  (hocks  Religion,  or  Good  Manners,  they 
are  at  beft,  what  Horace  fays  of  good  Numbers  without 
[ood  Scnfe,  Verfus  inopes  return^  nugtque  camr& :  Thus 
far,  I  hope,  I  am  right  in  Court,  without  renouncing  to 
my  other  Right  of  Self-defence,  where  I  have  been 
wrongfully  accus'd,  and  my  Scnfe  wire-drawn  into  Bhf- 
phemy  or  Bawdry,  as  it  has  often  been  by  a  religious 
Lawyer,  in  a  late  pleading  againft  the  Stage  }  in  which 
he  mixes  Truth  with  Falfhood,  and  has  not  forgotten 
the  old  Rule,  of  calumniating  ftrongly,  that  fomething 
may  remain. 

I  refume  the  Thread  of  my  Difcourfe  with  the  firfi:  of 
my  Tranflafions,  which  was  the  Firft  Iliad  of  Homer. 
If  it  (hall  pleafe  God  to  give  me  longer  Life,  and  mo- 
derate Health,  my  Intentions  are  to  tranflate  the  whole 
Mas;  provided  ftill,  that  1  meet  with  thofe  Encourage- 
ments from  the  Publick,  which  may  enable  me  to  proceed 
in  my  Undertaking  with  fome  Cbearfqlnefs.  And  this  I 
dare  aflure  the  World  before-hand,  that  I  have  found  by 
Trial,  Homer  a  molt  pleafing  Task  than  Virgil^  ("though 
I  fay  not  the  Tranflation  will  be  lefs  laborious  J  For  the 
Grecian  is  more  according  to  my  Genius,  than  the  Latin 
Poet.  In  the  Works  of  the  two  Authors  we  may  read 
their  Manners,  and  natural  Inclinations,  which  are  whol- 
ly different,  Virgil  was  of  a  quiet,  fedue  Temper  i  JBa- 
wer  was  violent,  impetuous,  and  full  of  Fire-  The  chief 
Talent  of  Virgil  was  Propriety  of  Thoughts,  and  Orna- 
ment of  Words:  Homer  was  rapid  in  his  Thoughts,  and 
took  all  the  Liberties  both  of  Numbers,  and  of  ExpreP- 
fions,  which  his  Language,   and  the  Age  in  which  he; 

liv'd,  allowed  him:  Vbmefs  Invention  wa?  more co^\&\s?>K 
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Virgil*  more  cbnfin'd :   So  that  if  Homer  had  not  led  the 
Way,  it  was  not  in  Virgil  to  have  begun  Heroick  Po- 
etry :  For,  nothing  can  be  more  evident,  than  that  the 
Rowan  Poem  is  but  the  Second  Part  of  the  llias  \  a  Con- 
tinuation of  the  fame  Story:    And  the  Perfons  already 
form'd :  The  Manners  of  JEneas^  are  thofc  of  HeBor  fu- 
peradded  to  thofe  which  Homer  gave  him.    The  Adven- 
tures of  Ulyjfes  in  the  Odyjfeis,   are  imitated  in  the  firft 
Six  Books  of  Virgil's  JEneis:    And  though  the  Accidents- 
are  not  the  fame,  ("which  would  have  argu'd  him  of  a 
fervile   copying,  and  total  Barrennefs  of  Invention,)  yet 
the  Seas  were  the  fame,  in  which  both  the  Heroes  wan- 
der'd}    and  Dido  cannot  be  deny'd   to  be  the  Poetical 
Daughter  of  Calypfo.    The  Six  latter  Books  of  Virgil**  Po- 
em,  are  the  Four  and  twenty/foaif  contra&ed :  A  Quarrel  oc- 
cafion'd  by  a  Lady,  a  Single  Combate,  Battels  fought, 
and  a  Town  befieg'd.     I  fay  not  this  in  derogation  to 
Virgil^   neither  do  I  contradift  any  thing  which  1  have 
formerly  faid  in  his  juft  Praife:  For  his  Epifodes  are  al- 
moll  wholly  of  his  own  Invention;  and  the  Form  which 
he  has  given  to  the  Telling,  makes  the  Tale  his  own, 
even  though  the  Original  Story  had  been  the  fame.    But 
this  proves,  however,    that  Homer  taught  Virgil  to  de- 
fign :   And  if  Invention  be  the  firft  Virtue  of  an  Epick 
Poet,  then  the  Latin  Poem  can  only  beallow'dthcfecond 
Place.     Mr.  Hobbs,  in  the  Preface  to  his  own  bald  Tranf- 
lation  of  the  Mas,  (ftudying  Poetry  as  he  did  Mathema- 
ticks,  when  it  was  too  Lite,}  Mr.  Hobbs^  I  fay,  begins 
the  Praife  of  Homer  where  he  fhould  have  ended  it.     He 
tells  us,  that  the  firft  Beauty  of  an  Epick  Poem  confirts 
in  Diftion,  that  is,  in  the  Choice  of  Words,  and  Har- 
mony of  Numbers.-  Now,  the  Words  are  the  Colouring 
of  the  Work,  which  in  the  Order  of  Nature  is  laft  to 
be  confider'd.     The  Defign,  the  Difpofition,  the  Man- 
ners, and  the  Thoughts,  are  all  before  it:    Where  any 
of  thofe  are  wanting  or  imperfeft,  fo  much  wants  or  is 
imperfe&  in  the  Imitation  of  Human  Life*  which  is  in 
the  very  Definition  of  a  Poem.    Words  indeed,  like  gla- 
ring Colours,  are  the  firft  Beauties  that  arife,  and  ftrike 
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the  Sight;  but  if  the  Draught  be  falfe  or  lame,  the  Figures 
ill  difpos'd,  the  Manners  obfeure  or  inconfiftent,  or  the 
Thoughts  unnatural,  then  the  fined  Colours  are  but  Da  wb- 
ing,  and  the  Piece  is  a  beautiful  Monfter  at  thebeft.  Nei- 
ther Virgil  nor  Homer  were  deficient  in  any  of  the  former 
Beauties;  but  in  this laft,  which  is  Expreflion,the/?>w*rw  Po- 
et is  at  leaft  equal  to  the  Grecian*,  as  I  have  (aid  elfewhere j 
fupplying  the  Poverty  of  his  Language,  by  his  Mu  deal  Ear, 
and  by  his  Diligence.  But  to  return:  Our  two  great  Po« 
ets,  being  fo  different  in  their  Tempers,  one  Cholerick 
and  Sanguine,  the  other  Phlegmatick  and  Melancholick ; 
that  which  makes  them  excel  in  their  feveral  Ways,  is,  that 
each  of  them  has  follow  d  his  own  natural  Inclination^  well 
in  forming  the  Defign,  as  in  the  Execution  of  it.  The  very 
Heroes  ihew  their  Authors :  Achilles  is  hot,  impatient,  re- 
vengeful, Impiger,  iracundus,  inexorabilis^  acer,  &c.  Mn*as 
patient,  confederate,  careful  of  his  People,  and  merciful  to 
his  Enemies ;  ever  fubmiffive  to  the  Will  of  Heaven,  quo 
fata  trabunt  retrabuntque^  fequamur.  1  could  pleafe  my 
fclf  with  enlarging  on  this  Subjeft,  but  am  forced  to  de- 
fer it  to  a  fitter  Time.  From  all  I  have  faid,  I  will  only 
draw  this  Inference,  That  the  A&ion  of  Homer  being  more 
full  of  Vigour  than  that  of  Virgil,  according  to  the  Tem- 
per of  the  Writer,  is  of  confequence  more  pleafing  to  the 
Reader.  One  warms  you  by  Degrees  •,  the  otherfets  you 
on  fire  all  at  once,  and  never  intermits  his  Heat.  9Tis 
the  fame  Difference  which  Longinus  makes  betwixt  the 
Effe&s  of  Eloquence  in  Demoflbenes^  and  Tully.  Oneper- 
fttades;  the  other  commands.  You  never  cool  while  you 
read  Hornet ',  even  not  in  the  Second  Book,  (a  graceful 
Flattery  to  his  Countrymen;)  but  he  haftens  from  the 
Ships,  and  concludes  not  that  Book  till  he  has  made  you 
an  Amends  by  the  violent  playing  of  a  new  Machine. 
From  thence  he  hurries  on  his  Aftion  with  Variety  of 
Events,  and  ends  it  in  lefs  Compafs  than  Two  Months, 
This  Vehemence  of  hi*,  I  confefs,  is  more  fuitable  to  my 
Temper  ;  and  therefore  I  have  tranflated  his  Fir  ft  Book 
with  grearer  Pleafure  than  any  Part  of  Virgil:  But  it  was 
not  ajMeafurc  without  Fains :  The  continual  A^iwig>t& 
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of  the  Spirits  muft  needs  be  a  Weakning  of  any  Confti- 
tution,  efpecially  in  Age ;  and  many  Paufes  are  required 
for  Refreshment  betwixt  the  Heats  j  the  Iliad  of  its  felf 
being  a  third  part  longer  than  all  Virgil's  Works  to- 
gether. 

This  is  what  I  thought  needful  in  this  Place  to  fay  of 
Homer.     1  proceed  to  Ovidy  and  Chancer ;  confidering  the 
former  only  in  relation  to  the  latter.     With  Ovid  ended 
the  Golden  Age  of  the  Rowan  Tongue  :  From  Chaucer 
the  Purity  of  the  Englijh  Tongue  began.     The  Manners 
of  the  Poets  were  not  unlike :  Both  of  them  were  well- 
bred,  well-natur'd,  amorous,  and  Libertine,   at  leait  in 
their   Writings,   it  may  be  alfo  in  their  Lives.     Their 
Studies  were  the  fame,  Philofophy,  and  Philology,     Both 
of  them  were  knowing  in  Aftronomy,  of  which  Ovid^s 
Books  of  the  Roman  Feafts,  and  Chaucer's  Treatife  of  the 
jlftrolabe,  are  fufficient  Witnefles.    But  Chaucer  was  like* 
wife  an  Aftrologer,  as  were  Virgil,  Horace^  Perfius,  and 
Manilius.     Both  writ  with  wonderful  Facility  andClear- 
nefs ;  neither  were  great  Inventors :  For  Ovid  only  copi- 
ed the  Grecian  Fables j  and  moft  of  Chaucer's  Stories  were 
taken  from  his  Italian  Contemporaries,  or  their  Prede- 
ceffbrs;  Boccace  his  Decameron  was  firft  publifh'dj  and 
.from  thence  our  Englijhman  has  borrow'd  many  of  his 
Canterbury  Tales  :  Yet  that  of  Pal  am  on  and  Arcite  was 
written  in  all  probability  by  fome  Italian  Wit,  in  a  for- 
mer Age;  as  1  fhall  prove  hereafter :  The  Tale  of  Gr/- 
%ild  was  the  Invention  of  Petrarch  \  by  him  fent  to  Boc- 
cace ;  from  whom  it  came  to  Chaucer  :  Troilus  and  CreJJida 
was  alfo  written  by  a  Lombard  Author ;  but  much  am- 
plified by  our  Englijh  Tranflator,  as  well  as  beautified; 
the  Genius  of  our  Countrymen  in  general  being  rather  to 
improve  an  Invention,  than  to  invent  themfelves*  as  is 
evident  not  only  in  our  Poetry,  but  in  many  of  our  Ma- 
nufactures.    I  find  I  have  anticipated  already,  and  taken 
up  from  Boccace  before  I  come  to  him  :  But  there  is  fo 
much  lefs  behind ;  and  I  am  of  the  Temper  of  moft  Kings, 
%fiho  love  to  be  in  Debt,  are  all  for  prefent  Mony,  no  mat- 
ter haw  they  pay  it  afterwards :  Befldes,  the  Nature  of  a 
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Preface  is  rambling ;  never  wholly  out  of  the  Way,  nor  in 
it.  .This  I  haye  learn'd  from  the  Praftice  of  honeft  JU00- 
taign,  and  return  at  my  pleafure  to  Ovid  and  Chaucer,  of 
whom  I  have  little  more  to  fay.  Both  of  them  built  on  the 
Inventions  of  other  Men  5  yet  fincc  Chaucer  had  fome- 
thing  of  his  own,  as  The  Wife  of  Baths  Tale,  The  Cock 
and  the  Fox,  which  1  have  tranilucd,  and  fome  others, 
1  may  juftly  give  our  Countryman  the  Precedence  in  that 
Part  •,  fince  1  can  remember  nothing  of  Cvid  which  was 
wholly  his.  Both  of  them  underftood  the  Manners ;  un- 
der which  Name  I  comprehend  the  Paffions,  and,  in  a 
larger  Senfe,  the  Defcriptions  of  Perfons,  and  their  very 
Habits :  For  an  Example,  I  fee  Baucis  and  Philemon  as  per- 
fc£fcly  before  me,  as  if  fome  ancient  Painter  had  drawn 
them ;  and  all  the  Pilgrims  in  the  Canterbury  Tales,  their 
Humours,  their  Features,  and  the  very  Di  eft,  as  diftinft- 
ly  as  if  1  had  fupp'd  with  them  at  the  Tabard  in  South- 
work  :  Yet  even  there  too  the  Figures  of  Chaucer  are 
much  more  lively,  and  fet  in  a  better  Light :  Which 
though  I  have  not  time  to  prove-,  yet  I  appeal  to  the 
Reader,  and  am  fure  he  will  clear  me  from  Partiality. 
The  Thoughts  and  Words  remain  to  be  confidcr'd,  in 
the  Comparifon  of  the  two  Poets  j  and  I  have  lav'd  my 
felf  one  half  of  that  Labour,  by  owning  that  Cto/V/liv'd 
when  the  Rowan  Tongue  was  in  its  Meridian  >  Chaucer^ 
in  the  Dawning  of  our  Language  :  Therefore  that  Part 
of  the  Comparifon  (lands  not  on  an  equal  Foot,  any  more 
than  the  Di&ion  of  Ennius  and  Ovid)  or  of*  Chaucer, 
and  our  prcfent  Englilb.  The  Words  are  given  up  as  a 
Poft  not  to  be  defended  in  our  Poet,  becaufe  he  wanted 
the  Modern  Art  of  Fortifying.  The  Thoughts  remain 
to  be  confider'd :  And  they  are  to  be  meafur'd  only  by 
their  Propriety  \  that  is,  as  they  flow  more  or  lefs  natu- 
rally from  the  Perfons  defcrib'd,  on  fuch  and  fuch  Occa- 
fions.  The  Vulgar  Judges,  which  arc  Nine  Parts  in 
%Tcn  of  all  Nations,  who  call  Conceits  and  Jingles  Wit, 
who  fee  Ovid  full  of  them,  and  Chaucer  altogether  with- 
out them,  will  think  me  little  lefs  than  mad,  for  prefer- 
ring the  EngUjhman  to  the  Rvrnan :  Yet,  with  their  leave* 
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Imuftprefume  to  fay,  that  the  Things  they  admire  are  only 
glittering  Trifles,  and  fo  far  from  being  Witty,  that  in  a 
ferious  Poem  they  are  naufeous,  becaufe  they  are  unnatural, 
Wou'd  any  Man  who  is  ready  to  die  for  Love,  defcribe 
his  Paffion  like  Narciffks  ?  Wou'd  he  think  of  inopern  me 
copia  fecit,  and  a  Dozen  more  of  fuch  Expreffions,  pour'd 
on  the  Neck  of  one  another,  and  fignifying  all  the  fame 
Thing?  If  this  were  Wit,  was  this  a  Time  to  be  witty, 
when  the  poor  Wretch  was  in  the  Agony  of  Death? 
This  is  juft  John  Littlewit  in  Bartholomew  Fair,  who  had 
a  Conceit  (as  he  tells  you)  left  him  in  his  Mifery ;  a  re- 
ferable Conceit.  On  thefe  Occafions  the  Poet  fhouM 
endeavour  to  raife  Pity  :  But  inftead  of  this,  Ovid  is 
tickling  you  to  laugh.  Virgil  never  made  ufe  of  fuch 
Machines,  when  he  was  moving  you  to  commiferate  the 
Death  of  Dodo :  He  would  not  deftroy  what  he  was 
building.  Chaucer  makes  Arcite  violent  in  his  Love,  and 
unjuft  in  the  Purfuit  of  it :  Yet  when  he  came  to  die, 
he  made  him  think  more  reafonably  :  He  repents  not  of 
his  Love,  for  that  had  altered  his  Character;  but  ac* 
knowledges  the  Injuftice  of  his  Proceedings,  and  refigns 
Emilia  to  Palamon.  What  would  Ovid  have  done  on 
this  Occafion  ?  He  would  certainly  have  made  Arcite 
witty  on  his  Death-bed.  He  had  complained  he  was 
farther  off  from.Pofleffion,  by  being  Co  near,  and  a  thou- 
fand  fucb  Boyifms,  which  Chancer  reje&ed  as  below  the 
Dignity  of  the  Subject.  They  who  think  otherwife. 
would  by  the  fame  Reafon  prefer  Luc  an  and  Ovid  to  Ho- 
mer and  Virgil %  and  Martial  to  all  Four  of  them.  As  for 
the  Turn  of  Words  in  which  Ovid  particularly  excels  all 
Poets}  they  are  fo  met  i  mesa  Fault,  and  fometimes  a  Beauty,  as 
they  arc  us'd  properly  or  fmproperly-,but  in  ftrongPaflions  a!» 
ways  to  be  <hunn'd,becaufe  Pafiions  arc  ferious,  and  will  ad- 
mit no  Playing.  The  French  have  a  high  Value  for  them  >  and 
1  confefs,  they  are  often  what  they  call  Delicate,  when  they 
are  introdue'd  with  Judgment}  butCbaucer  writ  with  more* 
Simplicity,  and  followed  Nature  more  clofely,  than  to 
ufe  them.  I  have  ihus  far,  to  the  bed  of  my  Knowledge, 
been  an  upright  Judge  betwixt  the  Parties  in  Competition, 
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not  ffiedling  with  the  Defign  nor  the  Difpofition  of  it  \ 
becaufc  the  Defign  was  not  their  own  \  and  in  the  dif- 
poling  of  it  they  were  equal.  It  remains  that  I  fay  fome- 
what  of  Chaucer  in  particular. 

In  the  firft  place,  As  he  is  the  Father  of  Englifi  Poetry, 
fo  I  hold  him  in  the  fame  Degree  of  Veneration  as  the 
Grecians  held  Horner^  or  the  Romans  Virgil :  He  is  a  per- 
petual Fountain  of  good  Senfe*  learrTd  in  all  Sciences; 
and  therefore  fpeaks  properly  on  all  Subjefts :  As  he  knew 
what  to  fay,  fo  he  knows  alio  when  to  leave  off*,  a  Con- 
tinence which  is  pra&is'd  by  few  Writers,  and  fcarcely  by 
any  of  the  Ancients,  excepting  Virgil  and  Horace.  One 
of  our  late  great  Poets  is  funk  in  his  Reputation,  becaufe 
he  cou'd  never  forgive  any  Conceit  which  came  in  his 
way  |  but  fwept  like  a  Drag-net,  great  and  final  I.  There 
was  plenty  enough,  but  the  Di(hes  were  ill  forted  \  whole 
Pyramids  of  Sweet-meats,  for  Boys  and  Women ;  but 
little  of  (olid  Meat,  for  Men :  All  this  proceeded  not 
from  any  want  of  Knowledge,  but  of  Judgment  *  nei- 
ther did  he  want  that  in  difcerning  the  Beauties  and  Faults 
of  other  Poets ;  but  only  indulg'd  himfelf  in  the  Luxury 
of  Writing-,  and  perhaps  knew  it  was  a  Fault,  but  hop'a 
the  Reader  would  not  find  it.  For  this  Reafon,  though 
he  muft  always  be  thought  a  great  Poet,  he  is  no  longer 
efteem'd  a  good  Writer  :  And  for  Ten  Impreffions,  which 
his  Works  have  had  in  fo  many  fucceffivc  Years,  yet  at 
prefent  a  hundred  Books  are  fcarcely  purcbris'd  once  a 
Twelvemonth  :  For,  as  my  laft  Lord  Rochefter  faid,  tho* 
fomewhat  profanely,  Not  being  of  God,  be  could  notftand. 

Chaucer  follow'd  Nature  every  where  \  but  was  never 
fo  bold  to  go  beyond  her :  And  there  is  a  great  Difference 
of  being  Voeta  and  nimis  Poet  a  >  if  we  may  believe  CatuBus% 
as  much  as  betwixt  a  rnodeft  Behaviour  and  AfFe&ation. 
The  Verfe  of  Chaucer,  I  confefs,  is  not  Harmonious  to  us  *, 
but  'tis  like  the  Eloquence  of  one  whom  Tacitus  commends, 
it  was  auribus  iftius  tetnporis  accommodata  :  They  who  liv'd 
with  him,  and  fome  time  after  him,  thought  it  Mufical ; 
and  it  continues  fo  even  in  our  Judgment,  if compar'd  with 
the  Numbers  of  Lidtate  and  Goner*  his  Contemporaries  *« 
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There  is  the  rude  Sweetnefs  of  z  Scotch  Tune  in  it,  which 
is  natural  and  pleafing,  tho5  not  perfeft.    *Tis  true,  I 
cannot  go  fo  far  as  he  who  publiih'd  the  laft  Edition  of 
hiuii  for  he  would  make  us  believe  the  Fault  is  in  our 
Ears,  and  that  there  were  really  Ten  Syllables  in  a  Verfc 
where  we  find  but  Nine :  But  this  Opinion  is  not  worth 
confuting;  'tisfo  grofs  and  obvious  an  Error,  that  com- 
mon Senfe  (which  is  a  Rule  in  every  thing  but  Matters  of 
Faith  and  Revelation)  mult  convince  the  Reader,  that 
Equality  of  Numbers  in  every  Verfe  which  we  call  Heroick, 
was  either  not  known,  or  not  always  pra&is'd  in  Chaucer's 
Age.    It  were  an  eafie  Matter  to  produce  fomc  thoufands 
of  his  Verfes,  which  are  lame  for  want  of  half  a  Foot,  and 
fometimes  a  whole  one,  and  which  no  Pronunciation  can 
make  otherwile.    We  can  only  fay,  that  he  liv'd  in  the 
Infancy  of  our  Poetry,  and  that  nothing  is  brought  to 
Perfection  at  the  firft.     We  muft  be  Children  before  we 
grow  Men.    There  was  an  Ennius,  and  in  procefs  of  Time 
&Lucilius9  and  a  Lucretius,  before  Virgil  and  Horace  *  even 
after  Chaucer  there  was  a  Spencer \  a  Harrington^  a  Fairfax , 
before  Waller  and  Denbam  were  in  being  :  And  our  Num- 
bers were  in  their  Nonage  till  thefe  laft  appear'd.   I  need 
fay  little  of  his  Parentage,  Life,  and  Fortunes :  They  arc 
to  be  found  at  large  in  all  the  Editions  of  his  Works.  He 
was  employ 'd  abroad,  and  favoured  by  Edward  the  Third, 
Richard  the  Second,  and  Henry  the  Fourth,  and  was  Poet, 
as  I  fuppofe,  to  all  Three  of  them.     In  Richard's  Time, 
1  doubt,  he  was  a  little  dipt  in  the  Rebellion  of  the  Com- 
mons*, and  being  Brother-in-law  to  John  of  Gaunt,  it  was 
no  wonder  if  he  follow  d  the  Fortunes  of  that  Family  j 
and  was  well  with  Henry  the  Fourth  when  he  had  deposed 
bis  Predeceflbr.     Neither  is  it  to  be  adnrir'd,  that  Henry , 
who  was  a  wife  as  well  as  a  valiant  Prince,  who  claim'd  by 
Succeflion,  and  was  fenfible  that  his  Title  was  not  found, 
but  was  rightfully  in  Mortimer,  who  had  married  the  Heir 
of  Tork;  it  was  not  to  be  admir'd,  I  fay,  if  that  great  Po- 
litician ihould  be  pleas'd  to  have  the  greateft  Wit  of  thofe 
Times  in  his  Interefts,  and  to  be  the  Trumpet  of  his 
Praifes.    Aqguftus  had  given  him  the  Example,  by  thp 
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Advice  of  Afecdtias,  who  recommended  Pirgl  and  Horace 
to  him  ;  whole  Praifes  help'd  to  make  him  Popular  while 
he  was  alive,  and  after  his  Death  have  made  him  Preci- 
ous to  Pofterity.  As  for  the  Religion  of  our  Poet,  he 
feems  to  have  fome  little  By  as  towards  the  Opinions  of 
Wkkltff^  after  John  of  Gaunt  his  Patron  \  fomewhat  of 
which  appears  in  the  Tale  of  Tiers  flowma n  :  Yet  I  cannot 
blame  him  for  inveighing  fo  fharply  againft  the  Vices  of 
the  Clergy  in  his  Age :  Their  Pride,  their  Ambition, 
their  Pomp,  their  Avarice,  their  Worldly  Intereft,  de- 
ferv'd  the  Laflics  which  he  gave  them,  both  in  that,  and 
in  mod  of  his  Canterbury  Tales  :  Neither  has  his  Con- 
temporary Boccace  fpar'd  them.  Yet  both  thofe  Poets 
liv'd  in  much  efteem,  with  good  and  holy  Men  in  Or- 
ders :  For  the  Scandal  which  is  given  by  particular  Priefts, 
reflects  not  on  the  Sacred  Fun&ion.  Chaucer's  Monk,  his 
Cbanon,  and  his  Fryar,  took  not  from  the  Char  after  of  his 
Qood  Par/on.  A  Satyrical  Poet  is  the  Check  of  the  Lay- 
men, on  bad  Priefts.  We  are  only  to  take  care,  that  we 
involve  not  the  Innocent  with  the  Guilty  in  the  fame 
Condemnation.  The  Good  cannot  be  too  much  honoured, 
nor  the  Bad  too  coarfly  us'd  :  For  the  Corruption  of  the 
Beft,  becomes  the  Word.  W  hena  Clergy-man  is  whipp'd, 
his  Gown  is  firft  taken  off,  by  which  the  Dignity  of  his 
Order  is  fecur'd :  If  he  be  wrongfully  accus'd,  he  has  his 
Adion  of  Slander*  and  'tis  at  the  Poet's  Peril,  if  hetranf- 
grefs  the  Law.  But  they  will  tell  us,  that  all  kind  of  Sa- 
tire, tho'  never  fo  well  deferv'd  by  particular  Priefts,  yet 
brings  the  whole  Order  into  Contempt.  Is  then  the  Peer- 
age of  England  any  thing  difhonour'd,  when  a  Peer  fufFers 
for.  his  Treafon  ?  If  he  be  libell'd,  or  any  way  defam'd, 
he  has  his  Scandalum  Magnatum  to  punilh  the  Offender. 
They  who  ufe  this  kind  of  Argument,  fcem  to  be  con- 
(cious  to  themfelves  of  fomewhat  which  has  deferv'd  the 
Poet's  Lafh  $  and  are  lefi  concern'd  for  their  Publick  Ca- 
pacity, than  for  their  Private :  At  leaft,  there  is  Pride  at 
the  bottom  of  their  Reafoning.  If  the  Faults  of  Men  in 
Orders  are  only  to  be  judg'd  among  themfelves,  they  are 
all  in  fome  fort  Parties :  For,  fincc  they  fay  the  Honour 
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of  their  Order  is  concern'd  in  every  Member  of  it,  hovr 
can  we  be  fure,  that  they  will  be  impartial  Judges?  How 
far  I  may  be  allowed  to  ipeak  my  Opinion  in  this  Cafe,  I 
know  not :  But  1  am  fure  aDifpute  of  this  Nature  caus'd 
Mifchief  in  abundance  betwixt  a  King  of  England  and  an 
Archbifhop  of  Canterbury  \  one  (landing  up  for  the  Laws 
of  bis  Land,  and  the  other  for  the  Honour  (as  he  call'd  it) 
of  God's  Churchy  which  ended  in  the  Murther  of  the 
Prelate,  and  in  the  whipping  of  his  Majefty  from  Poll 
to  Pillar  for  his  Penance.  The  Leam'd  and  Ingenious 
Dr.  Drake  has  fav'd  me  the  Labour  of  inquiring  into  the 
Eftcem  and  Reverence  which  the  Priefts  have  had  of  old; 
and  1  would  rather  extend  than  diminifh  any  part  of  it : 
Yet  I  mult  needs  fay,  that  when  a  Prieft  provokes  me 
without  any  Occafion  given  him,  I  have  no  Reafon,  un- 
lefs  it  be  the  Charity  or  a  Cbrifiian^  to  forgive  him  :  Prior 
lafit  is  Juftification  fufficient  in  the  Civil  Law.  If  I  an* 
fwer  him  in  his  own  Language,  Self-defence,  I  am  fure, 
mull  be  ailow'd  me,  and  if  1  carry  it  farther,  even  to  a 
{harp  Recrimination,  fomewhat  may  be  indulged  to  Hu- 
man Frailty.  Yet  ray  Refentment  has  not  wrought  fo 
far,  but  that  I  have  follow'd  Chaucer  in  his  Chara&er  of 
a  Holy  Man,  and  have  enlarged  on  that  Subjeft  with  fome 
Pleafure,  refer  ving  to  my  i  elf  the  Right,  if  I  (hall  think 
fit  hereafter,  to  defcribe  another  fort  of  Priefts,  fuch  as 
are  more  eafiiy  to  be  found  than  the  Good  Parfonj  fuch 
as  have  given  the  laft  Blow  to  Chnftianity  in  this  Age, 
by  a  Practice  fo  contrary  to  their  Doftrine.  But  this  will 
keep  cold  till  another  time.  In  the  mean  while,  1  take 
up  Chaucer  where  1  left  him.  He  mull  have  been  a  Man 
of  a  moil  wonderful  comprehend  ve  Nature,  becaufe  as  ic 
has  been  truly  obferv'd  of  him,  he  has  taken  into  the 
Comjpafs  of  his  Canterbury  Tales  the  various  Manners  and 
Humours  (as  we  now  call  them)  of  the  whole  Englijb 
Nation,  in  his  Age.  Not  a  fingle  Character  has  efcap'd 
him.  All  his  Pilgrims  are  feverally  diftinguifh'd  from 
each  other ;  and  not  only  in  their  Inclinations,  but  in  their 
very  Phifiognomies  and  Perfons.  Baftifia  Porta  could  not 
have  defcrib'd  their  Natures  better,  than  by  the  Marks 
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.which  the  Poet  gives  them.    The  Matter  and  Manner  of 
their  Tales,  and  of  their  Telling,  are  fo  fuited  to  their 
different  Educations,  Humours,  and  Callings,  that  each  of 
them  would  be  improper  in  any  other  Mouth.     Even  the 
grave  and  ferious  Characters  are  diftinguifh'd  by  their  feve- 
ral  forts  of  Gravity  :  Their  Difcourlcs  are  fuch  as  belong 
to  their  Age,  their  Calling,  and  their  Breeding)  fuch  as 
are  becoming  of  them,  and  of  them  only.    Some  of  his 
Perfons  are  Vicious,  and  fome  Virtuous  \  fome  are  un- 
learn'd,  or  (as  Chaucer  calls  them)  Lewd,  and  fome  arc 
Learn'd.    Even  the  Ribaldry  of  the  Low  Chara&ers  is 
different  :  The  Reeve,  the  Millet ',  and  the  Cook,  are  feve- 
ral  Men,  and  diftinguifli'd  from  each  other,  as  much  as 
the  mincing  Lady  Priorefs,  and  the  broad-fpeaking  gap- 
tooth'd  Wife  of  Bathe.    But  enough  of  this :  There  is 
fuch  a  Variety  of  Game  fpringing  up  before  me,  that  I 
am  diftra&ed  in  my  Choice,  and  know  not  which  to  fol- 
low.   Tis  fufficient  to  fay  according  to  the  Proverb,  that 
here  is  God's  Plenty.      Wc  have  our  Fore-fathers  and 
Great  Grand-dames  all  before  us,  as  they  were  in  Chaucer** 
Days}  their  general  Characters  are  ftill  remaining  in  Man- 
kind, and  even  in  England,  tho*  they  are  call'd  by  other 
Names  than  thofe  of  Monks,  and  Fryars,  and  Cbanons, 
and  Lady  AbbeJJes,  and  Nuns :  For  Mankind  is  ever  the 
fame,  and  nothing  loft  out  of  Nature,  tho'  every  thing  is 
alter  d.  May  1  have  leave  to  do  my  fclf  the  Juftice,  (fince 
my  Enemies  will  do  ma  none,  and  are  fo  far  from  grant- 
ing me  to  be  a  good  Poet,  that  they  will  not  allow  me  fo 
much  as  to  be  a  Chriftian,  or  a  Moral  Man)  may  I  have 
leave,  I  fay,  to  inform  my  Reader,  that  I  have  confin'd 
my  Choice  to  fuch  Tales  of  Chaucer,  as  favour  nothing  of 
Immodefty.  If  I  had  defir'd  more  to  pleafe  than  to  inflru&, 
the  Reeve,  the  Miller,  the  shipman%  the  Merchant,  the 
Sumner,  and  above  all,  the  Wife  of  Bathe,  in  the  Prologue  to 
her  Tale,  would  have  procured  me  as  many  Friends  and  Rea>- 
ders,  as  there  are  Beaux  and  Ladies  of  Pleafure  in  theTo  wn. 
But  I  will  no  more  offend  again  ft  Good  Manners :  I  am 
fenfible  as  I  ought  to  be  of  the  Scandal  1  have  given  by  my 
loofe  Writings }  and  make  what  Reparation  I  atn  able,  by 
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this  Publick  Acknowledgement.  If  any  thing  of  this  Na- 
ture, or  of  Profanenefs,  be  crept  into  thefe  Poems,  I  am 
fo  far  from  defending  it,  that  I  difown  it.  Totum  hoc  in* 
ditlum  volo.  Chaucer  makes  another  manner  of  Apology 
for  his  broad-fpeaking,  and  Boccace  makes  the  like •,  but 
I  will  follow  neither  of  them.  Our  Country-man,  in  the 
end  of  his  Chara&ers,  before  the  Canterbury  Tales9  thus 
excufes  the  Ribaldry,  which  is  very  grofs,  in  many  of  his 
Novels. 

/*  %utfitft\  I  pr*y  y*ut  of  your  court  My,) 

That  ye  ne  arrette  it  nought  my  villatiy, 
Though  that  I  plainly  jpeak  in  this  viattere 
To  tellenyou  her  words  %  and  eke  her  cbejre  .* 
Ne  though  I  jpeak  her  words  properly , 
For  this  ye  knowen  as  well  as  /, 
Who  /hall  tellen  a  tale  after  a  man 
He  mote  rehear fe  as  nye,  as  ever  He  can  : 
Everich  word  of  it  been  in  bis  charge , 
All  fpeke  he,  never  fo  rudely,  ne  large. 
Or  elfe  he  mote  tellen  bis  tale  untrue^ 

I  ^Or  feine  things^  or  find  words  new  : 

He  may  not  fpare,  altho*  he  were  his  brother^ 

•     He  mote  as  well  fay  o  word  as  another. 
Chrift [pake  bimfelf  full  broad  in  holy  }Vrit9 
And  well  I  wote  no  Villanyis  it. 
%'Eke  Plato  faith,  who  fo  can  him  rede, 
The  words  mote  been  jCoufin  to  the  dede. 

Yet  if  a  Man  fhould  have  enquired  of  Boccace  or  of 
Chaucer^  what  need  they  had  of  introducing  fuch  Chara- 
cters, where  obfeene  Words  were  proper  in  their  Mouths, 
but  very  undecent  to  be  heard;  I  know  not  what  Anfwer 
they  could  have  made :  For  that  Reafon,  fuch  Tales  (hall 
be  left  untold  by  me.  You  have  here  a  Specimen  of  Chau- 
cer's Language,  which  is  fo  obfolete,  that  his  Senfe  is  fcarce 
to  be  understood*  and  you  have  likewife  more  than  one 
Example  of  his  unequal  Numbers,  which  were  mention 'd 
before.  Yet  many  of  his  Verfes  confift  of  Ten  Syllables, 
and  the  Words  not  much  behind  our  prefent  EngHJb :  As 

for 
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for  Example,  thefc  two  Lines,  in  the  Dcfcription  of  the 
Carpenter's  Young  Wife : 

Wincing  Jhe  wasf  as  is  a  jolly  Colt, 
Long  as  a  Maft9  and  upright  as  a  Bolt. 

I  have  almoft  done  with  Chaucer ,  when  I  have  anfwer'd 
tome  Obje&ions  relating  to  my  prefect  Work.  I  find 
fome  People  are  offended  that  I  have  turn'd  thefe  Tales 
into  modern  Englijb^  becaufe  they  think  thera  unworthy 
of  my  Pains,  and  look  on  Chaucer  as  a  dry,  oid-faihion'd 
Wit,  not  worth  receiving.  I  have  often  heard  the  late 
Earl  of  Leicefter  fay,  that  Mr.  Cowley  himfelf  was  of  that 
Opinion;  who  having  read  him  over  at  my  Lord's  Re- 
queft,  declared  he  had  no  Tafte  of  him.  1  dare  not  ad- 
vance my  Opinion  againft  the  Judgment  of  fo  great  an 
Author :  But  I  think  it  fair,  however,  to  leave  the  De- 
cifion  to  the  Publick  r  Mr.  Cowley  was  too  modeft  to  fet 
up  for  a  Di&ator  *  and  being  fhock'd  perhaps  with  his  old 
Style,  never  examined  into  the  depth  of  his  good  Senfe. 
Chaucer ,  I  confefs,  is  a  rough  Diamond,  and  muft  firft  be 
polifh'd  ere  he  fhincs.  I  deny  not  lifcewife,  that  living 
in  our  early  Days  of  Poetry,  he  writes  not  always  of  a 
piece  i  but  fometimes  mingles  trivial  Things,  with  thofe 
of  greater  Moment.  Sometimes  alfo,  tho*  not  often,  he 
runs  riot,  likcOW,and  knows  not  when  he  has  faid  enough* 
But  there  are  more  great  Wits,befides  Chaucer,  whofe  Fault 
is  their  Excefs  of  Conceits,  and  thofe  ill  forted.  An  Au- 
thor is  not  to  write  all  he  can,  but  only  all  he  ought.  Ha- 
ving obferv'd  this  Redundancy  in  Chaucer,  (as  it  is  an  eafie 
Matter  for  a  Man  of  ordinary  Parrs  to  find  a  Fault  in  one  of 

gieater)  I  have  not  ty'd  my  felf  to  a  Literal  Tranflation; 
ut  have  often  omitted  what  I  judg'd  unnecefliry,  or  not 
of  Dignity  enough  to  appear  in  the  Company  of  better 
Thoughts.  I  have  prefum'd  farther  in  fome  Places,  and 
added  fomewhat  of  my  own  where  I  thought  my  Author 
was  deficient,  and  had  not  given  his  Thoughts  their  true 
Luftre,  for  want  of  Words  in  the  Beginning  of  our  Lan- 
guage. And  t6  this  I  was  the  more  emboideti'd,  becaafe  (if 
I  may  be  permitted  to  fay  it  of  my  felf)  I  found  1  had  a 
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Soul  congenial  to  his,  and  that  I  had  been  converfant  in  the 
fame  Studies,  Another  Poet,  in  another  Age,  may  take  the 
fame  Liberty  with  my  W  ritings ',  if  at  leaft  they  live  long 
enough  to  deferve  Corre&ion.  It  was  alfo  neceflary  fome- 
times  to  reftore  the  Scnfe  of  Chaucer,  which  was  loft  or 
mangled  in  the  Errors  of  the  Prefs  :  Let  this  Example 
fuffice  at  prefent  in  the  Story  ofPalamon  and  Arcite,  where 
thfc  Temple  of  Diana  is  defcrib'd,  you  find  thefe  Vcrfcs, 
in  all  the  Editions  of  our  Author : 

There  fair  I  Dane  turned  unto  a  Tree, 

I  mean  not  the  Qoddefs  Diane, 

But  Venus  Daughter,  which  that  bight  Dane. 

Which  after  a  little  Confideration  I  knew  was  to  be  re- 
formed into  this  Scnfe,  that  Daphne  the  Daughter  of  Veneris 
was  turn'd  into  a  Tree.  I  durft  not  make  thus  bold  with 
Ovid,  left  fome  future  Mi  I  bourn  (hould  arife,  and  fay,  I 
varied  from  my  Author,  becaufe  1  underftood  him  not. 

But  there  are  other  Judges  who  think  I  ought  not  to 
have  tranflated  Chaucer  into  Englifi,  out  of  a  quite  con- 
trary Notion :  They  fuppofe  there  is  a  certain  Veneration 
due  to  his  old  Language  §  and  that  it  is  little  lefs  than  Pro- 
fanation and  Sacrilege  to  alter  it.  They  are  farther  of  O- 
pinion,  that  fomewhat  of  his  good  Scnfe  will  fuffer  in 
thisTransfufion,  and  much  of  the  Beauty  of  his  Thoughts 
will  infallibly  be  loft,  which  appear  with  more  Grace  in 
their  old  Habit.  Of  this  Opinion  was  that  excellent  Per- 
fon,  whom  1  mention'd,  the  late  Earl  of  Leicefter7  wh© 
valud  Chaucer  as  much  as  Mr.  Cmley  defpis'd  him.  My 
Lord  difTuaded  me  from  this  Attempt,  (for  I  was  think- 
ing of  it  fome  Years  before  his  Death)  and  his  Authority 
prevail'd  fo  for  with  me,  as  to  defer  my  Undertaking  while 
heliv'd,  in  deference  to  him:  Yet  my  Reafon  was  not 
convine'd  with  what  he  urg'd  againft  it.  If  the  firft  End 
of  a  Writer  be  to  be  underftood,  then  as  his  Language 
grows  obfole  te,  his  Thoughts  muft  grow  obfeure,  mutt  a 
renafcuntur  qua  nunc  cecidere  \  cadintque  qua  nunc  funt  in 
honor e  vocabula,  fi  volet  ufus,  quern  penes  arbitrium  eft  & 
jus  &  norma  loquendi.    When  an  ancient  Word  for  its 
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Sound  and  Significancy  defervcs  to  be  reviv'd,  I  have  that 
reafbnable  Veneration  for  Antiquity,  to  reftore  it.  All  be- 
yond this  is  Superftition.  Words  are  not  like  Land-marks, 
fo  facred  as  never  to  be  remov'd :   Cuftoms  are  chang'd, 
and  even  Statutes  are  filendy  repealed,  when  the  Reafon 
ceafes  for  which  they  were  enadcd.    As  for  the  other 
Part  of  the  Argument,    that  his  Thoughts  will  lofe  of 
their  original  Beauty,  by  the  Innovation  of  Words  \  in 
the  firft  place,  not  only  their  Beauty,  but  their  Being  is 
loft,  where  they  are  no  longer  underftood,  which  is  the 
prefent  Cafe.    I  grant,  that  ibcnething  mult  be  loft  in  all 
Transfufion,  that  is,  in  all  Tranflations,  but  the  Senfc 
will  remain,  which  would  otherwife  be  loft,  or  at  leaft 
be  maimed,  when  it  is  fcarce intelligible >  and  that  but  to 
a  few.    How  few  are  there  who  can  read  Chancer t  fo  a? 
to  underftand  him  perfe&ly?  And  if  imperfe&ly,  then 
with  left  Profit,  and  no  Pleafure.    'Tis  not  for  the  Ufe 
of  fbmc  old  Saxon  Friends,  that  I  have  taken  thefe  Pains 
with  him :  Let  them  negled  my  Verfion,  becaufe  they 
have  no  need  of  it.  I  made  it  for  their  fakes  who  under- 
ftand Senfe  and  Poetry,  as  well  as  they  \  when  that  Poe- 
try and  Senfe  is  put  into  Words  which  they  underftand. 
1  will  go  farther,  and  dare  to  add,  that  what  Beauties  I 
lofe  in  fome  Places,  I  give  to  others  which  had  them  not 
originally  :  But  in  this  I  may  be  partial  to  my  felf ;  let 
the  Reader  judge,  and  I  fubmit  to  his  Decision.    Yet  I 
think  I  have  juft  Occafion  to  complain  of  them,  who  be- 
caufe they  underftand  Chancer •,  would  deprive  the  greater 
Part  of  their  Countrymen  of  the  fame  Advantage,  and 
hoord  him  up,  as  Mifers  do  their  Grandam  Gold,  only 
to  look  on  it  themfelves,  and  hinder  others  from  making 
ufe  of  it.    In  fum,  I  ferioufly  proteft,  that  no  Man  ever 
had,  or  can  have,  a  greater  Veneration  for  Chaucer^  than 
my  felf.    I  have  tranflated  fome  part  of  his  Works,  only 
chat  I  might  perpetuate  his  Memory,  or  at  leaft  refrcfh  it, 
amongft  my  Countrymen.  If  1  have  alter'd  him  any  where 
for  the  better,  I  muft  at  the  fame  time  acknowledge,  that 
I  eould  have  done  nothing  without  him :  Facile  eft  inventis 
adder**  is  no  great  Commendation ;  and  I  am  not  fo  vain 
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to  think  I  have  deferv'd  a  greater.  I  will  conclude  what 
I  have  to  fay  of  him  fingly,  with  this  one  Remark  :  A 
Lady  of  my  Acquaintance,  who  keeps  a  kind  of  Corre- 
fpondence  with  lome  Authors  of  the  Fair  Sex  in  France, 
has  been  inform'd  by  them,  that  Madernoifelle  de  Scudery, 
who  is  as  old  as  Sibyl,  and  infpir'd  like  her  by  the  fame 
God  of  Poetry,  is  at  this  time  tranflating  Chaucer  into 
modern  French.  From  which  I  gather,  that  he  has  been  for- 
merly tranflated  into  the  old  Provencal,  (for  how  (hefhould 
cometoundcrftand  old  Englijb  1  know  not.)  But  the  Mat- 
ter of  Fad  being  true,  it  makes  me  think  that  there  is 
fomething  in  it  like  Fatality ;  that  after  certain  Periods  of 
Time,  the  Fame  and  Memory  of  Great  Wits  fhoutd  be 
renew'd,  as  Chaucer  is  both  in  France  and  England.  If 
this  be  wholly  Chance,  'tis  extraordinary*,  and  I  dare  not 
call  it  more,  for  fear  of  being  tax'd  with  Superftition. 

Boccace  comes  lad  to  be  conuder'd,  who  living  in  the  fame 
Age  with  Chaucer t  had  the  fame  Genius,  and  folio w'd  the 
fame  Studies:  Both  writ  Novels,  and  each  of  them  cultiva- 
ted his  Mother-Tongue:  But  thegreateftReferablance  of 
bur  two  Modern  Authors  being  in  their  familiar  Style, 
and  pleating  way  of  relating  Comical  Adventures,  I  may 
pais  it  over,  becaufe  i  have  tranflated  nothing  from  Boc- 
cace o£  that  Nature,  In  the  ferious  Part  of  Poetry,  the 
Advantage  is  wholly  on  Chaucer's  Side*  for  tho*  the  £«• 
gUJhman  has  borrow'd  many  Tales  from  the  Italian,  yet 
it  appears,  that  thofe  of  Boccace  were  not  generally  of  his 
own  making,  but  taken  from  Authors  of  former  Ages, 
and  by  him  only  modelled :  So  that  what  there  was  of 
Invention  in  either  of  them,  may  be  judg'd  equal.  But 
Chancer  has  refin'd  on  Boccace,  and  has  mended  the  Sto- 
ries which  he  has  borrow'd,  in  his  way  of  telling ;  though 
Profe  allows  more  Liberty  of  Thought,  and  the  Expreffi- 
on  is  more  eafie,  when  unconfin'd  by  Numbers.  Our 
Countryman  carries  Weight,  and  yet  wins  the  Raceatdif* 
advantage.  I  defire  no*  the  Reader  fhould  take  my  Word ; 
and  therefore  I  will  fet  two  of  their  Difcourles  on  the 
ftme  Subject,  in  the  fame  Light,  for  every  Man  to  judge 
betwixt  them.  I  tranflated  Chaucer  firft,  and  amongft  the 
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reft,  pitch'd  on  the  Wife  of  Aifl&'s  Tale;  not  daring,  as  I 
have  faid,  to  adventure  on  her  Prologue;  becaufe  'tis  too 
licentious:  There  Chaucer  introduces  an  oU  Woman  of 
mean  Parentage,  whom  a  youthful  Knight  of  noble  Blood 
was  fore'd  to  marry,  and  confequently  loath'd  her:  The 
Crone  being  in  bed  with  him  on  the  wedding  Night, 
and  finding  his  Averfion,  endeavours  to  win  his  AfFc&ion 
by  Reafon,  and  fpeaks  a  good  Word  for  her  fclf,  (as  who 
could  blame  her?)  in  hope  to  mollifie  the  fullen  Bride- 
groom-   She  takes  her  Topicks  from  the  Benefits  of  Po- 
verty, the  Advantages  of  old  Age  and  Uglinets,  the  Va- 
nity of  Youth,  and  the  filly  Pride  of  Anccftry  and  Titles 
without  inherent  Virtue,    which  is  the  true  Nobility. 
When  1  had  closM  Chaucer,  I  return'd  to  Ovid,  and  tran- 
llated  fome  more  of  his  Fables;  and  by  this  time  had  fo  far 
forgotten  the  Wife  of  Bath's  Tale,  that  when  I  took  up 
Boccace,  unawares  I  fell  on  the  fame  Argument  of  pre- 
ferring Virtue  to  Nobility  of  Blood,  and  Titles,  in  the 
Story  of  Sigifmonda  •,  which  1  had  certainly  avoided  for 
theRefemblance  of  the  two  Difcourfes,  if  my  Memory  had 
not  faiPd  me.    Let  the  Reader  weigh  them  both ;  and 
if  he  thinks  me  partial  to  Chaucer^  'tis  in  him  to  right 
Boccace. 

I  prefer  in  our  Country  man,  far  above  all  his  other  Sto- 
ries, the  Noble  Poem  of  Palamon  and  Arcite,  which  is  of 
the  Epique  kind,  and  perhaps  not  much  inferior  to  the /lias 
or  the  Mneis :  the  Story  is  more  pleafing  than  either  of 
them,  the  Manners  as  perfed,  the  Di&ion  as  poetical,  the 
Learning  as  deep  and  various  j  and  the  Difpofition  full  as 
artful :  only  it  includes  a  greater  length  of  Time,  as  ta- 
king up  (even  Years  at  lead-,  but  Ariftotle  has  left  undeci- 
ded the  Duration  of  the  Action  y  which  yet  is  eafily  redue'd 
into  the  Compalsof  a  Year,  by  a  Narration  of  what  prc- 
cceded  the  Return  of  Valamon  to  Athens.  I  had  thought 
for  the  Honour  of  our  Nation,  and  more  particularly  for 
his,  wbofe  Laurel,  tho'  unworthy,  I  have  worn  after  him, 
that  this  Story  was  of  Englijb Growth,  and  Chaucer's  own : 
But  I  was  undeceiv'd  by  Boccace ;  for  cafually  looking  on 
the  End  of  his  feventh  Gwnatu*  I  found  Dioneo  ( un&W 
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which  Name  he  (hadows  himfclf)  and  Fiametta  (who re- 
prefents  his  Miftrefs,  the  natural  Daughter  of  Robert  King 
of  Naples  )  of  whom  thefc  Wordsarc  ipoken.  Dioneoe  Fia- 
metta gran  pezza  eantarono  infieme  d*  Arcita^  e  di  Palamone? 
by  which  it  appears  that  this  Story  was  written  before  the 
time  of  Boccace  5  but  the  Name  of  its  Author  being  wholly 
loft,  Chaucer  is  now  become  an  Original  ;  and  I  queftion 
not  but  the  Poem  has  receiv'd  many  Beauties  by  paffing 
through  his  Noble  Hands.  Befides  this  Talc,  there  is  ano- 
ther of  his  own  Invention,  after  the  manner  of  the  Proven- 
calls)  calPd  The  Flower  and  the  Leaf\  with  which  I  was 
fo  particularly  pleas'd,  both  for  the  Invention  and  the 
Moral  5  that  I  cannot  hinder  my  fclf  from  recommending 
it  to  the  Reader. 

As  a  Corollary  to  this  Preface,  in  which  I  have  done 
Juftice  to  others,  I  owe  fomewhat  to  my  felf :  not  that 
I  think  it  worth  my  time  to  enter  the  Lifts  with  one 
M — ,  and  one  B — ,  but  barely  to  take  notice,  that  fuch 
Men  there  are  who  have  written  fcurriloufly  againft  me 
Without  any  Provocation.  M — ,  who  is  in  Orders,  pre- 
tends amongft  the  reft  this  Quarrel  tome,  that  I  have  fallen 
foul  on  Pricfthood  \  if  I  have,  lam  only  to  ask  Pardon  of 
good  Priefts,  and  am  afraid  his  Part  of  the  Reparation  will 
come  to  little.  Let  him  be  fatisfied  that  he  fhall  notbeable 
to  force  himfelf  upon  me  for  an  Adverfary.  1  contemn  him 
too  much  to  enter  into  Competition  with  him.  His  own 
Traftflations  oiVirgil  have  anfwer'd  his  Criticifms  on  mine. 
If  (as  they  fay,  he  has  declar'd  in  Print)  he  prefers  the 
Verfion  ofOgilby  to  mine,  the  World  has  made  him  the 
fame  Complement :  For  'us  agreed  on  all  hands,  that 
he  writes  even  below  Ogilby :  That,  you  will  fay,  is  not 
eafilyto  be  done;  but  what  cannot  i/—  bring  about?  I 
am  fatisfy'd  however,  that  while  he  and  I  live  together,  I 
fhall  not  be  thought  the  worft  Poet  of  the  Age.  It  looks 
as  if  I  had  defirM  him  underhand  to  write  fo  ill  againft  me : 
But  upon  my  honeft  Word  I  have  not  brib'd  him  to  do  me 
this  Service,  and  am  wholly  guiltlefs  of  his  Pamphlet,  'Tis 
true,  I  (hould  be  glad,  if  I  could  perfuade  him  to  continue 
his  good  Offices,  and  write  fuch  another  Critique  on  any 
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thing  of  mine  :  For  I  find  by  Experience  he  has  a  great 
Stroke  with  the  Reader,  when  he  condemns  any  of  my 
Poems,  to  make  the  World  have  a  better  Opinion  of  therm 
He  has  taken  fome  Pains  with  my  Poetry  *,  but  no  body 
will  beperfuaded  to  take  the  fame  with  his.  If  1  had  ta- 
ken to  the  Church  (as  he  affirms,  but  which  was  never  in 
my  Thoughts)  Khould  have  hadipore  Senfe,  if  not  more 
Grace,  than  to  have  turn'd  my  felf  out  of  my  Benefice  by 
writing  Libels  on  my  Parishioners.  But  his  Account  of 
my  Manners  and  my  Principles,  are  of  a  Piece  with  his 
Cavils  and  his  Poetry :  And  fo  I  have  done  with  him  for  ever. 

As  for  the  City  Bard,  or  Knight  Phyfician,  I  hear  his 
Quarrel  to  me  is,  that  I  was  the  Author  of  Abfalom  and 
Achit offal,  which  he  thinks  is  a  little  hard  on  his  Faoa* 
tique  Patrons  in  London. 

But  I  will  deal  the  more  civily  with  his  two  Poems,  be- 
caufe  nothing  ill  isjto  be  fpoken  of  the  Dead :  And  there- 
fore Peace  be  to  the  Manes  of  his  Arthurs.  I  will  only 
fay  that  it  was  not  for  this  Noble  Knight  that  I  drew  the 
Plan  of  an  Epick  Poem  on  King  Arthur  in  my  Preface  to  the 
Tranflation  of  Juvenal.  The  Guardian  Angels  of  King- 
doms were  Machines  too  ponderous  for  him  to  manage  ; 
and  therefore  he  rejected  them  as  Dares  did  the  Whirl- 
bats  of  Eryx  when  they  were  thrown  before  him  by  EnteU 
lus:  Yet  from  that  Preface  he  plainly  took  his  Hint:  For 
he  began  immediately  upon  the  Story;  tho'  he  had  the 
Bafenefs  not  to  acknowledge  hisBcnefaftorj  but  infteadof 
it,  to  traduce  me  in  a  Libel. 

I  (hall  fay  the  left  of  Mr.  Collier,  becaufe  in  many  Things 
he  has  tax'd  me  juftly,  and  I  have  pleaded  Guilty  to  all 
Thoughts  and  Expreffions  of  mine,  which  can  be  truly 
argtf  d  of  Obfcenity,  Profanenefs,  or  Immorality \  and  re- 
trad  them.  If  he  be  my  Enemy,  let  him  triumph »  if  he  be 
my  Friend,  as  1  have  given  him  noPerfonal  Occafion  to  be 
otherwife,  he  will  be  glad  of  my  Repentance.  It  becomes 
me  not  to  draw  my  Pen  in  the  Defence  of  a  bad  Caufe, 
when  I  have  fo  often  drawn  it  for  a  good  one.  Yet  it  were 
not  difficult  to  prove,  that  in  many  Places  he  has  perverted 
any  Meaqiog  by  his  Glofles  j  and  interpreted  my  W  ords  in* 
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to  Blafphemy  and  Baudry,  of  which  they  were  not  guilty.7 
befides  that,  he  is  too  much  given  to  Horfe-play  in  his  Rail- 
lery ;  and  comes  to  Battel,  like  a  Diftator  from  the  Plough. 
I  will  not  fay,  The  Zeal  of  God's  Houfe  bos  eaten  him  up  ; 
But  I  am  fure  it  has  devour'd  fome  Part  of  his  good  Man- 
ners and  Civility.  It  might  alio  be  doubted,  whether  it 
were  altogether  Zeal,  which  prompted  him  to  this  rough 
manner  of  Proceedings  perhaps  it  became  not  one  of  his 
Fun&ion  to  rake  into  the  Rubbifh  of  Ancient  and  Modern 
Plays  i  a  Divine  might  have  employM  his  Pains  to  better 
purpofc,  than  in  the  Naftinefs  of  Flaunts  and  Ariftopbanes ; 
whofe  Examples,  as  they  excufe  not  me,  fo  it  might  be? 
poflibly  fuppos'd,  that  he  read  them  not  without  fome 
Pleafure.  They  who  have  written  Commentaries  on  thofe 
Poets,  or  on  Horace,  Juvenal \  and  Martial^  haveexplain'd- 
fomc  Vices,  which  without  their  Interpretation  had  been 
unknown  to  Modern  Times.  Neither-has  he  judg'd  im- 
partially betwixt  the  former  Age  and  us. 

There  is  more  Baudry  in  one  Play  of  Fletcber\  call'd 
The  Cuftorn  of  the  Country,  than  in  all  ours  together.    Yec 
this  has  been  often  a£twd  on  the  Stage  in  my  remembrance. 
Are  the  Times  fo  much  more  reformed  now,  than  they  were 
Five  and  twenty  Years  ago  ?  If  they  are,  I  congratulate  the 
Amendment  of  our  Morals.  But  I  am  not  to  prejudice  the 
Caufe  of  my  Fellow-Poets,  tho'  1  abandon  my  own  De- 
fence :  They  have  fome  of  them  anfwer'd  for  themfelvcs, 
and  neither  they  nor  1  can  think  Mr.  Cottier  fo  formidable 
an  Enemy,  that  wefhould  fhunhim.   He  has  loft  Ground 
at  the  latter  end  of  the  Day,  by  purfuing  his  Point  too  far, 
like  the  Prince  of  Omdi  at  the  Battel  ofSennepb  :  From 
Immoral  Plays*  to  No  Plays,  ababufu  adufum,  non  valet 
eoijfequcntia.    But  being  a  Party,  I  am  not  to  ereft  mylfelf 
into  a  Judge.    As  for  the  reft  of  thofe  who  have  written 
againft  me,  they  are  fuch  Scoundrels,  that  they  deferve  not 
the  leaft  Notice  to  be  taken  of  them.  B — and  AT— .are 
only  diftinguifh'd  from  the  Crowd,  by  being  remember'd 
to  their  Infamy. 

Demetri,  Teque  Tigetti 

Difcipularum  mterjubeo  plot  are  cathedra*. 


To  Her  GRACE  the 

Dutchefs  of  0  R  MONT), 

With  the  following  POEMof 

Pai*amon  $nd  Arcite, 

from   CHANCER, 
Madam,  4 

HE  Bard  who  firfi  adorn'd  our  Na- 
tive Tongue 
lurid  to  his  Britiih  Lyre  this  ancient 


Which  Homer  might  without  a  Blujh  rehearfe, 
And  leaves  a  doubtful  "Palm  in  Virgil's  Verfe: 
He  matched  their  Beauties,  where  they  mofi  excel/; 
Of  Love  Jung  better,  and  of  Arms  as  well. 
Vouchfafe,  Jlluftrious  Ormond*  to  behold 
What  TowV  the  Charms  of  Beauty  had  of  old; 
Nor  wonder  if  fitch  'Deeds  of  Arms  were  done, 
Infitf dbyt&o  fair Eyes,tbatfparkkdlikeyour  own. 
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If  Chaucer  by  the  beft  Idea  wrought, 
And  Toets  can  divine  each  others  Thought, 
The  fair  eft  Nymph  before  his  Eyes  he/et  ; 
And  then  the  fair  eft  was  Plant  agenet ; 
Who  three  contending  Princes  made  her  Trize, 
And ruF d the  Rival-Nations  with  her  Eyes: 
Who  left  Immortal  Trophies  of  her  Fame, 
And  to  the  Noble  ft  Order  gave  the  Name. 

Like  Her,  of  equal  Kindred  to  the  Throne* 
Tou  keep  her  Conquefts,  and  extend  your  own : 
As  when  the  Stars,  in  their  Ether  ial  Race, 
At  length  have  rolPd  around  the  Liquid  Space, 
At  certain  Periods  they  re  fume  their  Tlace, 
From  the  fame  Point  of  Heaven  their  Courfe  advance, 
And  move  in  Meafures  of  their  former  'Dances 
Thus,  after  length  of  Ages,  fhe  returns, 
ReftorJd  in  Tou,  and  the  fame  Tlace  adorns  ; 
Or  Tou  perform  her  Office  in  the  Sphere, 
Born  o f  her  Blood,  andmake  a  new  Tlatonick  Tear. 

O  true  Plantagenet,  O  Race  T>ivine, 
{For  Beauty  ft  ill  is  fatal  to  the  Line,) 
Had  Chaucer  liv*dthat  Angel-Face  to  view* 
Sure  be  had  drawn  his  Emily  from  Tou ; 


Dutchess  of  0  R  M  0  N  D. 

Or  had  Ton  Jiv%  to  judge  the  doubtful  Right* 
Tour  Nobk  Palamon  had  been  the  Knight: 
And  Conquering  Thefeus/ra»  his  Side  hadfent 

ToftrgenyrousLord*toguidetheThebanGovernment. 

Time  Jhall  accompli/b  that;  and  I  Jh  all  fee 
A  Palamon  in  Him*  in  Ton  an  Emily. 

Already  have  the  Fates  your  Path  prepared* 
And  Jure  Trefage  your  future  Sway  declared: 
When  Weftward*  like  the  Sun*  Ton  took  your  IV ay* 
And  from  benighted  Britain  bore  the  Day* 
Blue  Triton  gave  the  Signal  from  the  Shore* 
The  ready  Nereids  heard*  andfwam  before 
Tofmooth  the  Seas ;  afeftEtefanGale 
But  juft  injpir  d*  and gently  fwelVd  the  Sail; 
Portunus  took  his  Turn*  whofe  ample  Hand 
Heaved  up  the  lighten  d  Keel*  and  funk  the  Sand* 
And  fleer' d  the  facred  Veffelfafe  to  Land. 
The  Landy  if  not  refiraifid*  had  met  Tour  Wty* 
*Proje&edout  a  Neck*  and  jutted  to  the  Sea. 
Hibernia,  profirate  at  Tour  feet*  adored* 
In  Ton*  the  Fledge  of  her  expected  Lord; 
Due  to  her  IJle ;  a  venerable  Name ; 

Father  and  his  Grandfire  known  to  Fame: 
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Reft  here  a  while*  Tour  Luftre  to  refloat. 
That  they  may  fee  Ton  as  Toujbone  before  ; 
For  yet,  tti  Eclipfe  not  wholly  paft,  Ton  wade 
Thro  fome  Remains ;  and  Dimnefs  of  a  Shade. 

A  Subjeft  in  his  "Prince  may  claim  a  Right* 
Norjuffer  him  with  Strength  impair  d  to  fight  $ 
Till  Force  returns*  his  Ardour  we  reftrain, 
And  curb  his  Warlike  Wijh  to  crofs  the  Main. 

Now  paft  the  *Danger,  let  the  Learn* d  begin 
TV  Enquiry*  where  T>ifeafe  could  enter  in; 
How  thofe  malignant  Atoms  forc'dt heir Way,rp     ? 
What  in  thefautlefs  Frame  they  found  to  make  their 
Where  ev*ry  Element  was  weigh 'dfo  well, 
Thqt  Heaven  alone, who  mix*d  the  Mafs,  could  tet^ 
Which  of  the  Four  Ingredients  could  rebel ; 
Andtehere,  impri/on fd in  fo  fweet  a  Cage, 
A  Sofyl  might  well  be  pleased  topafs  an  Age. 

■ 

An^yet  the  fine  Materials  made  it  weak ; 
Porce&nu,  by  being  Pure,  is  apt  to  break : 
Ev7n  favour  Br e aft  the Sicknefs  durft  a/pire; 
And  forced  from  that  fair  Temple  to  retire, 
Profanely  fit  the  Holy  T  lace  on  fire. 
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In  vain  Tour  Lord  like  young  Vefpafian  mourn' d, 
When  the  fierce  Flames  the  SanEluary  bunfd: 
And  I  prepared  to  pay  in  Verfes  rude 
A  mofl  detefied  Aft  of  Gratitude : 
Ev*n  this  had  been  Tour  Elegy,  which  now 
Is  offered  for  Tour  Healthy  the  Table  of  my  Vow. 
Tour  Angel  Jure  our  Morley  9s  Mind  tnjpir'd* 
To  find  the  Remedy  Tour  III  required  % 
As  owe  the  Macedon,  by  Jove  V  decree, 
Was  taught  to  dream  an  Herb  for  Ptolomee : 
Or  Heav7n,  which  had  Juch  Over*coft  beflow'd. 
As  fear ce  it  could  afford  to  Flejh  and  Blood, 
So  lik'd  the  Frame,  he  would  not  work  anew* 
To  fave  the  Charges  of  another  Tou. 
Or  by  his  middle  Science  did  he  fleer  y 

And  faw  fome  great  contingent  Good  appear* 

Well  worth  a  Miracle  to  keep  Tou  here : 
And  for  that  End,prejerv'd  the  precious  Mould* 
Which  all  the  future  Ormonds  was  to  holds 
And  meditated  in  bis  better  Mind 
An  Heir  from  Touy  who  may  redeem  the  failing  Kind. 
Blefifd  be  the  Pow'r  which  has  at  once  reflor'd 
The  Hopes  oflofl  Succejfion  to  Tour  Lord* 
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Joy  to  the  fir  ft  and  laft  of  each  Degree* 
Virtue  to  Courts,  and  what  I  longd  to  fee* 
To  Tou  the  Graces,  and  the  Mufe  to  me. 

O  Daughter  of  the  Rofet  whofe  Cheeks  unite 
the  difring  Titles  of  the  Red  and  White  % 
Who  Heavens  alternate  Beauty  well  dijplayi 
The  Blujh  of  Morning,  and  the  Milky  Way\ 
Whofe  face  is  Paradife,  but  fenced  from  Sin  : 
For  God  in  either  Eye  has f  lac1  da  Cherubin. 

All  is  Tour  Lord's  alone ;  evn  ahfent,  He 
Employs  the  Care  ofChafl  Penelope. 
For  him  Touwafte  in  Tears  Tour  Widow 9d 'Hours, 
For  him  lour  curious  Needle  paints  the  Floors; 
Such  Works  of  Old  Imperial  Dames  were  tanght; 
Such ,  for  Afcanius,  fair  Eiifa  wrought. 

Thefoft  Recejfes  of  Tour  Hours  improve 

The  Three  fair  *P  ledges  of  Tour  Happy  Love : 
All  other  Tarts  of  Pious  Duty  done* 
Tou  owe  Tour  Ormond  nothing  but  a  Son ; 
To  fill in  future  Times  his  Father's  Place, 
And  wear  the  Garter  of  his  Mothers  Race. 

PALA- 
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AND 

A     R     CI    T     E: 

OR,    THE 

K  NIG  H.T's    TALE. 

In  Three  Books. 

b  o  OK   I. 


j  N  Days  of  old,  there  liv'd,  of  mighty 
Fame 
A  valiant  Prince;  and  Tbcfeus  was 
his  Name: 

A  Chief,  who  more  in  Feats  of  Arms  excell'd 
The  Rifing  nor  the  Setting  Sun  beheld, 
B 
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Of  Athens  he  was  Lord ;  much  Land  he  won, 
And  added  Foreign  Countries  to  his  Crown : 
In  Scythia  with  the  Warrior  Queen  he  (trove, 
Whom  fir  ft  by  Force  he  conquer -d,  then  by  Love ; 
He  brought  inTriumph  back  the  beauteous  Dame, 
With  whom  her  Sifter,  flair  Emilia,  came. 
With  Honour  to  his  Home  let  The  feus  ride, 

With  Love  to  Friend,and  Fortune  for  ^sQuide,' 
And  his  viftorious  Army  at  his  Side. 
I  pafs  their  warlike  Pomp,  their  proud  Array, 
Their  Shouts,  their  Songs*  their  Welcome  on  the 

Way: 
But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  recite 
The  Feats  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  Fight 

Betwixt  the  hardy  Queen,  and  Heroe  Knight. 
The  Town  befieg'd,  and  how  much  Blood  it  coft 
The  Female  Army,  and  th' Athenian  Hoft; 

•  * 

The  Spoufals  of  Hippo  lita  the  Queen ; 
What  Tilts  and  Turneys  at  the  Feaft  were  feen; 
The  Storm  at  their  Return,  the  Ladtes  Fear  .* 
But  thefe,  and  other  Things,  I  muft  for  bear. 
The  Field  is  fpacious  I  defign  to  fow, 
With  Oxen  far  unfit  to  draw  the  Plow  : 
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The  Remnant  of  my  J*te  is  of  a  Length 

To  tire  your  Patience,  and  to  wafte  my  Strength ; 

And  trivial  Accidents  Jhall  be  forborn, 

That  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  Turn ; 

As  was  at  firft  enjoia'd  us  by  mine  Hoft : 

That  he  whofe  Tate  is,  heft,  and  pleafes  moft, 

Should  iw'm  his  Supper  at  oar  common  Coft. 

And  therefore  where  I  left,  I  will  purfue 
This  ancient  Story*  whether  falfe  or  true, 
In  hope  it  may  he  mended  with  a  new. 
The  Prince  i  nierition'd,  fall  of  high  Renown, 
In  this  Array  drew  near  th'  Athen'uttt  Town ; 
When  in  his  Pomp  and  utmoft  of  his  Pride, 
Marching,  lie  chirtc'i  to  eaft  his  Eye  afide, 
And  faw  a  Qnire  of  mourning  Dames,  who  lay 
By  Two  and  Two  aersfethe  common  Way: 
At  ink  Approach  they  raised  a  rueful  Cry, 
And  beactbeirBreaflSjand  hdd  fheirHands  on  high, 
Creeping  and  <?ryiog,'  till  thty  fefc'd  at  laft 
His  Cbnr&r *s  Bridle,  and  toi  feet  embrac'd. 

Tettffie,tfaidrA^^what.and  whence  you  are, 
And  TfytftisfmwA  Pageant  ptk  prepare  ? 

B  % 
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« 

Is  this  the^Hcdmeof  my  Worthy 'Deeds', 
To  meet  my  Triumph  i«r  Ill-omenM j  Weeds  ? 
Or  envy  ybumy  Praife,  ariH  would  eeftroy 
With  Grief  my  Pleafures,  and  pollute  my  Joy? 

•  i  ■  ■  ■     - 

■Or  are  you  inj'ur'd  j  and*  demand  Relief?  •  •  •  ' 
Name  your  Requeft,  arid  I  will  eafeyoUr  Grief. 

The  rnoft  in  Years  ofc  all  the  Mourning  'Train 
Began ;  (btxt  fwobned  firft  away*  for  Pain)' 
Then  fcarce  recover'dy  fpoke :  Nor  envy,  we  * ' 
Thy  great  Renown,  nor  grudge  thy;  Victory; 
'Tis  thine,  O  King;  th'.  'Afflided  to  ledaefsi     ' 
And  Fame  has,fhTd  the  Worldwith  thy'Succefs: 
W  e  wretched  W  omen  ifue  for  that  atone,  t  •.  > . ' 
Which  of  thy.  Goodnefs  is.  refus!d  to  none*:* 
Let  fall  fome  Drops  of  ,Pity'ion.  ciuf  Grief * :  ' 
If  what  we.begbejuft,  and  we'  ideferve  Relief: 
For  none  of  v&j  who  now;  thy  Grace;  implore, 
v  But  held  the:  Rank  ©f ,  Sovereign  Queen  before ; 
Till,;thankfc.t0  giddy:  ChajQC&  which  never  bears 

*  * 

That  MorjtaJ  filifs  ihould  laflfor  length  of  Years, 
,c§he  caft  us  .headlong-  fw>m;our  high^ftate,  i' 
And;hereinhop^H3f>|tfey?^tj|rji,we5Wait.^  :  .   . 

rr 

w  a 
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And  long  have  waited  in  the  Temple  nigh; , 
Built  to  the  gracious  Goddds  dementy* 
But  rev'rencethotu  thePow^r  whofe  Name  it  bears, 
Relieve  th\Opprefs'd,*ad  wipe  the  WidowsTears. 
I,  wretched  h  have  other  Fortune  jfcen, 
The  Wife  of  Capanew,  and  once  a  Queen  : 
At  Theb?s  he.fcllt  curft  be  the  fatal  Day ! 
And  all  the  reft  thou  feeft  in  this  Array, 
To  make  .their  Moan,  their  Lords  in  Battel  loft 
Before  thatTown  befieg'd  by  ourConfed'rateHpft: 
But  Crebn,  pld,  and  impious,  who  commands 
The  Tbe6an*Gity9  and  ufurps  the  Lands, 
Denies  the ;  Rites  of  Fun'ral  Fices  to  .thofe 
Whofe  lyreatjilefs  Bodies  yet' he  calls  his  Foes. 
Unburn'd,  unburyM,  on  a  Heap  they  lie ;. 
Such  is  their  Fate,  and  fuch  his  Tyranny ; 
No  Friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  Dead, 
But  with  their  Lifelefs  Limbs  his  Hounds  are  fed : 
At  this  ihe  skriek'd  aloud,  the  mournful  Train 
Echo'd  her  Grief,  and  grov'ling  on  the  Plain 
WuhGroans,and Hands  upheld,  to  move  hisMind, 
Befought  his  Pity  to  their. helplefs  Kind! 

B3 


C  PalamOn  and  Arciee:  Or,     Book  I. 

The  Prince  was  touch'd ,  bis  Tears  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  his  tender  Heart  would  break  in  two, 
He  fighM ;  and  could  riot  but  their  Fate  deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  fo  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  Steed  he  flew, 
And  railing  one  by  one  the  foppliant  Crew, 
To  comfort  each,  full  folemnly  he  fwore, 
That  by  the  Faith  which  Knights  to  Knighthood. 
And  what  e'er  elfe  to  Chivalry  belongs,     V*01?* 
He  would  not  ceafe,  till  he  reveng'd  their  Wrongs : 
That  Greecefhovfd  feeperform'd  what  he  decjar'd; 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  juft  Reward. 
He  faid  no  more,  but,  fhunning  all  Delay, 
Rode  on ;  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  Way  .* 
But  left  his  Sifter  and  his  Queen  behind, 
And  wav'd  his  Royal  Banner  in  the  Wind  •• 
Where  in  an  Argent  Field  the  God  of  War 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  Iron  Carr  j 
Red  was  his  Sword,  and  Shield,  and  whole  Attire, 
And  all  the  Godhead  feemtt  to  glow  with  Fire ; 
Ev*n  theGround  gHtter'd  where  theStandard  flew, 
And  the  green  Graf*  was  dy'd  to  fanguine  Hue. 
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High  on  his  pointed  Lance  his  Pennon  bore 
His  Cretan  Fight,  the  conquer'd  Minotaur e : 
The  Soldiers  fliout  around  with  gen'rous  Rage* 
And  in  that  Vidory,  their  own  prefage. 
He  prais'd  their  Ardour:  inly  pleas'd  to  fee 
His  Hoft  the  Flow'r  of  Grecian  Chivalry. 
All  Day  he  march'd;  and  all  th'  eniuing  Night ; 
And  few  the  City  with  returning  Light. 
The  Procefs  of  the  War  I  need  not  tell, 
How  The  feus  conquer'd,  and  how  Creon  fell : 
Or  after,  how  by  Storm  the  Walls  were  won, 
Or  how  the  Victor  fack'd  and  burn'd  the  Town: 
How  to  the  Ladies  he  reftor'd  again 
The  Bodies  of  their  Lords  in  Battel  flain: 
And  with  what  ancient  Rites  they  were  interr'd ; 
All  thefe  to  fitter  Time  fhall  be  deferr'd  .* 
I  fpare  the  Widows  Tears,  their  woful  Cries 
And  Howling  at  their  Husbands  Obfequies ; 
How  Tbefens  at  thefe  Fun'rals  did  affift,  rmjfs»c|. 
And  with  what  Gifts  the  mourning  Dames  dif- 
Thus  when  the  Victor  Chief  had  Creon  flain,] 
And  conquer'd  Thefos,  b^e  pitch'd  upon  the  Plain 
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His  mighty  Camp,  and  when  the  Day  return'd, 
The  Country  wafted,  and  the  Hamlets  burn'd; 
And  left  the  Pillagers,  to  Rapine  bred* 
Without  Controul  to  (trip  and  fpoil  the  Dead: 

•      *  * 

There,  in  a  Heap  of  Slain,  among  the  reft 
Two  youthful  Knights  they  found  beneath  a  Load 

opprefcV!"-  ■''"'■■'. 
Of  flaughter'd  Foes,  whom  firft  to  Death  they  fent, 
TheTrophies of  theirStrength,a  bloody  Monument. 
Both  fair,  and  both  of  Royal  Blood  they  feem'd, 
WhomKinfmen  to  the  Crown  the  Heralds  deem'd; 
That  Day  in  equal  Arms  they  fought  for  Fame ; 
Their  Swords,  their  Shields,  their  Surcoats  were 

the  fame. 
Clofe  by  each  other  laid  they  prefs'd  the  Ground, 
Their  manly  Bofoms  pierc'd  with  many  a  griefly 
Nor  well  alive,nor  wholly  dead  they  were,*-    01W1  ; 

Ft-.  .  . 

But  fome  faint  Signs  6f  feeble  Life  appear : 
The  vpaadrifeg  Breath  was -on  the  Wing  to  part, 

Weak  was  the  Pulfe,  arid  hardly  heavM  the  Heart. 

«  *     .     « 

Thefe  two  were  Sifters  Sons ;  and  Arcite  one, 
^tfich  fam'd  in  Fields^  with  valiant  T^amon,. 
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From  Thefe  their  coftly  Arms  the  Spoilers  rent, 
And foftly  both  conveyM  to  Theftus*  Tent; 
Whom  known  of  Cre ou*%  Line,and  cur'd  with  care, 
He  to  his  City  fent  as  Prisoners  of  the  War, 
Hopelefs  of  Ranfom,  and  condemn'd  to  lie 
In  Durance,  doom'd  a  lingririg  Death  to  die. 

This  done,he  march'd  aw;ay  with  warlikeSoyndn 
And  to  his  Athens  turn'd  with  Laurels  crown'd,( 
Where  happy  long'he  liv'd,  much  lov'd,  and| 

c     more  renown'd. 
But  in  a  TowVj  and  never  to  be  loos'd, 
The  woful  captive  Kinfraen  are  inclos'd ; 

Thus  Year  by  Year  theypafc*  and  Day  by  Day, 
Till  once  ('twas  on  the  Morn  of  chearful  May) 
The  young  Emilia,-  fairer  to  be  feen  ... 
Than  the  fair  Lilly  on  the  Flow'ry  ^Green,-  : 
Mare  frefh  than  May  her  felf  in  Bloflbms  new 
(For  with  the  RofievColour  ftrove  her  Hue) 
Wak'dasher  Cuftom  was  before  the  Day, 
To  do  th'Gbfervance  due  to  fprightly  May:    • 
For  fprightly  May  commands  our  Youth  to  keep 
The  Vigils  of  her  freight,  and  breaks  their  fluggar4 
Sleep: 
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Each  gentleBreaft  with  kindly  Warmth  fhe  moves; 
Infpires  new  Flames,  revives  extinguifh'd  Loves ; 
In.  this  Remembrance  Emily  ere  Day 
Arofe,  and  drefs'd  her  felf  in  rich  Array ; 
Freflias  the  Month,  and  as  the  Morning  rair: 
Adawn  her  Shoulders  fell  her  length  of  Hair: 
A  Ribband  did  the  braided  Trefles  bind, 
The. reft  was  loofb,  and  wanton'd  in  the  Wind: 
Jsrora  had  but  newly  chas'd  the  Night, 
And  purpled  o'er  the  Sky  with  blufhing  Light, 
When  to  the  Garden-walk  fhe  took  her  way, 
To  fport  and  trip  along  in  Cool  of  Day, 
And  offer  Maiden  Vows  in  Honour  of  the  May.] 

At  ev'ry  Turn,  fhe  made  a  little  Stand, 
And  thruft  among  the  Thorns  her  Lilly  Hand 
To  draw  the  Rofe,  and  ev'ry  Rofc  fhe  drew 
She  fhook  the  Stalk,  and  brufh'd  away  the  Dew : 
Then  party-colour'd  Flow'rs  of  white  and  red 
She  wove,  to  make  a  Garland  for  her  Head : 
This  done,  fhe  lung  and  caroH'd  out  fo  clear, 
That  Men  and  Angels  might  rejoice  to  hear. 
Ev*n  wondring  Tbilomel  forgot  to  fing ; 
And  learn'd  from  Her  to  welcome  in  the  Spring. 
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TtaTow'r,  of  ^ich  before  was  mention  naa4et 
W ithi^whofcKefipJtbieCaptive Knights  were  Uid,, 
Built  of  a,  large  Extent*  and  faong.  withal,; 
Was  one  .Partition  of  the  Palace  Wall: 
The  Garden  was  enclos'd(Jwitbin  the  Square :: ' 
Where  yowgEmifcatook  th4  Mprning^Air- 

It  happen'd  P alamort  the  Pris'riej;  Knight, 
Reftlefs  for  Woe,  avofe  before  th$  JLight, ;  * 
And  with  his  Jaylor's  leave  dellr'd  to  breathe 
An  Air  more  wholefom  than  the  Damps  beneath. 
This  granted,  to  the  Tow'r  he  took  his  Way, , 
Cheer  d  with;  the  Promife  of  a  glorious  Qay : 
Then  caii  a  languishing  Regard  around, 
And  faw  with  Jaafeful  Eyes  the  Temples  crown'd1 
Witb:golden  Spires,  and  all  the  Hoilile  Ground.. 
He  figWd,:  and  rurn'd  his  Eyes,  jbeoaufe  he  knew 
Twat  bat  a  Jarger  Jayl  he  had  in.  view : 
Then,  look'd  below,  and  from  the  Cattle's  height 
Behold  a  nearer  and  more  pleating  Sight : 
The  Garden,  which  before  he  had  not  feerr,   1 
In  Spring's  new  Livery  clad  of  White  and  Green,  I 
Frefh  Flow'rs  in  wide  Parterres*  .  and  fliady  i 
Walks  between.  j 
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•  _•_•• 


This  view?d,  but  riot  enjoykt,  "with  Arms  acrofs 

«  «  •  .        . 

He  flood,  receding  on  his  Country's  Lofs;  •  n*  V, 
Himfelf  an  Obje&  of  the  Publick* Scorcv  *°  5'^ 
And  often  W4fh?il  he  never  had  been  born:  >  ;.«V." 
At  laft  (for fohis-tteftiny  requir'd)    r        ■.'.•.:' 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tir'dr  <"* 
He  thro'  a  little  Window  caft his  SigUt, ;       i. 
Tho*  thick  of  Bars*  that  gave  a  /canty  Light :  ~\ 
But  ev'n  that  Glimmering  ferv'd  him  to  defcry 
Th -  inevitable  Charms  of  'Emily,  ,./•..•;.      •;.'.'.;,«. 

Scarce  had  he  feenybutfeiz'&witbfudden  Smart, ' 
Stung  to  the  Quiqk/he  fetfit  at  his.  Heart  ?'.:'■> 
Struck  blind  with  Werpbw'ringiLight  he  floods ' 
Then  ftarted  back  amaz'd,  and  cry 'd  aloud.';     ■'. 

..Young  Arcite heard*  and  up  he  ran  withhafte, 
To  help  his  Friend,  and  in  his  Arms  embrac'd ; , 
And  ask'd  him' why  he  Jook'd  fo  deadly  wan,    . 
And  whence,  and  bow  his  change  of  Cheer  began? 
Or  who  bad.  done  th*  Offence  ?  But  if,  laid  he, ..'.. 
Your  Grief  alone  is  hard  Captivity;,  . 
For  Love  of  Heav'n,  with  Patience  undergo 
Acurelefs  111,  finceFate  will  have  it  lb:   - 
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So  flood'  ouvffohflope  in  Chains  to  lie,  ' 

And  Saturn  in  the  Dungeon  of  the  Sky, 

Or  ottrt*  baleful  Afpeft,  rul'd  out  Birth,     --.  . 

When  all  the  friendly  Stars  were:under  Earth : 

Whate'er  betides,  by  Deftiny  'tis  done ; 

And  better  bear  like  M^n,  than  vainly  feek  to  ftiuh. 

Nor  of  my  Bonds,  faid  Talatnon  again, 

Nor  of  unhappy  Planets  I  complain ; 

But  when  my  mortal  Anguifh  caused  my  Cry, 

That  Moment  I  was  hurt  thro'  either  Eye; 

Pierc'd  with  a  Random-fhaft,  I  faint  away, 

And  periih  with  infenfible  Decay : 

A  Glance  of  fome  new  Goddefs  gave  the  Wound, 

Whom,  like  ABeon,  unaware  I  found. 

Look  how  {he  walks  along  yon  fhady  Space, 

Not  Juno  moves  with  more  Majefiick  Grace ; 

•And  all  the  Cyprian  Queen  is  in  her  Face. 

If  thou  art  Venus,  (for  thy  Charnjs  confefs 

That  Face.wasformM  in  Heav'n)  nor  art  thou  kfs ; 

Difguis'd  in  Habit,  uhdifguis'd  in  Shape, 

O  help  us  Captives  from  our  Chains  to  'fcape; 

Bjit  if  our  Doom  be  paft  in  Bonds  to  lie.    * 

For  JLifci  and  jn;a  loathfom  Dungeon  die  ; 


■j'  i 
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Then  be  thy  Wrath  append  with  our  Di%rae&* 
And  fhew  Gompaffion  to  the  ThtbOH  Race, 
Opprefs'd  by  Tyrant  Pow'rl  While  yet  befpoke* 
Arctic  on  Emily  had  fix'd  his  Look ; 
The  fatal  Dart  a  ready  Paflage  found. 
And  deep  within  his  Heart  ianx'd  the  W<etmd : 
So  that  if  Palatum  were  Woanded  fore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more : 
Then  frow  his  iwnoft  Soiil  he  figh'd,  andfttdt" 
The  Beattty  I  behold  has  ftruck  rne  dead : 
Unknowingly  fee  {hikes;  and  kills  by  Chance ? 
Poyfon  is  in  her  Eyes,  and  Death  in  evYyGliace. 
O,  I  muft  ask ;  nor  ask  alone,  but  inove 
Her  Mind  to  Mercy,  or  muft  die  for  Love. 
Thus  Arcite ■:  And  thus  Td lame*  replies, 
(Eager  his  Tone*  and  ardent  were  his  Eyes.) 
Speak'ft  thou  in  earheft,  or  in  jetting  Vein  ? 
Jefting,  {aid  Arcite,  inks  but  ill  with  Fain, 
It  fuits  far  worfe  (faid  TtldPin  again, 
And  Dentins  Brows)withMen  whoHotidur  weigh, 
Their  Faith  to  break,  their  FriendftJp  toteersfy ; 
But  worft  with  Thee,  of  Noble  Lineage  bor*, 
My  Kinfrnan,  and  in  Artnefaay  Brother  fwbML 
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Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  Oath, 
That  one  fhou'd  be  the  Common  Good  of  both? 
One  Soul  fliou'd  both  infpire,  and  neither  prove 
His  Fellow's  Hindrance  in  purfuit  of  Love  ? 
To  this  before  the  Gqds  we  gave  our  Hands, 
And  nothing  but  our  Death  can  break  the  Band?. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  farther  my  Deflgnj 
As  I  am  bound  by  Vow  to  farther  thine: 
Nor  canft,  nor  dar'ft  thou,  Traitor,  on  the  Plain 
Appeach  my  Honour,  or  thy  own  maintain* 
Since  thou  art  of  my  Council,  and  the  Friend 
Whofe  Faith  I  truft,  and  on  whoteCaredeperfl: 
And  wou'dft  thou  court  my  Lady's  Love,  which  I 
Much  rather  than  relcafe,  would  chufe  to  die? 
But  thou  falfe  Arcite  never  (halt  obtain 
Thy  bad  Pretence;  I  told  thee  firft  my  Pain : 
For  firft  my  Love  began  ere  thine  was  bora  j 
Thou,  as  my  Council,  and  my  Brother  fworo, 
Art  bound  t'  affift  my  EWerftipof  Right, 
Or  juftry  to  be  deem'd  a  perjured  Knight. 

,  Thus  9 Alamo*:  But  Arcite  with  Difdain 
In  haughty  Language  thus  teply'd  again : 
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Forfworn  thy  felf :  The  Traitor's  odious  Name : 
I  firft  return,  and  then  difprove  thy  Claim*  :< 
If  Love  be  Paflion,  and  that  Paffion  nurft 
With  ftrong  Defires,  I  lov'd  the  Lady  firft.  '. 
Canft  thou  pretend  Defire,  whom  Zeal  inflamtt 
To  worfhip,  and  a  Pow'r  Coeleftial  nam'd  ? 
Thine  was  Devotion  to  the  Bleft  above, 
I  faw  the  Wcfcnan,  and  defir'd  her  Love; 
Firft  ownM  my  Paffion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Th'  important  Secret,  as  my  chofen  Friend. 
Suppofe  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  Defire 
A  Moment  elder  than  my  Rival  Fire; 
Can  Chance  of  feeing  firft  thy  Title  prove  ? 
And  know'ft  thou  not,  no  Law  is  made  for  Lovp? 
Law  is  to  Things  which  to  free  Choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  Choice,  but  in  our  Fate: ■  •.. 
Laws  are  but  pofitive :  Love's  Pow'r,  we  fee,  , 
Is  Nature's  San&ioni  and  her  firft  Decree. 
Each  Day  we  break  the  Bond  of  Human  Lavs' 
For  Love,  aricl  vindicate  the  Common  Caufe.- 
Laws  for  Defence  of  Civil  Rights,  are  placM, . 
Love  throws  the  Fences  down,  >nd  makes  a  ge- 
neral Waftc:  Maids, 
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Maids,  Widows*  Wives,  without  diftkiflion  fall  $ 
The  fweeping  Deluge,  Love,  comes  on,  and  co- 
vers all  1 
If  then  the  Laws  of  Friend  (hip  I  tranfgf  efs* 
I  keep  the  Greater,  while  I  break  the  Lefs  $ 
And  both  are  mad  alike,  fince  neither  can  poflefsi 
Both  hopelefs  to  be  ranfom'd,  never  more 
To  fee  the  Sun,  but  as  he  pafles  o'er. 

Like  EJbfs  Hounds  contending  for  the  Bone, 
Each  pleaded  Right,  and  wou'd  be  Lord  alone  .* 
-The  fruitlefs  Fight  continu'd  all  the  Day ; 
A  Cur  came  by*  and  fnatch'd  the  Prize  away* 
As  Courtiers  therefore  juftle  for  a  Grant*  r^nr 
And  when  they  break  their  Friendfhip,  plead  their 

1 

So  thou*  if  Fortune  will  thy  Suit  advance* 
Love  on ;  nor  envy  me  my  equal  Chance : 
For  I  muft  love*  and  am  refolv'd  to  try  . 
My  Fate,  or  failing  in  th'  Adventure  die. 

Great  was  theirStrife,  which  hourly  was  renew'd, 
Till  each  with  mortal  Hate  his  Rival  view'd  .* 
Now  Friends  no  more,nor  walkingHand  in  Hand  % 

But  when  they  met*  they  made  a  furly  Stand  t 
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And  glar'd  like  angry  Lions  as  they  pafs*d, 
And  wifh'd  that  ev'ry  Look  might  be  their  lafh 

It  chanc'd  at  length,  Verithous  came*  t' attend 
This  worthy  Tbefeus>  his  familiar.  Friend  .* 
Their,  Love  in  early  Infancy  began, 
And  rofc  as  Childhood  ripen'd  into  Man. 
Companions  of  the.  War;  and  loy'd  fo  well,' 
That  when  one  dy'd,  as  ancient  Stories  tell, 
His  Fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  Hell. 

But  to  purfue  my  Tale ;  to  welcome  home 
His  Warlike  Brother,  is  Terithons  come: 
Arcite.of  Thebes  was  known  in  Arms  longfince, 
And  honour 'd  by  this  young  Tkeffislian  Prince-. 
T1xftkt>  tp  gratifie  his  Friend  and  Gaeft, 
Who  made  our  Jfcitt's  Freedom  his  Requtft* 
Reftor'd  to  Liberty  the  Captive  Knight, 
But  on  thefe  hard  Conditions  I  recite  .* 
That  ifcifcreafter  Artitt  utou'd  be  found 
WUhtti  the  Compsfs  of  Athenian  Ground, 
By -Day  J*  Night,  oron  whate'er  Pretence, 
^ia  Head  ibbu'd  pay  the  Forfeit  of  th>  Offence. 
To  Shift.  *P\erithoni for  his  Friend,  agreed1. 
And  on  his  Promife  was  the  Pris'ner  freed. 


Book  I.         The  Knights  Tale.  i* 

Unpleas'd  and  penfive  hence  he  takes  his  Way, 
At  his  own  Peril;  for  his  Life  muft  pay.  : 

Who  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  Fate, 
Finds  his  dear  Purchafe,  and  repents  too  late? 
What  have  I  gain'd,  he  faid,  in  Prifon  pent, 
If  I  but  change  my  Bonds  for  Baniihment  f 
And  banifli'd  from  her  Sight,  I  fuffer  more 
In  Freedom,  than  I  felt  in  Bonds  before  \ 
Forc'd  from  her  Prefeoce,  and  condemned  to  Eve ; 
Unwelcome  Freedom,  and  unthank'd  Reprieve  J 
Heav'n  is  not  but  where  Emily  abides, 
And  where  Axe's  abfent,  all  is  Hell  befides. 
Next  to  my  Day  of  Birth,  was  that  accttrft 
Which  bemad  my  Friendship  to  Verithous foOti  : 
Had  I  not  known  that  Prince,  I  ftill  had  been  . ' 
In  Bondage,  and  had  ftill  EmitU  fee*: 
For  tbo'  1  never  can  her  Grace  deferve, 
Tis  Recompence  enough  to feeindferre.  •.-.■.  V 
O  Tubmen,  my  Kirtfman  and  myiFrdend, 
How  much  morehafppy  Fates  thy  Lore  attend! 
Thine  is  th*  Adventure;  thine  the  Vi&ory  i  '  O 
Wetyhas  tfey  Fofttme  tur^d  the  Diee  for  tjieei  > 

"  —  '■'  '  r      .    m 

'  ffi    A  •  *  *  ■     .    t    rt J- 
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Thoti  on  that  Angel's  Face  inay'ft  feed  thy  Eyes, 
In  Prifon,  no ;  but  blifsfui  Paradife ! 
Thou  daily  feeft  that  Sun  of  Beauty  ihine* 
And  lov'ft  at  leaft  in  Love's  extreameft  Line. 
I  mourn  in  Abfence,  Love's  Eternal  Night : 
And  who  can  tell  but  fince  thou  haft  her  Sight, 
And  art  a  comely,  young  and  valiant  Knight, 
Fortune  (a  various  Pow'r)  may  ceafe  to  frown, 
And  by  fome  Ways  unknown  thy  Wiihes  crown? 
But  I,  the  moft  forlorn  of  Human  Kind, 
Nor  Help  can  hope,  nor  Remedy  can  find  5 
But  doom'd  to  drag  my  loathfom  Life  in  Care, 
For  my  Reward,  muft  end  it  in  Defpair. 
Fire,  Water,  Air,  and  Earth,  and  Force  of  Fates 
That  governs  all,  and  Heav'n  that  all  creates, 
Nor  Art,  nor  Nature's  Hand  can  eafe  my  Grief, 
Nothing  but  Death,  the  Wretch's  laft  Relief: 
Then  farewell  Youth,  and  all  the  Joys  that  dwell 
With  Youth,  and  Life,  and  Life  it  felf  farewell. 
:  But  why,  alas !  do  Mortal  Men  in  vain 
Of  Fortune,  Fate,  or  Providence  complain? 
God  give*  us  what  he  knows  our  Wants  require, 
And  bettor  Things  than  thofe  which  we  dcfire: 
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Some  pray  for  Riches ;  Riches  they  obtain ;       '. 
But  watch'd  by  Robbers,for  their  Wealth  are  (lain: 
Some  pray  from  Prifon  to  be  freed ;  and  come  " 
When  guilty  of  their  Vows,  to  fall  at  home; 
Murder'd  by.  thofe  they  trufted  with  their  L.ife? . 
A  favcnir'd  Servant,  or  a  Bofom  Wife. 
Such  dear-bought  Bleflings  happen  ev'ry  Day, 
Becaufe  we  know  no,t  for  what  Things  to  pray.'  " 
Like  drunken  Sots -about  the  Streets  we  roam ; 
Well  knows  the  Sot  he  has  a  certain  Home ; 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  find  th'  uncertain  Place, 
And  blunders  on,  and  Baggers  ev'ry  Pace. 
Thus  all  leek  Happinefs;  but  few  can  find, 
For  far  the  greater  Part  of  Men  are  blind. 
This'  is  my  Cafe,  who  thought  our  utmoft  Good 
Was  in  one  Word  of  Freedom  underftood; 
The  fatal  Bleiling  came  z  From  Prifon  free, 
1  ftarve  abroad,  and  lofe  the  Sight  of  Emily* 

Thus  Arcite\  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
His  Sufferings,  Talamou  yet  fuffers  more. 
V'or  when  he  knew  his  Rival  freed  and  gone, 
He  fwells  with  Wrath ;  he  makes  outrageous  Mpa,$u 
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He  frets,he  fumes,he  {tares,he  damps  the  Ground ; 
The  hollow  Tow'r  with  Clamours  rings  around: 
With  briny  Tears  he  bath'd  his  fetter'd  Feet, 
And  dropped  all  o'er  with  Agony  of  Sweat. 
Alasl  he  cryM!  1  Wretch  in  Prifon  pine, 
Too  happy  Rival,  while  the  Fruit  is  thine: 
Thou  liv'ft  at  large,  thou  draw'ft  thy  Native  Air, 
Pleas'd  with  thy  Freedom,  proud  of  my  Defpair: 
Thou  may'ft,  fince  thou  haft  Youth  and  Courage 
A  fweet  Behaviour,  and  a  folid  Mi  ad,     U0"1^* 
Afiemble  burs,  and  *1L  the  Thebm  Race, 
To  vindicate  on  Athenr  thy  Difgrace. 
And  after  (by  fome  Treaty  made)  pAffidTs 
Fair  Emify,  the  Pledge  of  iafting  Peace. 
So  thine  fliall  be  the  beauteous  Prize,  while  I 
Muft  languish  in  Defpair,  in  Prifon  die. 
Thus -all  th4  Advantage  of  the  Strife  is  thine, 
Thy  Portion  double  Joys,  and  doubleSorrows  mine . 

The  fUge  of  Jealoufie  then  fir'd  his  Sool, 
And  his  Face  kindled  like  a  burning  Coal : 
Now  cold  Defpair,  fuoceediag  in  her  ftead, 
To  livid  Paleaefc  tarns  the  glowing  Red. 


.    i 
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His  Blood  fcarce  Liquid,  creeps  within  his  Veins, 
Like  Water  which  the  freezing  Wind  conftrairjs. 
Then  thus  he  faid ;  Eternal  Deities, 
Who  rule  the  World  with  abfolute  Peerees, 
And  write  whatever  Time  ihall  bring  ta  pa# 
With  Pens  of  Adamant,  on  Plates  of  Jfcaf? ; 
What  is  the  Race  of  Human  Kind  y$ur£aft 
Beyond  what  .all  his  Fellow-Creature^,  are?  .'.-'■ 
He  with  the  ceft  is  liable  to  Pain, 
And  like  the  Sheep,  hjs  Brother-Beaft,  it  flaio. 
Cold,  Hanger,  Prifons,  ills  without  a  Cure* 
All  thefe.  he  mail,  and  gutltleis  oft*  endut^: 
Or  does  your  Juftjce,  Pow'r,  or  PjefcifiKe  fail. 
When  the  Good  fufer,  and  the  Bad  -pr ev4W;? 
What  worfc  to  wretched  Virtue  could  b&fafy 
If  Fate  or  giddy  Forx  wne  govem'd  dff  - . ; 
Nay,  worfe  than  other  iicafts  is  oar  fUbttbi 
Them,  to  purfue  tfceir  Pieafures  you  create; 
We,  bound  iiy  faajoder  Laws,  muftcucb  «&rWfll» 
And  your  Commands,  not  onr  Defires,  fulfil ; 
Then  when  tfae  Creatmje  is  oojuitly  flain, 
Yet  after  Death  at  leaft  he  ieels  no  Bainr 
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But  Man  in  Life  furcharg'd  with  Woe  before, 
fJot  freed  when  dead,  is  doomed  to  fuflfer  more. 
A  Serpent  flioots  his  Sting  at  unaware ; 
An  ambuffa'd  Thief  forelays  a  Traveller  : 
TheMan  lies  murdered,  while  theThief  and  Snake, 
One  gains  the  Thickets,  and  onethrids  the  Brake, 
This  let  Divines  decide;  but  well  I  know, 
Juft?  or  unjuft,  I  have  my  Share  of  Woe, 
Through  Saturn  feated  in  a  iucklefs  Place, 
And  Juno's  Wrath,  that  perfecutes  my  pice  $ 
Or  Mars  and  Venus  in  a  Quartil,  move ' 
My  Pangs  of  Jealoufie  fpr  Arcite's  Love. 

Let  TalamoK  opprefs'd  in  Bondage  mourn. 
While  to  his  exil'd  Rival  we  return. 
By  this  the  Sun  declining  from  his  Height, 
The  Day  bad  Ihorten'd  to  prolong  the  Night: 
The  lengthen'd  Night  gave  length  of  Mifery 
Both  to  the  Captive  Lover,  and  the  Free. 
For  Palamon  in  endlefs  Prifon  mourns, 
And  Arate  forfeits  Life  if  he  returns. 
The  3anifh'd  never  hopes  his  Love  to  fee, 
flfpr  hopes  the  Captive  Lord-  hi*  Liberty  ,• 
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<Tis  hard  to  fay;  who  fuffers  greater  Pains, 
One  fees  his  Love;  but  cannot  break  his  Chains!: 
One  free,  and  all. his  Motions  uacontroul'd,   ... 
Beholds  what  e'er  he  wou'd,  but  what  he  wou'd  be- 
Judge  as  you  pleafe,  for  I  wilihafte  to  tell    Lnold* 
What  Fortune  to  the  banijh'd  Knight  befel. 
When  Arcite  was  to  Tfoforreturn'd  again, 
The  Lofs  of  her  he  lov'd  renew'd  his  Pain ; 
What  could  be  worfe,  than. never  more  to  fee 
His  Life,  his  Soul,  his  charming  Emily? 
He  rav'd  with,  all  the  Madnefs  of  Defpair, . 
He  rpar'd,  he  beat  his  Breaft,  he  tore  his  Hair. 
Dry  Sorrow  in  his  fiupid  Eyes  appears, 
For  wanting  Nouriihment,  he  wanted  Tears; 
His  Eye-balls  in  their  hollow  Sockets  fink, 
Bereft  of  Sleep;  he  loaths  his  Meat  and  Drink. 
He  withers  at  his  Heart,  and  looks  as  wan. 
As  the  pale  Spe&re  of  a  murder'd  Man: 
That;  Pale  turns  Yellow,  and  his  Face  receives 
Thefa4edHue  of  faplefs  Boxen  Leaves : 
In  folitary  Groves  he  makes  his  Moan, 
Walks,  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone. 

1  !     i/  • 


x6         Palamoo  and  Arcice:  Or,      Book  I. 

Nor  mix*d  in  Mirth,  in  youthful  Pleafure  fhares, 
But  fighs  when  Songs  and  Inftruments  he  hears: 
His  Spirits  are  fo  low*  his  Voice  is  drown'd, 
He  hears  as  from  afer»  or  in  a  Swoond, 
Like  the  deaf  Murmurs  of  a  diftant  Sound: 
Uncomb'd  his  Locks,  .and  Squalid  his  Attire, 
Unlijoe  the  Trim  of  Love  and  gay  Defire ;    ' 
But  fun  of naufefai  Mopings,  which  prefage 
The  *Lofs  of  Reaibn,  and  conclude  in  Rage. 

This  when  he  had  endur'd  a  Year  and  more, 
Now  wholly  chan^d  from  what  he  was  before, 
IcisippenM  once,  4wt  flumbriag  as  he  lay, 
He  dreamt  <toB  jDreirm  began  atfireak  of  Day) 
That  Rtrmts  4»*«r  his  Head  in  Air  appear'd , 
And  wilfc  loft  Words  his  drooping  Spirits  cheer'd: 
Hi  Hdt^orfl'd  with  Wings,  difetos'dthcGod, 
And  ia&sHaftdfee  bat*  theSteep-cosiperang  Rod: 
Such  as  fee  4eem'4,  'When  «t  Ms  Sire's  Conaund 
On  Argu/  Head  he  laid  the  Snaky  W«od ; 
Arife,  he  faid,  to  ^otxpfting  Athmt  go, 
There  Fate  Appoints  an  End  of  all  thy  Woe. 
The  Fright  aWtfkeifd  .dfcr j*#  with  a  Start, 
Againfl  his  Bofom  bounc'd  his  heaving  Heart; 
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But  foon  lie  faid,  with  fcarce-recover'd  Breath, 
And  thither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  Death, 
Sure  to  be  flain ;  but  Death  is  my  Defire, 
Since  in  Emilia?*  Sight  I  wall  expire. 
By  chance  he  jpy'd  a  Mirrour  while  he  fpoke, 
And  gazing  there  beheld  his  alter'd  Look ; 
Wondring,  he.  faw  his  Features  and  his  Hue 
So  much  were  chang'ciUhat  fcarce  himfelf  he  knew, 
A  fudden  Thought  then  flatting  in  his  Mind, 
Since  I  in  Arcste  cannot  Artitt  find, 
The  World  may  fear  chin  vain  with  alltheir  Eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  jDifguife. 
Thanks  to  the  Change  which  Grief  and  Skkneft 
In  low  Eflate  I  may  ieqarely  live,  l*lN- e> 

And  fee  unknown  my  Miftreft  Day  by  Day .-    . 
He  &id  ;«od  cloath'd  himfelf  in  courfe  VUray  $ 
A  lab'riag  Hind  in  (hew :  Then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th'  AtfyttU*  Tow'rs  his  Journey  bent : 
One  Squire  attended  in  the  fame  Diigtufe, 
Made  confcious  <of  his  Mailer's  £nterprize. 
Arriv'd  atJtks*s,  ioon  bt  came  to  Court, 
Unknown,  ungusiUoji'4  in  that  thick  ftefait  * 


*  *  •  • 
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Proff'ring  for  Hire  his  Service  at  the  Gate, 
To  dradge,  draw  Water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 

So  fair  befel  him,  that  for  little  Gain 
He  ferv'd  at  firft  Emilid%  Chamberlain ; 
And  watchful  all  Advantages  to  fpy, 
Was  ftill  at  Hand,  and  in  his  Matter's  Eye ; 
And  as  his  Bones  were  big,  and  Sinews  ftrong, 
Refus'd  no  Toil  that  could  to  Slaves  belong; 
But  from  deep  Wells  with  Engines  Water  drew, 
And  us'd  his  Noble  Hands  the  Wood  to  hew. 
He  pafs'd  a  Year  at  leaft  attending  thus 

•  •  * 

On  Emily,  and  call'd  ePbik>ftratus. 

►  .  r 

But  never  was  there  Man  of  his  Degree 
So  much  efteem'd,  fo  well  belov'd  as  he, 
So  gentle  of  Condition  was  he  known, 
That  through  the  Court  hisCourtefie  was  blown: 
All  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  Place, 
And  recommend  Jrim  to  the  Royal  Grace  ; 
That  exercis'd  within  a  higher  Sphere,    . 
His  Virtues  more  confpicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  gen'ral  Voice  was  Arcite  prais'd,  ' 
by  Great  Thefeus  to  high  Favour  rais'd  3 
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Among  his  Menial  Servants  firft  enroll'd, 
And  largely  entertain'd  with  Sums  of  Gold: 
Befides  what  fecretly  from  Thebes  was  fentf 
Of  his  own  Income,  and  his  Annual  Rent. 
This  well  employ'd,  he  purchasM  Friends  and 

Fame, 
But  cautioufly  conceal'd  from  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  Years  heliv'd  with  large  Increafe, 
In  Arms  of  Honour,  and  Efteem  in  Peace; 
To  Thejeus  Perfon  he  was  ever  near, 
And  Thejeus  for  his  Virtues  held  him  dear. 


The  End  of  the  Firft  Book, 


Salomon 
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Salomon    and,  Arcite : 

0  R,    T  H  E 

MI&HTVTAIE. 
,"  "  a ook  u. 


I  Hile  Arcite  lives  in  Blifs,  the  Story 

turns 
Where  hopelefs  'Paltmmva  Prifon 

mourns. 

For  fix  long  Years  immur'd,  the  captive  Knight 
Had  dragg'd  hisChains,and  fcarcel  y  feen  theLight : 
Loft  Liberty,  and  Love  at  once  he  bore ; 
His Pri&n  pain'd  him  much,  his  Paflion  more: 
Nor  dares  he  hope  his  Fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  wjflies  to  be  free  from  Love. 
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But  wjien  the  lixth  revolving  Year  was  ruh> 
And  Kay  within  the  7wi«^  r^cciv'd  the  Sun, 
Wsre  it  by  Chance*  or  forceful  Ddtinjr, 
Which  forms  in  Caufes  firft  whate'cr  (hatt.be, 
Aflfted  by  a  Friend  one  Moonlcfs  Night, 
This  ?aUimn  from  Prifon  took  his  Flight : 
A  pleafiot  Beverage  be  prepared  before 
Of  Wine  and  Honey  Ddix'd,  with  added  Store 
Of  Opium ;  to  bis  Keeper  this  he  brought, 
Who  fwallow'd  unaware  the  fteepy  Draught, 
And  fnor'd  fecure  till  Morn,  his  Senfes  bound 
In  Slamber>  and  in  tang  Oblivion  drownM. 
Short  was  the  Night,  a&d  careful  T&moK 
Sought  the  aext  Covert  ere  the  Rifing  Sun. 
A  thick  fpread  Foreft  nt*  the  Gity  laj, 
To  this  with  leo^heVd'Stikteslte  took  his  way. 

(For  ftr  he  cou'd  not  fly*  tad  foar'd  the  Day* ) 
Safe  from  Par ftrit,  he  meant  to  Alan  the  Light, 
TiH  the  brown  Shadows  oftbe  friendly  Night 
7o0fafer  night  i&m  his  intended  FHfeJit. 
When  to  his  Country  eome,  hisneit  De'rlgn 
Wat *U *he  T&rtolUce  in  Arms  to  join* 
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And  war  on  The/tux,  till  he  loft  his  Life, 
Or  won  the  Beauteous  Emily  to  Wife. 
Thus  while  his  Thoughts  the  lingring  Day  beguile* 
To  gentle  Artite  let  us  turn  our  Style ; 
Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  Gate, 
Till  treach'rous  Fortune  caught  him  in  the  Snare. 
The  Morning-Lark,  the  Meflenger  of  Day, 
Saluted  in  her  Song  the  Morning  gray ; 
And  foon  the  Sun  arofe  with  Beams  fo  bright, 
That  all  th'Hoiizon  laugh'd  to  fee  the  joy  ousSight? 
He  with  his  tepid  Rays  the  Rofe  renews, 
And  licks  the  drooping  Leaves,and  dries  theDewsj 
When  Arcite  left  his  Bed,  refolv'd  to  pay 
Obfervance  to  the  Month  of  merry  May : 
Forth  on  his  fiery  Steed  betimes  he  rode, 
That  fcarcely  prints  the  Turf  qn  which  he  trod i 
At  eafe  he  feem'd,  and  pranfing  o'er  the  Plains, 
Turn'd  only  to  the  Grove  his  Horfes  Reins, 
The  Grove  I  nam'd  before ;  and  lighted  there* 
A  Woodbind  Garland  fought  to  crown  his  Hair; 
Then  turn'd  his  Face  againft  the  rifing  Day, 
And  rais'd  his  Voice  to  welcome  in  the  May. 

For 
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For  thee,  fweetMonth,the  Groves  green  Liv'ries 
If  not  the  firft,  the  faireft  of  the  Year :      Ewear : 
For  thee  the  Graces :  lead  the  dancing  Hours* 
And  Nature's  ready  Pencil  paints  the  Floors: 
When  thy  Ihort  Reign  is  paft,  the  Fev'rifli  Sun 
The  fultryTropick  fears,and  moves  more  fldwly  on. 
So  may  thy  tender  Bloflbms  fear  no  Elite, 
Nor  Goats  with  venom'd  Teeth  thy  Tendrils  bite, 
As  thou  fiialt  guide  my  wandring  Feet  to  find 
The  fragrant  Greens  I  feek,  my  Brows  to  bind. 

His  Vows  addrefs'd,  within  the  Grove  he 
ftray'd, 
Till  Fate,  or  Fortune,  near  the  Place  cohvey'd 

His  Steps  where  fecret  Talamon  was  laid. 

Full  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  Knight,     ") 

Who  flying  Death  had  there  conceal'd  his  Flight,' 
In  Brakes  and  Brambles  hid,  and  fhunning  Mor- 


) 


tal  Sight. 

And  fefs  he  knew  him  for  his  hated  Foe, 
But  fear'd  him  as  a  Man  he  did  not  know. 
But  as  it  has  been  faid  of  ancient  Years, 
That  Fields  are  full  of  Eyes,  and  Woods  have  Ears? 
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For  this  the  Wife  are  ever  on  their  Guard, 
For,  Unforefeen,  they  fey,  is  unprepar'd. 
Uncautious  Arcite  thought  bimfelf  alone, 
And  lefs  than  all  fufpeded  Talamm,       fGrove 
Who  liftning  heard,  him,  while  he  fearch'd  the 
And  loudly  fung  his  Roundelay  of  Love. 
But  on  the  fudden  ilopp'd,  and  filent  flood, 
(As  Lovers  often  raufe,  and  change  their  Mood ;) 
Now  high  as  Heav'n,  and  then  as  low  as  Hell ; 
Now  up,  now  down,  as  Buckets  in  a  Well.* 
For  Venus,  like  her  Day,  will  change  her  Cheer, 
And  feldom  ihall  we  fee  a  Friday  clear. 
Ttius  Arfite  having  fung,  with  alter'd  Hue 
Sunk  on  the  Ground,  and  from  his  Bofom  drew 
A  defp'rate  Sigh,  accufing  Heav'n  and  Fate, 
And  angry  Juno's  unrelenting  Hate. 
Curs'd  be  the  Day  when  firft  I  did  appear ; 
Let  it  be  blotted  from  the  Calendar, 
Left  it  pollute  the  Month,and  poifon  all  the  Yearv 
Still  will  the  jealous  Queen  purfue  our  Race? 
Cadmus  is  dead,  the  Theban  City  was : 
Yet  ceafes  not  her  Hate:  For  all  who  come 
From  Cadmus  are  involv'd  in  Cadmus*  Doom. 
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I  fuffer  for  my  Blood :  Unjuft  Decree ! 
That  puniflies  another's  Crime  on  me. 
In  mean  Eftate  I  ferve  my  mortal  Foe, 
The  Man  who  caus'd  my  Country's  Overthow. 
This  is  not  all ;  for  Juno,  to  my  mame, 
Has  forc'd  me  to  forfake  my  former  Name ; 
Arcite  I  was,  Phihftratus  I  am. 
That  Side  of  Heav'n  is  all  my  Enemy.* 
Mars  ruin'd  Thebes  %  his  Mother  ruin'd  me. 
Of  all  the  Royal  Race  remains  but  one 
Befide  my  felf,  th'  unhappy  Talamon, 
Whom  The  feus  holds  in  Bonds,  and  will  not  free; 
Without  a  Crime,  except  his  Kin  to  me. 
Yet  thefe,  and  all  the  reft  I  cou'd  endure ; 
But  Love's  a  Malady  without  a  Cure : 
Fierce  Love  has  pierc'd  me  with  his  fiery  Dart, 
He  fires  within,  and  huTes  at  my  Heart. 
Your  Eyes,  fair  Emily t  my  Fate  purfue ; 
I  fuffer  for  the  reft,  I  die  for  you. 
Of  fuch  a  Goddefs  no  Time  leaves  Record, 
Who  burfi'd  the  Temple  where  (he  was  ador'd  .* 
And  let  it  burn,  I  never  will  complain, 
Pleas'd  with  my  SufTrings,  if  you  knew  my  Pain. 
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At  this  a  fickly  Qualm  his  Heart  aflaifof* 
His  Ears  ring  inward,  and  his  Senfes  faii'd. 
No  Word  rhifs'd  Talamon  of  all  he  fpoke, 
But  foon  to  deadly  Pale  he  chang'd  his  Look : 
(4e  trembled  ev'ry  Limb,  and  felt  a  Smart, 
As  if  cold  Steel  had  glided  through  his  Heart ; 
Nor  longer  ftaid,.  but  ftarting  from  his  Place, 
Difcover'd  flood,  and  fliew'd  his  hoftile  Face: 
Falfe  Traitor  Arcite,  Traitor  to  thy  Blood, 
Bound  by  thy  facred  Oath  to  feek  my  Good, 
Now  art  thou  found  forfworn,  for  Emily; 
And  dar'ft  attempt  her  Love,  for  whom  I  die. 
So  haft  thou  cheated  Thefeus  with  a  Wile, 
Againft  thy  Vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Under  a  borrow'd  Name :  As  falfe  to  me, 
So  falfe  thou  art  to  him  who  fet  thee  free : 
But  reft  affur'd,  that  either  thou  fhalt  die, 
Or  elfe  renounce  thy  Claim  in  Emily: 
For  though  unarm'd  I  am,  and  (freed  by  Chance) 
Am  here  Without  my  Sword,  or  pointed  Lance; 
Hope  not,  bafe  Man,  unqueftion'd  hence  to  go, 
For  lam  Talamon  thy  mortal  Foe. 
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jfrcite,  who  heard  his  Tale,  and  knew  the  Man, 
His  Sword  unfheath'd,  and  fiercely  thus  began.* 
Now  by  the  Gods,  who  govern  Heav'n  above, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  Hunger,  mad  with  Love, 
That  Word  had  been  thy  laft,  or  in  this  Grove 
This  Hand  mould  force  thee  to  renounce  thy  Love* 
The  Surety  which  I  gave  thee,  I  defie ; 
Fool,  not  to  knotf  that  Love  endures  no  Tie, 
And  Jove  but  laughs  at  Lovers  Perjury, 
Know  I  will  ferve  the  Fair  in  thy  defpight ;  . 
But  fince  thou  art  my  Kinfman,  and  a  Knight, 
Here,  have  my  Faith,  to  morrow  in  this  Grove 
Our  Arms  lhall  plead  the  Titles  of  our  Love  .• 
And  Heav'n  fo  help  my  Right,  as  I  alone  rjcnown 
Will  come,and  keep  the  Caufe  andQuarrel  both  un- 
With  Arms  of  Proof  both  for  my  felf  and  thee; 
Chufe  thou  the  belt,  and  leave  the  worft  to  me. 
And,  that  at  better  Eafe  thou  may 'ft  abide, 
Bedding  and  Cloaths  I  will  this  Night  provide, 
And  needful  Suftenance,  that  thou  may'ft  be 
A  Conqueft  better  won,  and  worthy  me. 
His  Promife  *P alamort  accepts ;  but  pray'd, 
Tp  keep  it  better  than  the  firft  he  made. 
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Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  Morrow's  Dawn, 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  Faith  to  pawn. 
Oh  Love!  Thoufternly  doftthyPowV  maintain, 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  Rival  in  thy  Reign, 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  Fellow fhip  difdain. 
This  was  in  Arcite  prov'd,  and  T  alamort, 
Both  in  Defpair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  returned,  and,  as  in  Honour  ty'd, 
His  Foe.  with  Bedding,  and  with  Food  fupply'd ; 
Then,  ere  the  Day,  two  Suits  of  Armour  fought, 
Which  born  before  him  on  his  Steed  he  brought  : 
Both  were  of  fhining  Steel,  and  wrought  fo  pure, 
As  might  the  Strokes  of  two  fuch  Arms  endure. 
Now,  at  the  Time,  and  in  th*  appointed  Place, 
The  Challenger,  and  Challeng'd,  Face  to  Face, 
Approach ;  each  other  from  afar  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  Hatred  changrd  their  Hue. 
So  (lands  the  Tbracian  Heard fman  w  ith  his  Spear, 
Full  in  the  Gap,  and  hopes  the  hunted  Bear, 
And  hears  him  ruffling  in  the  Wood,  and  fees 
His  Courfe  at  Diftance  by  the  bending  Trees ; 
And  thinks,  Here  comes  my  mortal  Enemy, 
And  either  he  muft  fall  in  Fight,  or  I; 
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This  while  be  thinks,  to  lift*  aloft  hi$  Dart; 
A  gen'rous  Chilnefs  feizes  ev'ry  Part  ?    rftem  \ 
The  Veins  pour  back  the  Blood,  and  fartifie  the 

Thus  pale  they  meet ;  theirEyes  with  Fury  bum  j 
None  greets ;  for  none  the  Greeting  wil]  return) 
But  in  dumb  Surlinefs,  each  artn'd  with  Care 
His  Foe  profeft,  as  Brother  of  the  War: 
Then  both,  no  Moment  loft,  at  once  advance 
Againft  each  other,  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Lance: 
They  lam,  they  foin,  they  pals,  they  ft  rive  to  bore 
Their  Corflets,  and  the  thioneit  Parts  explore. 
Thus  two  long  Hours  in  equal  Arms  they  itaod, 
And  wounded,  wound ;  'till  both  were  bath'd  in 
And  not  a  Foot  of  Ground  bad  either  got,  Wlood  • 
As  if  the  World  depended  on  the  Spot. 
Fell  Arcitt  like  an  angry  Tyger  far'd, 
And  like  a  Lion  Pakmou  appeared : 
Or  as  two  Boars  whom  Love  to  Battel  draws, 
With  riling  Bridles,  and  with  froathy  Jaws, 
Their  adverie  Breads  with  Tusks  oblique  they 

wound; 
With  Grunts  and  Groans  the  Foreft  rings  around. 

P4 
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80  fought  the  Knights,  and  fighting  muft  abide, 
Till  Fate  an  Umpire  fends  their  Difference  to  de- 
The  Pow'r  tliat  minifters  to  God's  Decrees,  Ccidc« 
And  executes  on  Earth,  what  Heav'n  forefees, 
Call'd  Providence*orChance,or  fatalSway,  r  wav 
Comes  with  refifllefs  Force,  and  finds  or  makes  her 
Nor  Kings,  nor  Nations,  nor  united  Pow'r 
One  Moment  can  retard  th'  appointed  Hour. 
And  fome  oneDay,fome  wondrousChance  appears, 
Which  happen'd  not  in  Centuries  of  Years ; 
For  fure,  whate'er  we  Mortals  hate,  or  love, 
Or  -hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  Pow'rs  above ; 
They)  move  our  Appetites  to  Good  or  111, 
And  by  Forefight  necefGtate  the  Will. 
In  The  feus  this  appears ;  whqfe  youthful  Joy 
Was  Beafts  of  Chafe  in  Forefl;s  to  deftroy; 
This  gentle  Knight,  infpir'd  by  jolly  May, 
Forfook  his  eafie  Couch  at  early  Day, 
And  to  the  Wood  and  Wilds  purfu'd  his  Way. 
Befide  him  rode  Hipjwlita  the  Queen, 
And  Emily  attir'd  in  lively  Green : 
W  ith  Horns,  and  Hounds,  and  all  the  tunefull  Cry, 
tTo  hunt  a  Royal  Hart  within  the  Covert  nieh:( 
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And  as  he  followed  Mars  before,  fo  now 
He  ferves  the  Goddefs  of  the  Silver  Bow. 
The  Way  that  The  feus  took  was  to  the  Wood 
Where  the  two  Knights  in  cruel  Battel  ftood: 
The  Laund  on  which  they  fought,  th*  appointed 

Place 
In  which  th9  uncoupled  Hounds  began  the  Chace. 
Thither  forth-right  he  rode  to  rowfe  the  Prey, 
That  fhaded  by  the  Fern  in  Harbour  lay ; 
/knd  thence  diflodg'd,  was  wont  to  leave  the  Wood, 
For  open  Fields,  and  crofs  the  Cryftal  Flood. 
Approached,  and  looking  underneath  the  Sun, 
He  faw  proud  Arcite^  and  fierce  T alamort  * 
In  mortal  Battel  doubling  Blow  on  Blow, 
JJke  Lightning  fiam'd  their  Fauchions  to  and  fro, 
And  (hot  a  dreadful  Gleam ;  fo  flrong  they  ftrook, 
There  feem'd  lefs  Force  required  to  fell  an  Oak : 
He  g£#d  with  Wonder  on  their  equal  Might, 
Look'd  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  Knight: 
R^folv'd  to  learn,  he  fpurr'd  his  fiery  Steed 
With  goring  Rowels,  to  provoke  his  Speed. 
The  Minute  ended  that  began  the  Race, 
Sp  foon  he  was  betwixt  'em  on  the  Place; 
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And  with  his  Sword  unfheath'd,  on  Pain  of  Life 
Commands  both  Combatants  to  ceafe  their  Strife: 
*f  Then  with  imperious  Tone  pur  Cues  his  Threat; 
What  are  you?  Why  in  Arms  together  met? 
How  dares  your  Pride  prefume  againft  my  Laws, 
As  in  a  lifted  Field  to  fight  your  Caufe  ? 
Unask'd  the  Royal  Grant;  no  Marfhal  by, 
As  Knightly  Rites  require ;  nor  Judge  to  try  ? 
Then  Palamon,  with  fcarce  recovered  Breath, 
Thus  hafty  fpoke ;  We  both  deferve  the  Death, 
And  both  wou'd  die ;  for  look  the  World  around, 
A  Pair  fo  wretched  is  not  to  be  found. 
Our  Life's  a  Load ;  eneumber'd  with  the  Charge, 
We  long  to  fet  th*  imprifon'd  Soul  at  large. 
Now  as  thou  art  a  Sovereign  Judge,  decree 
The  rightful  Doom  of  Death  to  him  and  me, 
Let  neither  find  thy  Grace;  for  Grace  is  Cruelty. 
Me  firft,  O  kill  me  firft;  and  cure  my  Woe: 
Then  ftieath  the  Sword  of  Juftice  on  my  Foe : 
Or  kill  him  firft ;  for  when  his  Name  is  heard, 
He  foremoft  will  receive  his  due  Reward. 
Arctte  of  Thebes  is  he ;  thy  mortal  Foe, 
On  whom  thy  Grace  did  Liberty  beftow, 
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But  firft  contra&ed,  that  if  ever  found 
By  Day  or  Night  upon  xWJtheviatt  Ground, 
His  Head  Jhould  pay  the  Forfeit :  See  rcturn'd 
The  perjur'd  Knight,  bis  Oath  and  Honour  fcorn'd. 
For  this  is  he,  who  with  a  borrow 'd  Name 
And  profer'd  Service,  to  thy  Palace  came, 
Now  caird  Pbihflratus:  Retained  by  thee, 
A  Traitor  traded,  and  in  high  Degree, 
Afpiring  to  the  Bed  of  beauteous  Emily. 
My  Part  remains:  From  Tbehes  my  Birth  I  own, 
And  call  my  felf  th'  unhappy  PaUmon. 
Think  me  not  like  that  Man;  fince  no  Difgrace 
Can  force  me  to  renounce  the  Honour  of  my  Race. 
Know  me  for  what  I  am;  I  broke  thy  Chain, 
Nor  promised  I  thy  Prisoner  to  remain : 
The  Love  of  Liberty  with  Life  is  giv'n, 
And  Life  it  felf  th'  inferior  Gift  of  Heav'n. 

t 

Thus  without  Crime  I  fled  5  but  farther  know, 
1  with  this  jircitewoi  thy  mortal  Foe: 
Then  give  me  Death,  iince  I  thy  Life  purfu?, 
For  Safeguard  of  thy  felf,  Death  is  my  Due. 
More  wou'dil  tbou  know  ?  I  love  bright  Emify* 
And  for  her  Sake  and  in  her  Sight  will  die: 
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But  kill  my  Rival  too ;  for  he  no  lefs 
Deferves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  Doom  will  blefs,] 
Aflur'd  that  what  I  lofe,  he  never  lhall  poflefs. 
To  this  reply'd  the  ftern  Athenian  Prince, 
And  fow'rly  fmil'd,  In  owning  your  Offence 
You  judge  your  felf;  and  I  but  keep  Record 
In  place  of  Law,  while  you  pronounce  the  Word. 
Take  your  Defert,  the  Death  you  have  decreed; 
I  feal  your  Doom,  and  ratifie  the  Deed. 
By  Marsy  the  Patron  of  my  Arms,  you  die. 

He  faid ;  dumb  Sorrow  feiz'd  the  Standees  by. 
The  Queen  above  the  reft,  by  Nature  good, 
(The  Pattern  form'd  of  perfeS  Womanhood) 
For  tender  Pity  wept:  When  fhe  began, 
Through  the  bright  Quire  th'  infeftious  Virtue  ran. 
All  droppM  their  Tears,ev'n  the  contended  Maid  j 
And  thus  among  themfelves  they  foftly  faid : 
What  Eyes  can  fuffer  this  unworthy  Sight ! 
Two  Youths  of  Royal  Blood,  renown'd  in  Fight, 
The  Mafterfhip  of  Heav'n  in  Face  and  Mind,  > 
And  Lovers,  far  beyond  their  faithlefs  Kind ; 
See  their  wide  ftreaming  Wounds;  they  neither 
From  Pride  of  Empire,  nor  Defire  of  Faroe ;  t03^ 
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Kings  fight  for  Kingdoms,  Madmen  for  Applaufe ; 
ButLove  for  Love  alone ;  that  crowns  the  Lover's 

Caufe. 
This  Thought,  which  ever  bribes  the  beauteous 
Such  Pity  wrought  in  ev'ry  Lady's  Mind,  ^ma* 
They  left  their  Steeds,  and  proftrate  on  the  Place, 
From  the  fierce  King,  i  mplor'd  th'  Offenders  Grace. 

He  paus'd  a  while,  flood  filent  in  his  Mood, 
(For  yet,  his  Rage  was  boiling  in  his  Blood) 
But  foon  his  tender  Mind  th'  Impreffion  felt, 
(As  fofteft  Metals  are  not  (low  to  melt, 
And  Pity  fooneft  runs  in  fofteft  Minds :) 
Then  reafons  with  himfelf ;  and  firfl  he  finds  ■ 
His  Paflion  caft  a  Mift  before  his  Senfe, 
And  either  made,  or  magnify'd  th'  Offence. 
Offence !  of  what?  to  whom?  Who  judg'd  the  Caufe? 
The  Pris'ner  freed  himfelf  b^ Nature's  Laws: 
Born  free,  he  fought  his  Right :  The  Man  he  freed 
Was  perjur'd,  but  his  Love  excus'd  the  Deed: 
Thus  pond'ring,  he  look'd  under  with  his  Eyes, 
And  faw  theWomens  Tears,and  heard  theirCries ; 
Which  mov'd  Compaffion  more :  he  fhook  his 
And  foftly  fighing  to  himfelf  he  faid,       £Head> 
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•  Curfe  on  th'  unpaf  d'ning  Prince,  whom  Tears 

can  draw 
To  no  Remorfe ;  who  rules  by  Lions  Law  ; 
And  deaf  to  PrayVs,  by  no  Submiffion  bow'd,  ' 
Rends  all  alike;  the  Penitent,  and  Proud: 
At  this,  with  Look  ferene,  he  rais'd  his  Head, 
Reafon  refum'd  her  Place,  and  Paffion  fled : 
Then  thus  aloud  he  fpqke :  The  Pow'r  of  Love, 
In  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  Air,  and  Heav'n  above, 
Rules,  unrefifted,  with  an  awful  Nod; 
By  daily  Miracles  declar'd  a  God : 
He  blinds  the  Wife,  gives  Eye-fight  to  the  Blind ; 
And  moulds  and  (lamps  anew  the  Lover's  Mind. 
Behold  that  Arcite%  and  this  Pdl*mont. 
Freed  from  my  Fetters,  and  in  Safety  gone, 
What  hinder'd  either  in  their  native  Soil 
At  Eafe  to  reap  the  Harveft  of  their  Toil  ? 
But  Love,  their  Lord,  did  other  wife  ordain. 
And  brought  'em  in  their  own  defpite  again, 
To  faffer  Death  deferv'd ;  for  well  they  know, 
'Tis  in  my  Pow'r,  and  I  their  deadly  Foe ; 
The  Proverb  holds,  That  to  be  wife  and  love, 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  Gods  above. 
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See  how  the  Madmen  bleed :  Behold  the  Gains 
With  which  their  Mailer,  Love,  rewards  their 
For  fev'n  long  Years,  on  Duty  e v'ry  Day,    "  9V^S : 
Lo  their  Obedience,  and  their  Monarch's  Pay: 
Yet,  as  in  Duty  bound,  they  ferve  him  on, 
And  ask  the  Fools,  they  think  it  wifely  done : 
Nor  Eafe,  nor  Wealth,  nor  .Life  it  felf  regard* 
For  'tis  their  Maxim,  Love  is  Love's  Reward. 
This  is  not  all ;  the  Fair  for  whom  they  {trove 
Nor  knew  before,  nor  could  fufped  their  Love, 
Nor  thought,  w  hen  fhe  beheld  the  Fight  from  far, 
Her  Beauty  was  <th'  Occafion  of  the  War. 
But  fure  a  gen'ral  Doom  on  Man  is  paft, 
And  all  are  Fools  and  Lovers,  firft  or  laft: 
This  both  by  others  and  my  felf  I  know, 
For  I  have  ferv'd  their  Sovereign,  long  ago. 
Oft  have  been  caught  within  the  winding  Train! 
Of  Female  Snares,  and  felt  the  Lovers  Paid,    I 
And  learn'd  ho w  far  the  God  can  Human  Hearts  I 
conftraia.  ji 

To  this  Remembrance,  and  the  Pray'rs  of  Ihofe 
Who  for  th'  offending  Warriors  interpofc, 
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I  give  their  forfeit  Lives;  on  this  accord, 
To  do  me  Homage  as  their  Sovereign  Lord ; 
And  as  my  Vaflals,  to  their  utmoft  Might, 
Affift  my  Perfon,  and  affert  my  Right. 
This,  freely  fworn,  the  Knights  their  Grace  ob- 

r  ■  • 

tain'd ; 
Then  thus  the  King  his  fecret  Thoughts  explained : 
If  Wealth,  or  Honour,  or  a  Royal  Race, 
Or  each,  or  all,  may  win,  a  Lady's  Grace, 
Then  either  of  you  Knights  may  well  deferve 
A  Princefs  born ;  and  fuch  is  flie  you  ferve : 
For  Emily  is  Sifter  to  the  Crown, 
And  but  too  well  to  both  her  Beauty  known : 
But  fhou'd  you  combate  till  you  both  were  dead, 
Two  Lovers  cannot  fliare  a  (ingle  Bed : 
As  therefore  both  are  equal  in  Degree, 
The  Lot  of  both  be  left  to  Deftiny. 
Now  hear  th>  Award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 
To  her,  and  him  who  bed  deferves  her  Love. 
Depart  from  hence  in  Peace,  and  free  as  Air, 
Search  the  wide  World,  and  where  you  pleafe 

repair; 

But 
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But  on  the  Day  when  this  returning  Sun 
To  the  fame  Point  through  ev'ry  Sign  has  run* 
Then  each  of  you  his  HundredKnights  fliall  bring* 
In  Royal  Lifts,  to  fight  before  the  King ; 
And  then,  the  Knight  whom  Fate  or  happy  Chance 
Shall  with  his  Friends  to  Viflory  advance, 
And  grace  his  Arms  fo  far  in  equal  Fight, 
From  out  the  Bars  to  force  his  Oppofite, 
Or  kill,  or  make  him  Recreant  on  the.  Plain* 
The  Prize  of  Valour  and  of  Love  fliall  gain ; 
The  yanquiih'd  Party  lhall  their  Claim  releafe, 
And  the  long  Jars  conclude  in  lafting  Peace. 
The  Charge  be  mine  t'  adorn  the  chofen  Ground* 
The  Theatre  of  War,  for  Champions  fo  renowned ; 
And  take  the  Patrons  Place  of  either  Knight^ 
With  Eyes  impartial  to  behold  the  Fight; 
And  Heav'n  of  me  fo  judge,as  I  fliall  judge  aright. 
If  both  are  facisfy'd  with  this  Accord) 

v' 

Swear  by  the  Laws  of  Knighthood  on  my  Sword. 

Who  now  but  Talamon  exults  with  Joy? 
And  ravifli'd  Arcite  feems  to  touch  the  Sky: 


£ 


"1 
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The  whole  afleiribfed  Trbttp  was  pleaVd  as  well, 
EktoWth' AwWfa,  arid  dh 'their  Knees  they  fell 
*To'blefs  the  gracious  King.    *The  Khights  With 
Leave 

tertirig  ffonvthe'Plaee,  hisfeft  Comttetaltere- 
On  Entity  with  elqtial  Ardour  look,         Eceive ; 
And  from  her 'Eyes  their  Infpiration  took. 
From  thehcdtbTOfor'oId  Walls  purfue  their'Way, 
Each  to  provide  his  Champions  for  the  Day. 

It  might  be  deem'd  on  our  Hiftorian's  Part, 
Or  too  much  Negligence,  or  want  of  Art, 
If  he  forgot  the  vaft  Magnificence 
Of  Royal  The  feus  ^  and  his  large  Expence. 
Hefifft  enclbsW6r  Lifts  a  level  Ground, 
The  wh61e  Circumference  a  Mile  around : 
The  Forni  Was  Circular ;  and  all  without 
A  Trench  was  funk,  to  Moat  the  Place  about. 
Within ;  an  Amphitheatre  appear'd, 
Rais'd  in  Degrees ;  to  fixty  Paces  rear'd : 
That'  When  a  Man  was  placed  in  one  Degree, 
Height  was  alldw'd  for  him  above  to  fee. 

Eaftward  was  built  a  Gate  of  Marble  white ; 
The  like  adorn'd  the  Weftern  oppofite. 
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£  jipbler,Qbje&  than  this  Fabrick  was. 
Row  never  faw;  nor  of  fo  vaft  a  Space, 
fox,  rich  with  Spoils  of  many  a  conquer'd  Land, 
,-All  /Arts  £nd  Artifts  Thejeps  could  command ; 
Who  fold  for  Hire,  or  wrought  for  better  Fame: 
~TherM*fter,p,ainters,  and  the, Carvers  came. 
<$o  rofe  within  the  Compafs  of  the  Year 
.An  AgeJsWork,  a  glorious  theatre. 
,Tben  o'er  its  Eaftern  Gate,  was .  rais'd  above 

•  » 

A  fEemple,  facred  to  the  Queen  of  Love ; 
An  Altar  flood  below :  On,  either  Hand  r\yan<j 
APrieft  withRofes  Crown'd,  who  held  a  Myrtle 

|Fhe  Dome  of  Marsyws  on  the  Gate  oppos'd, 
And  on  the  North  a  Turret  was  enclos'd, 
Within  the  ,Wall,  of  Alabafter  white, 
*And  crimfon  Coral,  for  the  Queen  of  Night,  ' 
Who  takes  in  Sylvan  Spprts  her  chafte  Delight. 

Within  thefe  Oratories  might  you  fee 
Rich  Carvings,  Pour traitures,  and  Imagery : 
WJjexe  ev'ry  Figure  to;  the  Life  exprefs'd 
The  Godhead 'sPow'r  to  whom  it  was  addre(s'd. 
IxiJ^nus*  Temple,,  pn.  the  Sides  were  feen 
The  broken  Slumbers  of  inamour'd  Men: 
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Pray'rs  that  ev*n  fpoke,  and  Pity  feem'd  to  call, 
And  ifluing  Sighs  that  fmoak'd  along  the  Wall. 

1  Complaints,  and  hot  Defires,  the  Lover's  Hell, 
And  fcalding  Tears,  that  wore  a  Channel  where 

they  fell : 
And  all  around  were  Nuptial  Bonds*  the  Ties 
Of  Loves  Aflurance,  and  a  Train  of  Lies, 
That,  made  in  Luft,  conclude  in  Perjuries. 
Beauty,  and  Youth,  and  Wealth,  and  Luxury, 
And  fpritely  Hope,  and  fliort-enduring  Joy ; 

'  And  Sorceries  to  raife  th*  Infernal  Po w'rs, 
And  Sigiis  fram'd  in  Planetary  Hours : 
Expence,  and  After-thought,  and  idle  Care, 
And  Doubts  of  motley  Hue,  and  dark  Defpair : 
Sufpicions,  and  fantaftical  Surmife, 
And  Jealoufie  fuffus'd,  withJaundiceinherEyes; 
Difcolouring  all  (he  view'd,  in  Tawney  drefs'd ; 
Down-look'd,  and  with  a  Cuckow  on  her  Fill. 
Oppos'd  to  her,  on  t'  other  Side,  advance 
The  coftly  Feaft,  the  Carol,  and  the  Dance,. 
Minftrels,  and  Mufick,  Poetry,  and  Play, 
And  Balls  by  Night,  and  Turnaments  by  Day.' 
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All  thefe  were  painted  on  the  Wall,  and  mofej 
With  Afts,  and  Monuments  of  Times  befqre ;- 
And  others  added  by  Prophetick  Doom, 
And  Lovers  yet  unborn,  and  Loves  to  come : 
For  there,  th*  I  da  Han  Mount,  and  Citheron, 

•  •  • 

The  Court  of  Venus,  was  in  Colours  drawn; 
Before  the  Palace-gate,  in  carelefs  Drefs, 
And  loofe  Array,  fat  Portrefs  Idlenefs;:  ,•     .  •, 
There,  by  the  Fount,  Narcijfus  pin'd  alone ; 
There  Sampfon  was ;  with  wifer  Sohmon, 

And  all  the  mighty  Names  by  Love  undone ; 
Medea's  Charms  were  there, .  Circean  Feafts, 
With  Bowls  that  turn'd  inamour'dYouth  to  Beaft*. . 
tfere  might  be  feen,  that  Beauty,  Wealth,and  Wit, 
And  Prowefs,  to  the  PowY  of  Love  fubmit : 
The  fpreading  Snare  for  all  Mankind  is  laid ;; 
And  Lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betr^y'd.     . 
The  Goddefs  felf,  fome  noble  Hand  had  wrought ; 

■ 

Smiling  flie  feem'd,  and f ull of  pleafing  Thought; 
From  Qceagas  lhe  firft  began  to  rife, 
And  fmooth'd  the  ruffledSeas,and  clear'd  theSkies; 
She  trode  the  Brine  all  bare  below  the  Breaft,    , 
And  the  green  Waves  but  ill  conceal'd  the  reft  j, 
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A  Lute  the  held ;  and  on  her  Head  War  feen 
A  Wreath  of  Rofes  red,  and  Myrtles  green: 
Her  Turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  Air  above ; 
And,  by  his  Mother,  flood  an  Infant-Lb ve: 
tWith'  Wings  unftedg'd ;    his  Eyes  were  banded  V 
o'er ;  / 

His  Hands  a  Bow,  his  Back  a  Quiver  bore,-  rgtore/ 
Supply'd  with  Arrows  bright  and  keen,  adeadlyj 

But  in  the  Dome  of  mighty  Mdr i  the  Red, 
With  dirTfeht  Figures'  A  the  Sifdes  we¥£  ^rearf; 
This  Temjile,  le&  in"  Form,  with  eijual  Grace 
Was  Imitative  of  the  nrft  in  Wrath 
For  that  cold  Regioti  was  the  foV'ff  Abode, 

■        4  m 

And  Sov'reign  Manfion  of  the  WaTrior-God. 
The  Landfcape  was  a  £  oreft  wide  and  bare ; 
Where  neither  Beaft,  nor  Human  Rind  repair ; 
The  Fowl,  that  fcent  afar,  the  Borders  fly* 
And  fhun  the  bitter  Blaft,  and  wheel  abbot  the  Sky. 
A  Cake  of  Scurf  lies  baking  on  the  Ground, 
And  prickly  Stubs,  instead*  of  Trees  are  found ; 
Or  Woods  with  Knots  and  Kuares  Beforrti'd  and 
Headlefs  the  moft,  arid  hideous  to  penoia ;  toW  5 
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A  ratling  Tempeft  through  the  Branches  wem> 
That  ftripp'd  'em  bare,  and  onefole  way  they  benfc 
Heav'n  froze  above,  fevere,  the  Clouds  congea^ 
And  thro'  the  Cryftal  Vault  appear 'd  the  {landing. 

mi 

Such  was  the  Face  without,  a  Mountain  flood 
Threatening  from  high,  and  overlooked  the  Wood; 
Beneath  the  lpwring  £row,  and  on  a  Bent, 
The  Temple  flood  of  Mars  Armipotent : 
The  Frame  qf  burnifh'd  Steel,  that  cad  a  Glare 
From  far,  and  feem/4  to  thaw  the  freezing  Air. 
A  ftrejght,  long  Entry,  %q  the  Temple  Jed, 
Blind  with  high  W*H6 ;  and  Horror  oyer  Head: 
Thence  iflu'd  fuch  a  BJafl,  and  hollow  Rore> 
As  threaten'dfrom  the  Hinge  to  heave  the  Door? 
In,through  thatDoor,a  ^otthernLight  there  fhone; 
'Twas  all  it  had,  for  Windows  there  were  none. 
The  Gate  was  Adamant ;  Eternal  Frame ! 
■yVhich  hew'd  by  Mars  himfelf,  from  Indian 

Quarries  came, 
The  Labour  of  a  God ;  and  all  along 
Tough  Iron  Plate?  were  clench'd  to  make  it  flrong, 


s* 
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A  Tun  about  was  ev'ry  Pillar  there ; 
A  polifh'd  Mirrour  (hone  not  half  fo  clear. 
There  faw  I  how  the  fecret  Fellon  wrought,    * 
And  Treafon  laboring  in  the  Traitor's  Thought ; 
And  Midwife  Time  the  ripen'd  Plot  to  Murder  i 

brought.  j 

There,  the  Red  Anger  dar'd  the  Pallid  Pear ; 
Next  flood  Hypocrifie,  with  holy  Lear : ; 
Soft,  fmiling,  and  demurely  looking  down, 
But  hid  the  Dagger  underneath  the  Gown : 
Th'  affiifflhatittg  Wife,  the  Houfliold  Fiend; 
And  far  the  blackeft  there,  the  Traitor-Friend. 
On  t'  other  Side  there  flood  Deftruftidn  bare ; 
Unpunifii'd  Rapine,  and  a  Wafte  of  War. 
Conteft,withfharpen,d  KniVes,inCloyfters  drawn, 
And  all  with  Blood  befpread  the  holy  Lawn. 
Loud  Menaces  were  heard,  and  foul  Difgr ace, 
And  ba  wlihg  Infamy ,  in  Language  bafe ;  fpi  ace 
Till  Senfe  was  loft  in  Sound',  and  Silence  fled  the 
The  Slayer  of  Himfelf  yet  faW  I  there, 
The  Gore  congeal'd  was  clotter'd  in  his  Hair: 
"With  Eyes  half  clos'd,  and 'gaping  Mouth  he  lay, 
And  grim,  as  when  he  breath'd  hisfullen  Soul  away. 


i 


-  ? 
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In  mid  ft  of  all  the  Dome,  Misfortune  fate, 
And  gloomy  Difcontent,  and  fell  Debate: 
And  Madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  Mood ; .. 
And  arm'd  Complaint  on  Theft ;  ahdCries  of  Blood. 
There  was  the  murder'd  Corps,  in  Covert  laid, 
-And  Violent  Death  in  thoufahd  Shapes  difplay'd: 
The  City  to  the  Soldier's  Rage  refign?d :   t  ■ . .. .  • : . 
Succefslefs  Wars,  andiPoverty  behind : 
Ships  burnt  in  Fight,  or  forc'd  on  Rocky  Shores, 
And  the  rafli  Hunter  ftrangled  by  the  Boars.*    : 
The  new-born  Babe  by  Nurfes  overlaid ;  r     , 

And  the  Cook  caught  within  the  Raging  Fire  he 
All  Ills  of  Mars  his  Nature,  Flame  and  Steel: 
The  gafping  Charioteer,  beneath  the  Wheel 
Gf  his  own  Car ;  the  ruin'd  Houfe  that  falls 
And  intercepts  her  Lord  betwixt  the  Walls : 
The  whole  Divifion  that  to  Mars  pertains, 
All  Trades  of  Death  that  deal  in  Steel  for  Gains, 
Were  there  >  The  Butcher,  Armourer,  and  Smith* 
Who  forges  fharpen'd  Fauchions,  or  the  Scythe: 
Tfte  fcaflet?  Conqoeft  ton,  a  Tow'r  was  plac'd, 
With  Shouts,  and  Soldiers  Acclamations  grac'd ; 


■>  j 
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Anointed  S  word  hung  threading  o'er  his  Head, 
Suftain'd  but  by  a  (lender  Twine  of  Thread. 
There  flaw  I  Mirx  his  ldes%  tfee  Capital; 
The  Seer  in  vain  foretelling  C*efar\  Fall, 
The  laft  Triumvirs,  and  the  Wars  they  move, 
And  Antony*  wfeo  loll  the  World  for  Love. 
Thefc,  and  a  thoufand  mote,  the  Fane  adorn; 
Their  Fates  were  painted  ere  the  Men  were  barn* 
All  copied  from  the  Heav'ns,  and  ruling  Force 
Of  the  Red  Star,  in  his  revolving  Courfe. 
The  Bonn  of  Mars  high  on  a  Chariot  flood* 

m 

AH  fhcath'd  in  Arms,  and  gruffly  bok'd  the  Gad, ; 
Two  Geomantiek  Figures  were  difplay'd 
Above  his  Head,  a  *  Warrior  and  a  Maid, 
One  when  Direft,  and  one  when  Retrogade, 
Tir'd  with  Deformities  of  Death,  1  batte 
To  the  third  Temple  of  Diana  chafte $ 
A  Sylvan  Scene  with  various  Greens  was  drawn, 
Shades  on  the  Sides,  and  on  the  midft  a  Lawn; 
The  Silver  Cintbia,  with  her  Nymphs  around 
Purfu'd  the  flying  Deer,  the  Woods  with  Horns 
refound: 


■■^*i 


♦  Rubcus,  #^  Pudl^ 
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Cr///?^  there  ftood  manifeft  of  Shame, 
And  turn'd  a  Bear,  the  Northern  Star  became : 
Her  Son  tf  &  next,-  and  by  peculiar  Grace 
In  the  cold  Circle  heM  the  fecond  Place : 
The  Stag  A&ton  in  the  Stream  had  fpy'd 
The  naked  tluhCre&j  and,  for  feeing,  dy'd : 
His  Hounds,  unknowing  of  his  Change,  puYfne 
The  Chace,  and  their  iniftaken  Matte*  flew. 
Veheian  'Dafhne  too  wis  tfcer  e  to  fee 
J$6tm  Love  before,  afld  now  his  Tree: 
Ttt' adjoiitiflgFafte  fh'  afferablcd  Grdik)  etfpt  efa'd, 
And  hunting  of  the  Ctledon'un  Beaft. 
Oenidts'  Valotlr,  and  his  enVt'd  Prftse ; 
The  fatal  Pow'r  of  AtdUnta\  Eyes ; 
2)id*a$  Vengeance  dti  the  Vi&or  fhown, 
The  Murdrefe  Mother,  and  cohfuming  Sob. 
The  Volfiidn  Qoeeri  extended  oil  the  Plain ; 
The  Treafon  purtiuVd,  and  the  Traitor  (lain. 
The  reft  were  various  Huntings,  well  defign*d, 
And  Salvage  Beads  deftroy'd,  of  ev'ry  Kind] 
The  graceful  Goddefs  was  arrayM  in  Greed  t 
About  her  Feet  were  little  Beagles  feen,   roueen 
That  watchM  with  upwardEyestheMotionsof  their 
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Her  Legs  were  Buskin'd,  and  the  Left  before. 
In  aft  to  Ihoot,  a  Silver  Bow  ihe,  bore, 
And  at  her  Back  a  painted  Quiver  wore. 
She  troda  wexing  Moon,  that  foon  wou'd  wane, 
And  drinking  borrow'd  Light,  be  fiU'd  again : 
With  down-caft  Eyes,  as  Teeming  to  furvey 
The  dark  Dominions,  her  alternate  Sway. 
Before  her  flood  a  Woman  in  her  Throws, 
And  call'd  Lucitta's  Aid,  her  Burden  to  difclofe. 
All  thefe.the  Painter  drew  with  fuch  Command, 
That  Nature  fnatch'd  the  Pencil  from  his  Hand. 
Afliam'd  and.  angry  that  his  Art  could  feign 
And  mend.the  Tortures  of  a  Mother's  Pain, 
Thefeus  beheld  the  Fanes  of  ev'ry  pod, 
And  thought  his  mighty  Coft  was  well  beftow'd : 
So  Princes  now  their  Poets  mould  regard ; 
But  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

The  Theatre  thus  irais'd,  the  Lifts  enclos'4, 
A^dall  with  vaft,  Magnificence  difpos'd, 
We  leave  the  Monarch  pleas'd,  and  hafteto  bring 
The  I^nights  to  Combate  $  and  their  Arms  to  fing. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Book, 


Talamon    and   Arcite : 

OR,    THE 

KNI'GHT's    TAtE. 

BOOK    III. 


H  E  Day  approach'd  when  Fortune 

ftou'd  decide 
Th'  important  Enterprize,  and  give 

the  Bride; 

For  now,  the  Rivals  round  the  World  had  fought, 
And  each  his  Number,  well  appointed,  brought. 
The  Nations  far  and  near,  contend  in  Choice, 
And  fend  the  Flow'r  of  War  by  Publick  Voice; 
That  after,  or  before,  were  never  known 
Such  Chiefs;  as  each  an  Army  feem'd  alone: 
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Befide  the  Champions ;  all .  of  high  ^Degree, 
Who  Knighthood  lov'd,  and  ;Deeds  of  Chivalry, 
Throng'd  to  the  Lifts*  and envy'd  to  behold 
The  Names  of  others,  not  their  own  enroll'd. 
Nor  fcems  it  ftrange ;  for  evfyNoble  Knight, 
Who  loves  the  Fair,  and  is  endu'd  with  Might, 
In  fuch  a  Quarrel  wou'd  be  proud  to  fight. 
There  breaths  not  fcarce  a  fyfan  oikBriti/b  ground 
(An  Ifle  for  Love,  and  Arms  of  old  renown'd) 
But  would  have  fold  his  Life  to  purchafe  Fame, 
To  'Palamon  or  Arcite  fent  his  Name : 
And  had  the  Land  felefted  of  the  beft,  r^  re^. 

''Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  World  provide 
A  hundred  Knights  with  fPalamon  there  came, 

"Approved  rmFight,  and  Men  of  mighty  Name ; 
Their  Arms  were  fev'ral,;  as  their  Nations  were, 

tfiut  fumilhld)  all  jalike  with  Sword  and  Spear. 

.Some  wore  Goat-armour,  imitating  Scale ; 
And  next  their  Skins  were  ftubbom  Shirts  of  Mail* 

:  Some  wore  a  Breaftplate  and  a  light  Juppon, 
Their  Horfes  cloth'd  with  rich  Caparifon: 
Some  foe  Defence,  would  Leathern  Bucklers  ufe, 
Of  folded  Hides ;  and  others  Shields  of  Pruce. 
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One!  hung  a  Poleax  at  his  Saddle- baw, 
And  one*  heavy  Mace,  to  ilun  the  Foe: 
One  for  his  Legs  and  Knees  provided  well, 
With  J-ambeux  arm'd,and  double  Plates  of  Steel : 
This  on  his  Helmet  wore  a  Lady's  Glove, 
And  that  a  Sleeve  embroider'd'by  his  Love. 

With  Talaman,  above  the  reft 'in  Pkce, 
Lyettrgus  came,  thefiirly  Kiqg  df  Thraee ; 
Black  was  his  Beard,  and  manly  was  his  Face: 
The  Balls  of  his  broad  Eyes  .roll'd  m his  Head, 
And  glar'd  betwixt  a  YeHow  and  a  Red : 
He  look'd  a  Lion' with  a  gloomy  Stare, 
And  o'er' his  Eye-brows  hung  his  matted  Hair: 
Big-bohM,  and  large-of  Limbs*  with'Sinews  ftrong, 
'  Broad- lhoulderrdiand  hisArmswere  round  and  long. 
Four  Milk-white  Bull*  (the  Tbr4tktnV(c  of  .old) 
Were  yok'd  to  'draw  his  Gar  of  burni&'d  Gold. 
Upright  he  florid,  and  bore  aloft  his  Shield, 
Convictions  fromafar,  and  over-look'd  the:  Fidd. 
His"  8 Qr coat  was  a  Bear-skin  on  his  Back ; 
;  HfeHair  hung  long  behind^nd  gloflyRaven-Wack. 
His  ample  Forehead  bore  a  Coronet 
'With  fparkling  Diamonds,  and  with  Rubies  fet: 
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*TenBrace,  and  more,  of  Greyhounds,  fnowy  fair," 
And  tall  as  Stags,  ranloofe,  and  cours'd  around/ 
his  Chair,  [Bear.( 

:  AMatchforPards  inflight,  in  grappling,  for  the 
WithGoldenMiizzles  all  their Mofuths  were  bound 
And  Collars  of  the  fame  their  Necks  furround. 
Thus  thro*  the  Fields  Lycurgus took  his  Way; 
His  hundred  Knights  attend  in  Pomp  and  prouc 
'  Array. 
To  match  this  Monarch,  with  ftrong  Arcitcsxm 

m 

Emetrius  King  of  Inde,  a  mighty  Name, 

On  a  Bay  Courfer,  goodly  to  behold,       rp  . , 

TheTrappings  of  hisHorfe  embofs'd  with  barb'rou 
Not  Mars  beftrode  a  Steed  with  greater  Grace ; 
His  Sufcoaf  o'er  his  Arms  was  Cloth  of  Thrace 
Adorn'd  with  Pearls,  all  Orient,  round,  and  great 
His  Saddle  was  of  Gold,  with  Emeralds  fet. 
His  Shoulders  large  a  Mantle  did  attire, 
With  Rubies  thick,  and  fparkling  as  the  Fire: 
His  Amber-coloured  Locks  in  Ringlets  run, 
With  graceful  Negligence,  and  ihone  againft  th 

Sun. 

His 
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His  Nofe  was  Aquiline,  his  Eyes  were  blue, 
Ruddy  his  Lips,  and  frefh  and  fair  his  Hue: 
Some  fprinkled  Freckles  on  his  Face  were  feen, 
Whofe  Dusk  fet  off  the  Whitenefsof  the  Skin; 
His  awful  Prefence  did  the  Crowd  furprize, 
Nor  durft  the  rafli  Spectator  meet  his  Eyes, 
Eyes  that  confefs'd  him  born  for  Kingly  Sway/ 
So  fierce,  they  flafh'd  intolerable  Day. 
His  Age  in  Nature's  youthful  Prime  appear'd, 
And  juft  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  Beard. 
Whene'er  he  fpoke,  his  Vokewas  heard  around, 
Loud  as  a  Trumpet,  with  a  Silver  Sound. 
A  Laurel  wreath'd  his  Temples,  frefh,  and  green ; 
And  Myrtle-fprigs,  theMarks  of  Love,  were  mix'd 
Upon  his  Fid  he  bore,  for  hisDeUght,  tbetwcen' 
Ah  Eagle  well  reclaim'd,  and  Lilly-white. 

His  hundred  Knights  attend  him  to  the  War/ 
All  arm'd  for  Battel ;  fave  their  Heads  were  bare. 
Words  and  Devices  blaz*d  on  ev'ry  Shield, 
And  pleating  was  the  Terrour  of  the  Field. 
For  Kings,  and  Dukes,  and  Barons  you  might  fee, 
Like  fpartlipg  Stars,  though  difPrent  in  Degree,. 
All  for  th'  Increafe  of  Arms^ndLove  of  Chivalry.' 
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Before  the  King,  tame  Leopards  led  the  way, 
And  Troops  of  Lions  innocently  play. 
So  Bacchus  through  the  conquered  Indies  rode, 
And  Beafts  in  Gambols  frisk'd  before  their  honeft 
In  this  Array  the  War  of  either  Side       [God. 
Through  Athens  pafs'd  with  Military  Pride. 
At  Prime,  they  enter'd  on  the  Sunday  Morn  $ 
Rich  Tap'flry  fpreadthe  Streets,  and  Flow'rs  the 
The  Town  was  all  a  Jubilee  of  Feafts  ;tPots  adorn* 
So  Thefeus  will'd,  in  Honour  of  his  Guefts : 
Himfelf  with  open  Arms  the  Kings  embraced, 
Then  all  the  reft  in  their  Degrees  were  grac'd. 
No  Harbinger  was  needful  for  the  Night, 
For  ev'ry  Houfe  was  proud  to  lodge  a  Knight. 

I  pafs  the  Royal  Treat,  nor  muft  relate 
The  Gifts  beftow'd,  nor  how  the  Champions  fate; 
Who  firft,  who  laft,  or  how  the  Knights  addrefs'd 
Their  Vows,  or  who  was  faireft  at  the  Feaft ; 
W  hofe  Voice,  whofe  graceful  Dance  did  moil  fur- 
Soft  am' reus  Sighs,  and  filent  Love  of  Eyes.  U?nle> 
The  Rivals  call  my  Mufe  another  way, 
To  fing  their  Vigils,  for  th'  enfuing  Day. 


i  ■ 
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'Twas  ebbirig  Darkhefs,  paft  the  Noon  of  Night ; 
And  Tho/pher  on  the  Confines  of  the  Light* 
Promis'd  the  Sun,  ere  Day  began  to  fprittg      "J 
The  tuneful  Lark  already  ftretch'd  her  Wing, ' 
And  flickering  on  her  Neft,  made  fliort  Eflays  to  I 
firig.  j 

When  wakeful  <Paiamott,  preventing  Day, 
Took,  to"  the  Royal  Lifts,  his  early  way, 
To  Venus  at  her  Fane,  inherowriHoufe  to  pray. 
There^  falling  on  his  Knees  before  her  Shrine, 
He  thus  implor'd  tidth  Pray'rs  her  Pow'r  Divine. 
Creator  Venus,  Genial  Pow'r  of  Love, 
The  Blifs  of  Men  below*  and  Gods  above, 
Beneath  the  Aiding  Sun  thou  runn'ft  thy  Race,' ' 
Daft  faireft  fliirie,  and  beft  become  thy  Place. 
For  thee  the  Winds  their  Eafterri  Blafts  forbear, 
Thy  Month  reveals  the  Spring,  and  opens  all  the 

Year. 
Thee,  Goddefs,  thee  the  Storms  of  Winter  fly,"| 
Earth fmiles with  Fldw'rs  renewing;  laughs  the  * 

Sky*  [apply.l 

And  Birds  to  Lays  of  Love  their  tuneful  Notes  j 
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« 

And  roaring  hunts  his  Female  through  the  Wood: 
Tor  thee  the  Bulls  rebellow  through  the  Groves, 
And  tempt  theStrearo,and  fhufFtheir  abfent  Loves. 
'Tis  thine,  whate'er  is  pleafant,  good,  or  fair : 
All  Nature  is  thy  Province,  Life  thy  Care ; 
Thpumad'ft  theWerid,and  doft  the  World  repair. 
Thou  Gladder  of  the  Mount  ofCytberon^ 
Increafe  of  Jove,  Companion  of  the  Sun ;    .     .  . 
If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  Heart, 
Have  Pity,  .Goddefs,  for  thou  know'fl:  the  Smart : 
Alas !  I  have  not  Words  to  tell  my  Grief; 
To  vent  my  Sorrow  wou'd  be  fome  Relief: 
Light  SufPrings  give  us  leifure  to  complain  i , 
We  groan,,  but  cannot  fpeak,  in  greater  Pain. 
O  Goddefs,  tell  thy  felf  what  I  would  fay, 
Thou  know'ft  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pray. 
So  grant  my  Suit,  as  I  enforce  my  Might, 
In  Love  to  be  thy  Champion,  and  thy  Knight ; 
A  Servant  to  thy  Sex,  a  Slave  to  thee, 
A  Foe  profeft  to  barren  Chaftiry. 
Nor  ask  I  Fame  or  Honour  of  the  Field, 
Nor  chufe  I  more  to  vanquilh,  than  to  yield : 


»  * 
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Jn  my  Diviae  Emilia  make  me  bfeft,  v* 

Let  Fate,  of  partial  Chance,  difpofe  the  reft : 
Find  thou  the  Marnier,  and  the  Means  prepare  j 

'  Pbfieflion,  more  than  Conqueft,  is  my  Care. 
Mars  is  the  Warrior's  God  5  in  him  it  lies, 
CM  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  Prize? 
With  fmiling  Afpeft  you  ferenely  move 
In  your  fifth  Orb,  and  rale  the  Realm  of  Love, 
The  Fates  bfet  only  fptn  the  eourfef  Glue, 
The  fineft  of  the  Wooll  is  left  for  you. 
Spare  me  but  one  foall  Portion  of  the  Twine, 
And  let  the  Sifters  cut  below  your  Line : 
The  reft  among  the  RubbUh  may  they  fweep, 
Or  add  it  to  the  Yarn  of  Tome  old  Mifer's  Heap. 
But  if  you  this  ambitious  Pray'r  deny* 
(A  Wiffi,  I  grant,  beyond  Mortality) 
Then  let-  me  fink  beneath- proud  Arcite%  Arms, 
And !  once  dead,  let  hi  mi  poflefe  heir  Charms.  - 
Thus  ended  he;  then,  with  Obfervaace  due, 
The  facred  Incence  on  her  Altaf  threw .» 

.  The  curling  Smoke  mourns  heavy  from  the  Fires; 
At  length  if  e1rtche9Fl&me^aMinaB^a^eeJq^ires^• 
F3 


«.■ 
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At  once  the  gracious  Goddefs  gave  the  Sign, 
Her  Statue  (hook,  and  trembled  all  the  Shrine : 
Pleas'd  Talamon  the  tardy  Omen  took : 
For,  fince  the  Flames  purfu'd  the  trailing  Smoke, 
He  knew  his  Boqh  was  granted ;  but  the  Day 
To  diftance  driv'n,  and  Joy  adjourn'd  with  long 
Delay. 
NowMprn  withRofie  Light  had  ftreak'd  theSky, 
Up  rofe  the  Sun,  and  up  rofe  Emily ;     / 
Addrefs'd  her  early  Steps  to  Cynthia's  Fane, 
In  State  attended  by  her  Maiden  Train, 
Who  bore  the  Vefts  that  Holy  Rites  require, 

* 

Incence,  and  od'rous  Gums,  and  cover'd  Fire. 
"The  plenteous  Horns  with,  pleafant  Mead  they , 

Crown, 
Nor  wanted  ought  befides  in  honour  of  th$  Moon. 
Npw  while  the  Temple  fmoak'd  with  hallow'4 
They  wafli  the  Virgin  in  a  living  Stream ;   [Steam? 

r 

The  fecret  Ceremonies  I  conceal  : 
Uncouth ;  perhaps  ynlawful  to  reveal : 
But  fuch  they  were  as  Pagan  Ufe  required, 
Perfprm'd  by  Wpqien  when  the  Men  retir'^ 


V 
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Whofe  Eyes  profane,,  their  chaft  my fterious  Rites 
Might  torn  tp  Scanda]>  or  obfeene  Delights. 
Well-meaner*  think  no  Harm ;  but  for  the  reft, .  i 
Things  facred  they  pervert,  and  Silence  is  the  beft. 
Her  mining  Hair,  uncombed,  wasloofely  fpread,  \ 
A  Crown:  of  Maftlefc  Oak  adorn'd  her  Head : 
When  to  the  Shrine  approach'd,  the  fpotlefs  Maid  .« 
Had  kindling  Fires  an  either  Altar  laid : 
(The.  Rites  were  fuch  as  were  obferv'd  of  old,    . 
By  iSX^mt  ihhis  Tbeba*  Story  told.) 
Then  fcneefing  with  her!  Hands  acrofsher  Breaft, 
Thus  lowly  fhe  preferred  her  chaft  Requeft. 

O  Goddefs,  Haunter  of  the  "Woodland  Green, 
To  whom  bothHeav'n  and  Earth  andSeas  are  feen  3 ; 
Queen  of  .the  nether  Skies,  where  half  the  Year 
Thy  Silver  Beams  defoend,and  light  the  gloomy 

Sphere; 
Gpddefs  of  Maids,  and  confeious  of  oar  Hearts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  Vengeance  of  thy  Darts, 
Which  Mote's  devpted  Ifliie  felt,     pwere  fa]t . 
When  biffing  thro9  the  Skies  the  feather^  Deaths. 
As  I  defire  to  live  a  Virgin-life, 
JJor  Know  (he  Name  of  Mother  or,  of  Wife, 
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Thy  Votrefs  from  my  tender,  Years  I  am, 
And  love,  like  thee,  the  Woods  and  Sylvan  Game: 
LikeDeath,thou  know'ft,l  loath  the  Nuptial  State, 
And  Man,  the  Tyrant  of  our  Sex,  Ihate, 
A  lowly  Servant,  but  a  lofty  Mate. 
Where  Love  is  Duty,  on  the  Female  Side  :■  •  rpr[^e 
On  theirs  meer  fenfual  Guft,  and  fought  with  furly 
Now  by  thy  triple  Shape,  as  thou  art  feen 
In  Heavh,  Earth,  Hell,  andev'ry  where  a  Queen, 
Grant  this  my  firft  Defire ;  let  Difcord  ceafe, 
And  make  betwixt  the  Rivals  lafting  Peace : 
Quench  their  hot  Fire,  or  far  from  me  remove  - 
The  Flame,  and  turn  it  on  fome  pther  Love. 
Or  if  my  frowning  Stars  have  fo  decreed, 
That  one  rriuft  be  rejected,  one  fucceed, 
Make  him  my  Ljgrd  withirt  whofe  faithful  Bread 
Is  fix'd  my  Image,  and  who  loves  me  beft,    . 
But,  oh !  ev'n  that  avert !  I  chufe  it  not, 
But  take  it  as  the  lead  unhappy  Lot* 
A  Maid  I  am,  and  of  thy  Virgin-Train ; 
Oh,  let  me  {till  that  fpotlefs  Name  retain! 
Frequent  the  Forefls,  thy  chaft  Will  obey, 
And  only  rnake  the  Beads  of  Chace  my  Prey ! . 
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The  Flames  afc«mdH)ti  eithef  Altar  clear,        ; 
While  thai  thebbmelefs  Mdid  sddrefs'd  hcrPray'r . 
Wheaio?  the  burning  Fire  that  fhone  fo  bright, 
Flew  off,  all  fudden,  with  extinguifli'd  Light, 
And  left  one  Altar  dark,  a  little  fpacc ; 
Which  turn'd  felf-kindled ,  and  rene  w'd  the  Blaze : 
Tint  other  VicV»r-Flame  a  Moment  flood, 
Then  fell,  ind  lifeleff  left  th'esrtinguifh'd  Wood  $ 
For  ever  loft,  th'irrer ©cable  Light 
ForfoOk  the  blackning  Coals,  and  fihlk  to  Night: 
At-either  End  it  whittled  as  it  flew,      rt3ew/ 
And  as  the  Brands  were  green,  fo  dropp'd 
Infected  is  it  fell  with  Sweat  of  Sanguin  Hue. 

The  Maid  from  that  ill  Omtn  tUfn'd  her  Eyes, 
And  with  loud  Shrieks  andClatnoursrent  theSkies, 
Ndrknew  what  ngniry'd  the  boding  Sign, 
But  foUnd  the  Pow'rs  dtfpleas'd,  ttod  fear'd  the 

»    Wrath  Divine. 

'Then  ftiook  theSacred  Shrine,andfttdden  Light 
Spnmgthrough  the  vaulted  Roof,  and  made  the 

.  Temple  bright.  . 
The  Pow'r,  behold!  the  Pow'rin  Glory  flione, 
By  her  bent  Bow,  and  her  keen  Arrows  known: 

m 

■7 
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The  reft,  a  Huntrefs  ifluing  from  the  Wood, 
Reclining  on  her  Cornel  Spear  Ihe  flood. 
Then  gracious  thus  began ;  Difmifs  thy  Fear, 
And  Heav'ns  unchang'd  Decrees  attentive  hear : 
More  powerful  Gods  have  torn  thee  from  my  Side, 
Unwilling  to  refign,  and  doom'd  a  Bride : 
The  two  contending  Knights  are  weighed  above ; 
One  Afars  prote&s,  and  one  the  Queen  of  Love : 
But  which  the  Man,  is  in  the  Thund'rer's  Breaft, 
This  he  prqnounq'd,  'tis  he  who  loves  thee  beft. 
The  Fire  that  once  extind,  reviv'd  again, 
Forefhews  the  Love  alotted  to  remain. : 

m  i 

Farewell,  flie  faid,  and  vanifh'd  from  the  Place ; 
The  Sheaf  of  Arrows  ihook,and  rattled  in  the  Cafe. 
Agaft  at  this,  th?  Royal  Virgin  flood, 
Difclaim'd,  and  now  no  more  a  Sifter  of  the  Wood : 
But  to  tfte  parting  Gpddefs  thus  fhe  pray'd; 
Propitious  ftill  be  prefent  to  my  Aid, 
Nor  quite  abandon  your  oppe  favour'd  Maid. 
Then  fighing  flie  rqturn'd  j  bji$  fmiFd  betwixt, 
With  Hopes,andFears,and  Joys  withSorrowsmixt. 

The  next  returning  Planetary  Hour 
QfMars,  who  fhar'd  the  fteptarchy  of  Vow?** 
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His  Steps  bold  Arcite  to  the  Temple  benf? 
•p  adore  with  Pagan  Rites  the  Pdw'r  Armipot en tj 
,  Then  proflrate,  low  before  his  Altajr  lay, 
And  rais'd  his  manly  Voice,and  thus  began  to  pray. 
Strong  God  of  Arms,  whofe  Iron  Scepter  fway^ 
The  freezing  North,  and  Hyperborean  Seas, 
And  Scythian  Cplds,  andlTZ-rafi/sWintryCoaft, 
Where  ftand  thy  Stee4s,  and  thou  art  honour'4 

mod:  , 

There  mod;  but  ev'ry  where  thy  Pow'risknowfy 
The  Fortune  of  the  Fight  is  all  thy  own : 
Terror  is  thine,  and  wild  Amaxement  flung  . 
From  out  thy  Chariot,  withers  ev'n  the  Strong: 
And  Pifarray  and  fhameful  Rout  enfue. 
And  Fgrce  is  ad^de^  £Q  the  fainting  Crew. 
Acknowledged  as  fhou  art,  accept  my  Pray'r, 
If  ought  I  rjave  atcjiiev'd  ^eferve  thy  Care ;       ■  c 
1^  to  my  u{mo£t  Pow'r  with  Swprd  and  Shield 
|  dar'd  the  Death,  unknowing  how  to  yield, 
And  falling  in  my  Rank,  ftill  kept  the  Field: 
Then  let  my  Arms  prevail,  by  thee  fuftain'd, 
'  That  Emily  by  Concraeft  may  be  gained,.  . 
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Have  pity  on  my  Pains ;  nor  thofe  unknown 
To  Marsi  which  when  a  Lover,  were  his  own. 
Venus,  the  Publick  Care  of  all  above, 
Thy  ftubborn  Heart  has  foften'd  into  Love : 
Now  by  her  Blandifhments  and  pow'rful  Charriis 
When  yielded,  flie  lay  curling  in  thy  Arms, 
Ev'ri  by  thy  Shame,  if  Shame  it  may  be  call*d, 
When  Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  Net  inthrall'd ; 
O  envy'd  Ignominy,  fweet  Difgrace, 
When  ev'ry  God  that  fawthee,  wifli'd  thy  Place! 
By  thofe  dear  Pleafures,  aid  my  Arms  in  Fight, 
And  make  me  conquer  in  my  Patron's  Right : 
For  I  am  young,  a  Novice  in  the  Trade, 
The  Fool  of  Love,  uapra&is'd  to  perfoade  j 
And  want  the  foothing  Arts  that  catch  the  Fair, 
But  caught  my  feif,  lie  ftrugling  in  the  Snare : 
And  flie  I  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  Pain,  miffo^ 
Or  knows  heir  Worth  too  well?  and  pays1  me  with 
For  fure  I  am,  unlefs  I  win  in  Arms, '  ' 
To  Hand  excluded  from  Emilia's  Charms: 
Nor  can  my  Strength  avail,  unlefs  by  thee 

• 

Endu'd  with  Force,  I  gain  the  Victory: 
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Then  for  theFire  which  warm'd  thy  gen'rousHeart, 
Pity  thy  Subject's  Pains,  and  equal  Smart. 
tSo  be  the  Morrow's  Sweat  and  Labour  mine;. 
The  Palm  and  Honour  of  the  Conqueft  thine; 
Then  fhall  the  War,  and  ftern  Debate,  and  Strife 
Immortal,  be  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Life ; 
.And  in  thy  Fane,  theDufty  Spoils  among,  n,,,,-. 
High  on  the  burnifiVd  Roof,  my  Banner  ffo)l  be 
Rank'd  with  my  Champions  bucklers,  and  below 
With  Arms  revers'd,  th*  A  tchievements  of  my  Foe: 
And  while  thefe  Limbs  the  Vital  Spirit  feeds, 
While  Day  to  Night,  and  Night  to  Day  fucceeds, 
Thy  fmoaking' Altar  fhall  be  fat  with  Food 
Qflncence,  and  the  grateful  Steam  of  Blood ; 
Burnt. Offerings  Morn  and  Ev'ning  fhall  be  thine; 
And  Fires  eternal  in  thy  Temple  fhine. 
This  Bulh  of  yellow  Beard,  this  Length  of  Hair, 
Which  from  my  Birth  inviolate  I  bear, 
Guiklefs  of  Steel,  and  from  the  Razour  free, 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  Crop,  referv'd  for  thee> 
So  may  my  Arms  with  Victory  t>e  bleft, 
I  as^  no  more  $  let  Fate  difpofe  the  itil 


f  8        Palamdn  and  Arcite :  Or,     £odk  HI. 

The  Champion  cea's'd  i  there  follow'd  in  the 
A  hollow  Groan,  a  murmMng  Wind  arofe,EClofe 

< 

The  Rings  of  Ir'n,  that  on  the  Doors  wer e  hung; 
Sent  out  a  jarring  Sound,  and  harflily  rung: 
The  bolted  Gates  flew  open  it  the  Blaft, 
The  Storm  rufh'd  in ;  and  Arcite  flood  agaft : 
TheFlames  were  blown  afide^y  et  flibne  they  bright, 
Fann'd  by  the  Wind,  and  gave  a  ruffled  Light : 

Then  from  the  Ground  a  Scent  began  to  rife* 
Sweet-fmelling,  as  accepted  Sacrifice  : 
This  Omen  pleas'd*  and  as  the  Flames  afpire 
With  od'rous  Incence  Arcite  heaps  the  Fire : 
Nor  wanted  Hy  tiins  to  Mar  j,  Or  Heathen  CKarms : 
At  length  the  nodding  Statue  clafliM  his  Arms, 
And  with  a  fullen  Sound*  and  feeble  Cry,    r 
Half  funk,  and  half  pronouncM  the  Word  of  Vifto- 
For  this,  with  Soul  devout,  he  thank'd  the  God, 
And  of  Succefs  fecure,  return'd  to  his  Abode. 

Thefe  Vows  thus  granted,  rais'd  a  Strife  above, 
Betwixt  the  God  of  War,  and  Queen  of  Love. 
She  granting  firft,  had  Right  of  Time  to  plead  ; 
But  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
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Jove  was  for  Venus ;  but  he  fear'cl  his  Wife, 
And  feem'd  Unwilling  to  decide  the  Strife ; 
Till  Saturn  from  his  Leaden  Throne  arofe, 
And  found  a  Way  the  Difference  to  compofe : 
Though  fparing  of  his  Grace,  to  Mifchief  bent, 
He  feldom  does  a  Good  with  good  Intent. 
Wayward,  but  wife ;  by  long  Experience  taught 
To  pleafe  both  Parties,  for  ill  Ends,  he  fought : 
For  this  Advantage  Age  from  Youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  outrun. 
By  Fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  Trin'd, 
And  with  ftern  Mars  in  Capricorn  was  join'd : 
Of  him  difpofmg  in  his  own  Abode, 
He  footh'd  the  Goddefs,  while  he  gull'd  the  God : 
Ceafe,  Daughter,  to  complain ;  and  {tint  the  Strife; 
Thy  Palamcn  fliall  have  his  promis'd  Wife: 
And  Mars,  the  Lord  of  Conqueft,  in  the  Fight 
With  Palm  and  Laurel  fliall  adorn  his  Knight. 
Wide  is  my  Courfe,  nor  turn  I  to  my  Place, 
Till  length  of  Time,  and  move  with  tardy  Pace. 
-  Man  feels  me,  when  I  prefs  th'Etherial  Plains, 
My  Hand  is  heavy,  and  the  Wound  remains. 
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Mine  is  the  Shipwreck,  in  a  Watry  Sign ; 
And  in  an  Earthy,  the  dark  Dungeon  mine. 
Cold /hivering  Agnes,  melancholy  Care,  "j 

And  bitter  blading  Winds,  and  poifon'd  Air,  I 
Are  mine,  and  wilful  Death*  refulting  from  De- 1 
fpair.  J 

The  throtling  Quinfey  'tis  my  Star  appoints, 
And  Rheumatifms  I  fend,  to  rack  the  Joints : 
When  Churls  rebel  againft  their  Native  Prince, 
I  arm  their  Hands,  and  furniih  the  Pretence ; 
And  houftng  in  the  lion's  hateful  Sign, 
Bought  Senates,  and  defer  ting  Troops  aire  mine. 
Mine  is  the  privy.  PQis'ning,  ,1  command 
Unkindly  Seasons,  and  ungrateful  Land. 
By  me  Kings  Palaces  are  puuYd  to  Ground, 
AndMiners,cruuYd  beneath  theirMines  are  found. 
'Twas  1  flew  Sanpfin,  when  the  Pillar'd  Hall 
Fell  down,  and  cruih'd  the  Many  with  the  Fall. 
My  Looking  is  the  Sire  of  Peftilence, 
That  fweeps  at  once  the  People  and  the  Prince. 
Npw  weep  no  more,  but  truft, thy  Granculre^s  Art ; 
M«r$  ihall.be  pleas'd,  and  thou  perform  thy  Fart. 

Tis 
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*Tis  ill,  though  difPiant  your  Complddoris  areV 
The  Family  of  Heav'n  for  Men  fliould  war. 
Th'Expedientpleas'd^  where  neither  loft  his  Right  1 
Msrx-  had  the  Day*  and  Vtnus  had  the  Night  ) 
The  Management  they*  left  to  Chnmfa  Care  %  \ 
Now  torn  we  to  th'  Effeti*  and  lingthe  Wan   :  • 

In  AlhtotK,  all  was  Pteafure,  Mirth,  and  PJay,' 
All  projttD  liocthe  Spring*  and  fpritely  ilffigrV  . * 
Which^^rySonlanfp&'dwkhfuchDeUght*  . 
'Twa«0afting:aJLitheI>ay,cand  LoVe  at  Night  v. 
Heav^fniird,  fenigladdcrd  was  the  Heart  of  Mattf. 
And  Vems  had  the  World*;  as  when  it  firft  began* 
At  length  in  Sleep  their  Bodies  they  compofe* 
And  dreamt;  the  fhture  Fight,  and  early  rofe.    A 

Now  fear  ce  the  dawning  Day  began  to  lj5riflg» 
As  ait  a  Signal  giv'n,  theStreets  with  Clamours  ring  J 

t  once  the  Crowd  arofe ;  confus'd  and  high. 

v'n  from  the  Heav'n  washeard  a  fcoutingCry  \ 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rowz'd  the  Sky, 
l*ne  Gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  Wars* 
Sbarpning  theirSlghts,and  leaning  from  theirStarf  4 


■i 
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The  Neighing  of  the  gen'roiis  Hbrfe  was;  heard, 
For  Battel  by  the  bufie  Groom  prepared : 
Riddling  of  Harnefs,  ratling;  of  the :  Shield, 
Clattering  of  Armour,  furbiuVd  foe  thd  Field. 
Crowds  to  the  Caftle  mounted  up.  the  Street,    . 
Batt'ring.the  Pavemenr.  with  their  Cowrfers  Feet : 
The  greedy  Sight  might  there  devour  the  Gold 
Of  glittring  Arms,  too  daaling  to-  behold*. 
And  polifiYd  Steel  that  cafrthe' View  afide*  :  . , 
And  Creflted  Marians,  with. their. Plumy  Pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  Retinue  of  th^ic  Squares*  ■■;. 
In  gawdy  Liv'ries  mardi,  and  quaint  Attires. 
One  kc*d  the  Helm,  another  held  the  Lance ; 
A  third  the  mining  Buckler  did  advance. : ;,  '.  , 
The  Courfep  ^aw*d  the  Ground  with  tcftlefi Feet, 

Afidfnor  ting  foam\x,andchamp'd  theiGoldettBit. 
The  Smiths  and  Armourers  oh  Palfreys  ride,  1 
Files-  in,  Kheif  Hands,  and  Hammers  at  ditto  Side,( 
And  -Nails  fbi  U>ofen*d!  Spears,  and  Thongs  for] 

Shields  provide,    "• 
The  Yeomen,  guard  the  Streets,  in  feemly  Bands; 
And  Clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  Cudgels  in 

their  Hands. 
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'tlMf'Tttfflpets,  fii«tthfr<ktMft  order  $ae\I| 
Attend  the  Sign  to  fdund  the  Martial  Blaii : 
Th«  Palace-yard  is  fitIM  tfith  floating  Ttdtf$i     * 
And  tkfldft  Gofflefs  bear  tfiefbnflertdfhe  gideli 
The  Tttfohfc  is  Itl  the  fifidft !  The^ofBtttottCreW 
Shut  out,  the  Hall  aditfttt  the  befttt  Vw. 
In  Knots  they  ftrffid*  or'  1ft  a  Rang  they  twtfk,    •' 
Seridttsfe  Afpeft*  ettfleA  1h  tfcelrfilM  r 
FaakhfiS  "art(i  faring  «&&•  Or  t*  btHeHfildtf * 
As  thetf  ftf  <Wg  fancies';  attd  We*ktU*fefty  guiM  i 
Their  Wagers  back  tteir  WliheS:  ItoMber*  fcol& 

With  ttUftfr  &e«ki«dK*gf4ftdfi»r4 af  8ol<iT 
So  vigorous  are  his  Eyes,  fuch  Rays  ttey  caft, 
9»  pirbflifheiit)  bis  Eafle's  Beak  irpfabU 
But  moft  thdr  Looks  ott  the1  blacifeMdiarcHBewii 
His  riling  Mufcleiy  ;^ln<*Biam*K&wn**d  |  n  /. 
His  double-biting  Ag,eaaiH>Anly  ifoaftiio ,.■ 
Each  asking  a  OtgantiaoFdrte^iiiaci.'::  i    i'V 
Ail  fpoke  as  partiai;Pky6ttr  motfd *%«qMhtf ; 
And  fife  tbenrfeives*:  at  otbdri  GsiA  *tfria'&      i 
Wak'd  by  the  CtwfaittAfMfoGbivf  irtif* 
Th*  KnigiHfy  Fonfc  <tf  Ctotafow  to?  differ 
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And  pafling  thro'th'obfequious  Guards,  he  fate 
Confpicuous  on  a  Throne,  fublime  in  State; 
There,  for  the  two  contending  Knights  he  fent; 
Arm'd  Caj>-a-f>e,  with  Rev'rence  low  they  bent ; 
He  fmil'd  on  both,  and  with  fuperior  Look 
Alike  their  offered  Adoration  took. 
The  People  prefs  on  ev'ry  Side  to  fee 
Their  awful  Prince,  and  hear  his  high  Decree. 
Then  (igning  to  the  Heralds  with. his  Hand, 
They  gave  his  Orders  from  their  lofty  Stand. 


Silence  is  thrice  enjoinM ;  then  thus  aloud 
The  King  at  Arms  befpeaks  the  Knights  and  liftning 

Crowd.  .;.;., 

•  *  ■ 

Our  Sovereign  Lord  has  ponder'd  in  his  Mind 
TheMeans  to  fpare  the:  Blood  of  gentle  Kind ; 
And  of  his  Grace,  and  in-born  Clemency, ' 
He  modifies,  his  foil  fevere  Decree ;  .  - . 
The  keener  Edge  of  Battel  to  rebate, 
The.  Troops  for  Honour  fighting,  not  for  Hate. 
He  wills, :  not  Death  fliou'd  terminate  their  Strife ; 
And  Wounds,  if  Wounds  enfue,  be  ihortof  Life, 
But  i|Tues,  ere  the  Fight,  his  dread  Command, 
That  Slings  afar,  and  Ponyards  Hand  to  Hand, 
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Be  banifh'd  from  the  Field ;  that  none  fhall  dare 

With  fhortned  Sword  to  ftab  in  clofer  War; 

But  in  fair  Combate  fight  with  manly  Strength, 

Nor  pufh  with  biting  Point,  but  ftrike  at  length. 

The  Turney  is  allow'd  but  one  Career, 

Of  the  tough  A fli,  with  the  {harp-grinded  Spear. 

But  Knights  unhors'd  may  rife  from  off  the  Plain* 

And  fight  on  Foot,  their  Honour  to  regain. 

Nor,  if  at  Mifchief  taken,  on  the  Ground 

Be  flain,  but  Pris'ners  to  the  Pillar  bound, 

At  either  Barrier  plac'd ;  nor  (Captives  made,) 

Be  freed,  or  arm'd  anew  the  Fight  invade.  - 

The  Chief  of  either  Side,  bereft  of  Life, 

Or  yielded  to  his  Foe,concludes  the  Strife.  r„«««« 
3  [young, 

Thus  dooms  the  Lord :  Now  valiant  Knights  and 
Fight  each  his  fill  with  Swords  and  Maces  long. 

The  Herald  ends:  The  vaulted  Firmament 
With  loud  Acclaims,  and  vaft  Applaufe  is  rent : 
Heav'n  guard  a  Prince  fo  gracious  and  fo  good, 
So  jUft,  and  yet  fo  provident  of  Blood! 
This  was  the  gen'ral  Cry.  The  Trumpets  found, 
And  Warlike  Symphony  ii  heard  around. 

-  ■ "  *  v~*  *  ^   ■  ' ■  * 

•>»#     Mb  *    --        '  i    .i  ' 
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The  marching  Troops  thro'  Athens  take  their  way, 
The  great  Earl-Marfhal  orders  their  Array. 
The  Fair  from  high  the  pafling  Pomp  behold ; 
A  Rain  of  Flow'rs  is  from  the  Windows  roll'd. 
The  Cafements  are.  with  Golden  Tiflue  fpread, 
And  Horfes  Hoofs,  for  Earth,  on  Silken  Tap'ftry 
The  King  goes  midmoft,and  the  Rivals  ride  Ltread* 
In  equal  Rank,  and  clofe  his  either  Side. 
Next  after  thefe,  there  rode  the  Royal  Wife, 
With  Emily,  the  Caufe,  and. the  Reward  of  Strife. 
The  foHawing  Cavalcade*  by  Three  and  Three, 
Proceed  by  Titles  fnarlhalTd  in  Degree, 
Thus  thro1  t^ieSouthern  Gate  they  take  their  Way, 
And  at  the  Lifts  arriv'd  ere  Prime  of  Day. 
There,  parting  from  the  King,  the  Chiefs  divide, 
And  wheeling  Eaft  and  Weft,  before  their  Many 

ride. 
Th\^&*«ia«Monarcb  mounts  his  Throne  on  high, 
And  after  him  the  Queen,  and  Emily: 
Next  thefe,  the  Kindred  of  the  Gcown  ve  grae'd, 
With  nearer  Seats,  and  Lords  by  Ladies  plac'd. 
Scarce  were  they  feated,  when  with  Clamors  {oud 
In  rufh'd  at  once  a  rude  promifcuous  Crowd: 


The Guards*  jand  then  each  other  overbare,  i 
And  ia  a  Moment  throttg  the  fpacioms  ToefctreT 
Now  changed  the  jarring  Nbife  to Whifpers  io\r', 
As  Winds  forfaking  Seas  more  fcfdy  tflow  $ .'  \ 
When  at  the  Weftern  Gate,  on  which  the  fGar  t ' 
Is  plac'd  Aloft)  that  be*rs  the  God  of  War,  - 
Proud  At  cite  cntring  arm'd  before  his  Tiain, 
Stops  at  the  flarritr,  and  di rides  the  Plain,  i 
Red  was  his  Banner,:  and  difplay'd  tbroiad  '  ," 
The  bloody  Colours  of  his  Patron.  God. 

At  $a«  fetf*moment  enters  Fmlomam 
The  Gate  of Yttm*»  sad  the  Rifinfc  Stint .  > 
Wav'd  by  the  wanton  Wi*d$,  his  Baiitier  flies* : ' 
All  Maiden  White,  andihares  the  Peoples  Eye*, 
From  Etftto  Weft,  Joe*  all  the  World  atoilnd,\ 
Two  Troops  4b  mateh'd were  never  tobefeundl 
Such  Bodie$  buUt  for  Strength,  of  equal  Aft*  ; 
In  Stature  fia'd ;  fo  proud  an  Kquip*ge:  ■,[> 

The  nicest  £ye  cou'd  no  Piftinft i0n  rnaJce, 
Where  lay  «h'  Advantage,  or  what  Side  to  taker 

ThMS  ranf '4,  the  Herald  for  the  l&ftproclaifflF 
A  Silende,: while  tney  «n£wer  'd  to  *heir.  Haines.:. 

«*  *   »  - 
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For  fo  the  King  decreed,  to  fhun  with  Care  rwar 
The  fraud  of  Mutters  falfe,  the  common  Bane  of 
The  Tale  was  juft,  and  then  the  Gates  were  clos'd  j 
And  Chief  to  Chief,  and  Troop  to  Troop  oppos'd. 
The  Heralds  laft  retired,  and  loudly  cry'd, 
The  Fortuhe>of  the  Field  he  fairly  try'd. 

At  this,  the  Challenger  with  fierce  Defie       -\ 
HisTrumpet  founds;  theChalleng'd  makesReply/ 
With  Clangour  rings  the  Field,  refounds  the/ 
vaulted  Sky.  \ 

Their  Vizors  clos'd,  their  Lances  in  the  Reft, 
Or  at  the  Helmet  pointed,:  or  the  Creft; 
They  vanifli  from  the  Barrier,  fpeed  the  Race, 
And  fpurringfee  decreafe  the  middle  Space. 
A  Cloud  of  Smoke  envellops  either  Hoft, 
And  all  at  once  the  Combatants  are  loft : 
Darkling  they  join  adverfe,  and  mock  unfeen, 
Courfers  with  Courfers  juftling,  Men  with  Men : 
As  lab'ring  in  Eclipfe,  a  while  they  ftay, 

Till  the  next  Blaft  of  Wind  reftores  the  Day. 
They  look;  anew :  The  beauteous  Form  of  Fight 
Is  chang'd,  and  War  appears  a  grizly  Sight. 
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'  Two  Troops  in  fair  Array  one  Moment  mow'd, 
The  next,  a  Field  with  fallen  Bodies  ftro w'd : 
Not  half  the  Number  in  their  Seats  are  found; 
But  Men  and  Steeds  tie  grov'ling  on  the  Ground. 
The  Points  of  Spears  are  ftuck  within  the  Shield,  ' 
The  Steeds  without  their  Riders  fcour  the  Field. 
The  Knights  imhors'd,  on  Foot  renew  the  Fight ;. 
The  glitt 'ring  Fauchions  caft  a  gleaming  Light: 
Hauberks  andHelms  are  hew'd  with  many  a  Wound; 
Out  fpins  theftreamingBlood,  and  diestheGrounxL 
The  mighty  Maces  with  fuchhafte  defcend,  ruen(«  - 
They  break  theBones,  and  make  thefolid  Armour 
This  thrufts  amid  the  Throng  with  furious.  Force; 
Down  goes,  at  once,  the  Horfeman  and  theHorfe  i. v 
That  Courfer  {tumbles  on  the  fallen  Steed,  ,-.:.  .1 
And  floundring,  throws  the  Rider  o'er  his  He*dJ 
One  rolls  along,  a  Foot-ball  to  fete  Foes ; 
One  with  a  broken  Truncheon  deals  his  Blow* 

.This  halting,  this  difabled  with  his  Wound,    i 
In  Triumph  led,  is  to  the  Pillar  ibdund, .     "> 
Where  by  the  King's  Award  he  muft  abide: 
There  goes  a  Captive  led  on  t'other  Side,  ■ 

t 
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By  Fits  they  ceafe ;  and  leaning  on  the  Lance, 
Take  Breath  a  while,  and  to  new  Fight  advance. 

Fall  oft  the  Rivals  met,  and  neither  fpar'd 
His  utmoft  Force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
The  Head  of  this  was  to  the  Saddle  bent, 
That  other  backward  to  the  Crupper  fent : 
Both  were  by  Turns  unhors'd ;  the  jealous  Blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  Foot  they  clofe. 
So  deep  their  Fauchions  bite,  that  ev'ry  Stroke 
Pierc'd  to  the  Quick ;  and  equal  Wounds  they  gave 
Bornfar  afunder  by  the  Tides  of  Men,  0ndt0°k. 
Like  Adamant  and  Steel  they  meet  agen. 

So  when  a  Tyger  fucks  the  Bullock's  Blood, 
A  famifh'd  Lion  ifluing  from  the  Wood 
Roars  Lordly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  Food. 
Each  claims  Pofleffion,  neither  will  obey, 
But  both  their  Paws  are  faften'd  on  the  Prey: 
They  bite^they  tear;  and  while  in  vain  they  ftrive, 
The  Swains  come  arm'd  between,  and  both  to 
diflance  drive. 

At  length,  as  Fade  foredoom'd,  and  all  things 
By  Courfe  of  Timcl  totheir  appointed  En^ ;  &*$ 


I       k/        « 


So  Whffl the  PU&  tQ-W«ft  Was far  declio'd,  '  ■  •■: 

And  bpth  afrefh  in  nmrtal  Battel  jouVd « 
The,  Ityong  £w^r^/  came  in  Arcit?%  Aid,. 
And  ?*bm*  with  Pdds  wag  overlaid ; 
For  turning  fl»orti  hfiftr^ck  with  all  his  Might* . 
JfyU  go  jhe  Helmut  of  th*  unwary  Knigbt;.   . 
9eej>  was  the  Wound*  be  ftagger'd  with  the  Btawt 

And  turn'd  biro  t»  his  une*pe#ed  Foe ;  p^^^ 
Whom  with  took  force  he  #wck,  he  fell'd  him 
And  oteft  the.  Ci* cle  of  hi$  Gotten  Crown, 
B«t  driitfi  Men,  who  wjw  prevaiTd  in  fight. 
Twice/  Ten  at  roetiwroujid  the  fmgle  Kni$hfi;i 

O'erpowr'd  at  leftgt&tfcy  fpreebimtQ  tbeCftottftd, 
Unyielded,  a*  fee-  was,  and  t$  the  Wflar  bounds; ;? 
And  King  l&wpffo  white  be  fought  in  vain 
His  Fciead  to-  free,,  was  tumbled  pa  the  Ffeua*  ; 

Who  now  ktnents,  but  Tel*mn*  cotapclfd  .'. 
No  more  to  try  the  Fortune*  of  the  Field  1  : ' 
And  worfe  *haa  Death,  toviewwi&towe&tEyej? 

His  Rival's  Conqueft*  and  rfnamt  the  Prize! 
The  Royal  Jfodge,  on  his  TriJ>m*a$  pfce'd* . ..  -. . . 
^fep had  hsbf&thjfcEtgbt frow&ftfo  tefe  -Sk' 


I,  ,  If  .      1  •«   r*        '   «  ■  ... 
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Bad  ceafe  the  War ;  pronouncing  from  on  high 
Arcite  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emily. 
The  Sound  of  Trumpets  to  the  Voice  reply'd, 
And  round  the  Royal  Lifts  the  Heralds  cry'd, 

Arcite  of  Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous  Bride. 

i 

The  People  rend  the  Skies  with  vaft  Applaufe ; 
All  own  the  Chief,  when  Fortune  owns  the  Caufe. 
Arcite  is  own'd  ev'n  by  the  Gods  above, 
And  conquering  Mars  infults  the  Queen  of  Love. 
So  laugh'd  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  faiPd, 
And  Jove^s  ufurping  Arms  in  Heav'n  prevailed. 

•       *  

LaughM  all  the  Pow'rs  who  favour  Tyranny ; 
And  all  the  Standing  Army  of  the  Sky. 
But  Venus  with  deje&ed  Eyes  appears, 
And  weeping,  on  the  Lifts  diftilPd  her  Tears ; 
Her  Will  refused,  which  grieves  a  Woman  moft, 
And  in  herChampion  foiPd,theCaufe  of  Love  is  loft. 
Till  Saturn  faid,  Fair  Daughter,  now  be  ftill, 
The  bluftring  Fool  has  fatisfy'd  his  Will : 
His  Boon  is  giv'n;  his  Knight  has  gain'd  the  Day, 
But  loft  the  Prize,  th'  Arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  Hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  Care  fhall  be 
To  pleafe  thy  Knight,  and  fet  thy  Promife  free. 


r- 


■  1 
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Now  while  the  H&c&te  run  the  Lifts  around* 
And  Arete,  vtfrr/Vtf ,  Heay'n  and  Earth  refbanda' 
A  Miracle  (nor . lefs .it  could  be  calTd)   .       .;-.'"- 

■         « 

Their  Joy  with unexpcftedSorroijr pall'd. .  :  >u\ 
The  Viaor  Knight  had  Jaid  hisHdmafide,:3  im- 
part for.  his  Eafe,  the  greater  part  for.  Pridei^ * ' 
Bare-rheaded,  popularly  low, he  bow'd*      ,  -..<;': 
And  paid  the  Salutations  of, the  Crowd.     :.'  i.  •'- 
Then  fpurring  at  Fulifpeed, :  ran  endlong  oh  n. 
Where  Tbeftus  fare  on  his  Imperiai~Thnme:f 
Furious  he  drove *  andyupwacd  caft  his  Eye, 
Where  nexr  the  Qtrcen  way  placed  his  Emily  j  '  ;■ ' 
Then  parting,  to.  the  Saddle-bow  he :  bent, 
A  f wee t  Regard  the  gracious  Virgin  lent : 
(For : Women ,  to  *the  Brave  an  eafie  Prey* 
Stilt  follow  Fortune,  where  ihekads  the  Way:) 
Juft  then,  from  Earth/ f prang  out  a  flafliing  Fire, 
By  TAa§  fent,  at  JVf *r»'s  bad  Defire:  " 
The  (tattling  Steed  was  feiz'd  with  fudden  Frights'- 
And, bounding,  o'er  the  Pummel caft the  Knight: 
Forward  he  flew,  and. pitching  oa  his  Head,-  • 
He  quirer'd  with  his  Feet,  and  lay  for  Dead. 
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Blade  was  bis  Count 'nance  in  a  tittle  fpace, 
For  all  the  Blood  was  gathered  in  his  Face. 
Help  was  at  hand;  they  rear'd  him  from  theGround, 
And  from  his  cumbrous  Arms  his  Limbs  unbound ; 
Thenlanc'd  a  Vein, and  watch'd  returning  Breath ; 
It  came,  but  clogg'd  with  Symptoms  of  his  Death. 
The  Saddle-bodr  tlie.  MoMe  Pares  had  preff, 
All  bruis'd  and  mortify 'd  his  Mmly  Brdaft. 
Him  ftilj  ent rane'd,  add  in  a  Litter  laid,  ;". 
They  bore  from  Field,  and  to  his  Bed  'corwey'd. 
At  length  hci  wah'd,  and  with  a  feeble  Cry,  . 
The  Word  be  fitft  pronounced  was  Entity. 

Mean  tinte  rfieKiftg,  thro'  inwardly  be  mourned, 
In  Pomp  triumphant  to  the  Towrt  retuM'd, 
Attended  by  the  Chiefs^  who*  fought  the  Field; 
(Now  it:i«ndty  mixM*  and  krone  Tf  aop  co^pelfd.) 
C«ttipos>rd!  his  Looks  to  counterfeited  Cheer, 
And  bade  thenVridt  for  ArcH?%  Life  to  fear.: 
But  that  Which  gladded  alt  the  Warrior  Train, 
Tho'  mdft  were,  forctyrwourided,  none  were  flain. 
The  Surgeon*  foot*  defpoil'd  'em  of  thelif  Arms, 
And  feme  wltfa  Salves  tbey  guio,  and  forae  with 
Charms. 
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Foment  the  Bruifes,  and  the  Pains  afiwage*' 
And  heal  their  inward  Hurts  with  Sov'reign 

Draughts  of  Sage. 
TheKing  in  Perfon  vifits  all  around, 
Comforts  the  Sick/ congratulates  the  Sound-;  • 
HonoU»  the  friflcefy  Chiefs,  rewards  the  reft, 
.And  holds  for  thrice  three  Days  a  Royal  Feaft. 
NbfoB'Was  difgrac'd^fbr  Falling  is  no  Shame? 
And  Cowavdide  atone  is  tofs  of  Famei 
The  venturous  Knight  is  front  the  Saddle  thrown  j 
But  'tis  tber  Fault  of  Fortune,  not  his  own.-   • 
If*  Crowns  and  Palms  the  conqufring  Side  adorn,  - 
The  Victor  under  better  Scars  wa*  born:  :ao  i' 
The  brire  Man -leeks  not  popnlai?<  Appkufer 
Nor  overpoVr'd  with  Arms,  fekm  his  Caufe* 
Unftam'd,  though  foiPd*  bsdoisthebeftheaattj 
Force  is  ol  Brutes  hut  Hoftduv  is  of  Msm«' 

Thus  7heflm  ftttil'd  on  aft  with  equal  Gfaee* ' 
And  each  was  fet  according  to*  hw Place.    ^ 
With  eafe  were  reooncird  the  dicing  Parrr,     • 
For  Envy  never  dwetts  in  Noble  Hearts. 
At  length  they  took  their  Leave,  the  Time  expttM? 
Well  pleas'd ;  and  to  their  fev'ral  Homes  retir'd. 
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Mean  while  the  Health  of  Arcite  (till  impairs ; 
From  Bad  proceeds  to  Worfe>  and  mocks'  the 

Leeches  Cares :  - 

Swoln  is  his  Bread,  his  inward  Pains  increafe, . 
All  Means  are  us'd,  and  all  without  Succefs. 
The  clotted  Blood  lies  heavy  on  his  Heart* 
Cqrrupts;  and  there  remains  in  fpite  of  AxXX. 
Nor  breathing  Veins,  nor  Cupping  will  prevail  j 
All  outward  Remedies  and  inward  fail :   ., ■;> ' 
The  Mold  of  Nature's  Fabrick  is  tieftroy'd, 
Her  Veflels  difcompos'd,  her  Virtue  void; 
The  Bellows  of  his  Lungs  begins  to  fwcll :,  • 
All  out  of  frame  is  eVry  fecret  Cell, 
Nor  can  the  Good  receive,  nor  Bad  expel; 
Thofe  breathing  Organs  thus  within  oppreft, 
With  Venom  foon  diflend  the  Sinews  of  his  Breail 
Nought  profits  him  to  fave  abandon'd  Life, 
Nor  Vomits  upward  aid,  nor  downward  Laxatife. 
The  midmoft  Region  batter'd,  and  deftroy'd, 
When  Nature  cannot  work,  th'  Effect  of  Art  is  void . 
For  Phyfick  can  but  mend  our  crazie  State* 
Patch  an  old  Building,  not  a  new  create, 

Arcite. 
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Arcite  U  ddoni'd  to  die  itf  all  hfs  ftkle,  r^T^ 
Mild  leave  his  Youth,  afld  yield  hfc  beatiteou  ' 
Gain'd  hardly,  ag&inft  Rights  and  une*Joy'd. 
When 'twas  dechtf'di  all  Htfpe  df  Life  Wis  paflW 
Confcience*  that  df  ail  Phyflcfc  worlts  the  !aft*£ 
Caus'd  him  to  fetid  for  Emily  in  hafte. 
W  ith  her*  at  His  EkCiita  cattie  TdUmok  i" 
Then  dfl  his  Pillow  rai*'d,  he*  thiis  begtiri. 
tio  LdHguage  catt  eiprefs  the  fmalteft  Part 
Of  what  I  feel*  arid  fltfFer  iff  my  Heart, '  " 
For  youj  Whom  beft  I  love  and  value  tnoft ; 
But  to  your  Service  Ibi&qu&Kh  my  Ghoft; 
Which  frons  this  mortal  Body  whefc  unty'd* 
tJnfeeif «  imhe&rd,  MVL  hover  at  ycfcr  Side ; 
Nor  fright  y<fu  Waking  nor  your  Sleep  offend^ 
But  wait  oftiewaK,  af^yote  Steps  attend: 
How  i  tetvl  Jor'd,  excufe  my  faultrmg  Tongue* 
My  Sprits  feeble*  an4  my  Pains  are  ftroftg : 
This  I  may  &fi  I  only  grieve  to  die 
Becaufe  I  lqfc  my  charming  Emily  ; 
To  die j  when  Hearst  hud  put  you  in  mf  Pow'ry 
Fate  could  not  cbufe  a  mote  malicious  Hour ! 
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What ,  greater  Carfe  could :ejivi(jus;  Fortune  give, 
Than  juft  tp  4*e,;  yht&l  bqgaQ  to  \jp9l. . :  .  , 
Vain  Men*  :how  vanilhing  a  BUfs  we  crave, 
Now  warm  in  Lpve,  now  withering  in  the;  Grave! 
Never,  O  never  more  t$  fee  the  Sun ! 
Still  dark,,  in, a  damp  Vault,  and  ftill  alone ! 
This  Fate  'is  common;  but  I  lofe  my  Breath 
Near  Blifs,  and  yet  not  blefs'd  before  my  Death. 
Farewell ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  Arms,  , 
*Tis  all  I  can  enjoy  of  all  y«ur  Charms  r 
This  Hand  I  cannot  but  in  Death  refign ; 
Ah,  could  I  live!  But  while  I  live  'tis  mine. 
I  feel  my  End  approach,  and  thus,  ei&brac'd, . 
Am  pleasVUo  die. ;  but  hear  nje  fpeak;nqy  l^ft. 
Ah!  my  fweet  Foe,  for  you,  ^nd  you  alone, 
I  broke  my  Faith,  with  injured  Tslamon.  rfoumis 
But  Love  the  Senfe  of  Right  and  Wrong  con- 
Strong  Love  and  proud  Ambition  have  no  Bounds. 
And  much  I  doubt,flmuld  Heav'n  my  Life  prolong, 
I  fliould  return  to  jufiififi.my  Wrong:     -  . 
For  while  my  forme?  Flames  remain  within> 
Rdpentance  is.  but  want  of  Pow'r  toiifl; 
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With  mortal  Hatred  I  purfu'd  his  Life, 
Nor  he*  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  Strife  j 
Nor  I,  but  as  I  lov'd :  Yet  all  combined, 
Your  Beauty,  and  my  Impotence  of  Mind ; 
And  his  concurrent  Flame,  that  blew  my  Fire;, 
For  flill  our  Kindred  Souls  had  one  Deftre. 
He  had  a  Moment's  Right  in  point  of  Time ; 
Had  I  feen  firft,  then  his  had  been  the  Crime. 
Fate  made  it  mine,  and  juftify'd  his  Right; 
Nor  holds  this  Earth  a  more  deferving  Knight, 
For  Virtue,  Valour,  and  for  Noble  Blood, 
Truth,  Honour,  all  that  is  compriz'd  in  Good ; 
So  help  me  Heav'n,  in  all  the  World  is  none 
So  worthy  to  be  lov'd  as  Talamox. 
He  loves  you  too ;  with  fuch  a  holy  Fire, 
As  will  not,  cannot  but  with  Life  expire: 
Our  vow'd  Affedions  both  have  often  try'd, 
Nor  any  Love  but  yours  could  ours  divide* 
Then  by  my  Loves  inviolable  Band, 
By  my  long  SufPring,  and  my  fhort  Command, 
If  e'er  you  plight  your  Vow$  when  I  am  gone, 
Have  Pity  on  the  faithful  Ta/amon. 
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This  was  his  laft;  for  Death  came  on  amain* 
And  exetcis'd  bdo w  his  Itoft  R^igh ; 
Then  upward*  to  the  Seat  of  Life  he  goes; 
Senfe  fiei  before  hiin*  what  hetoudi'd  he  froze: 
Yet  could  he  hot  his  cloftng  Eyes  withdraw, 
Though  lets  Mid  left  of  £«»7y  he  faw: 
So*  i^eechleft,  for  a  Httle  fpaoe  he  lay  *    rawa^ 
Then  graf^'d  the  Hand  he  held*  and  figh'd  his  Soiii 

But  whither  went  his  Soul*  let  fuch  relate 
Who  fearch  tfae.$&tets  of  the  future  State: 
Divines  can  fey  but  what  the&felves  believe) 
Strong  Proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonftrative : 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  Sides  nraft  agree, 
And  Faith  it  Mf  be  loft  m  Gertaintyt 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  fore  the  belt, 
To  fave  our  felves,  and  not  to  damn  the  reft. 
The  Soul  of  At  cite  went,  where  Heathens  go, 
W he  better  live  than  we,  tho'  left  they  know. 

In  TalatmH  a  manly  Grief  appears  j 
Silent,  tie  wept,  afta&Td  to  lhew  bis  Tfcars: 
£#tiii*  (nriek'd  but  once,  andtheftofttre&'d 
With  Sorrow*  funk  upon  her  LovW's  Breaft : 
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Till  Thefius  in  his  Arms  conveyed  with  Care, 
Far  from  fo  fad  a  Sight,  the  fwooaiqg  Fair. 
'Twere  lofe  of  Time  her  Sorrow  to  relate » 
111  hears  the  Sex  a  youthful  Lover's  Fate, 
When  jail  approaching  to  the  Nuptial  State, 
But  like  a  low-hung  Cloud,  it  rains  fo  raft, 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cafcnat  ldft. 
The  Face  of  Things  is  chang'd,  and  Athptt  hew. 
That  langh'd  fo  late,  becomes  the  Scene  of  Woe; 
Matrons  and  Maids,  both  Sexes,  ev'ry  State, 
With  Tears  lament  the  Knight's  untimely  Fate, 
Not  greater  Grief  in  falling  Trt>y  was  feea 
For  Heffar's  Death;  but  Heifer  was.  not  then, 
Old  Men  with  Duft  deform'd  their  hoary  Hair, 
The  Women  beat  their  Breafts,  their  Cheeks  &tf 

,    tear.  ,  ■    ;' 

Whywou'dft  thou  ga,  with  oneCpafeet  tbeyqryt 
When  thou  hadft  Gold  eaough,  aad  fymkjil 

JhefemMsslkViy  w|)o  f^otfd  have:  chgef'd  tji» 
Of  other*,:  wanted  now  the  tern*  Rejief.    ^n^ 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  Sob, 
Wba  various  Changes  of  the  World  hadkaownj 
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And  Grange  Viciffitudes  of  Human  Fate, 
Still  altering,  never  in  a  ftcady  State : 
Good  after  111,  and  after  Pain,  Delight  ; 
Alternate,  like  the  Scenes  of  Day  and  Night: 
Since  eyfry  Man  who  lives,  is  born  to  die, 
And  ncme  can  boaft  fincere  Felicity, 
With  equal  Mind,  what  happens,  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy,  nor  grieve  too  much  for  Things  beyond 

our  Care. 
Like  Pilgrims,  to  th' appointed  Place  we  tend ; 
The  World  Van  Inn,  and  Death  the  Journey's  End . 
Ev'n  Kings  but  play;  and  when  their  Part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worfe  or  better,  mount  the  Throne. 
'  With  Words  like  thefe  the  Crowd  was  fatisfy'd, 
And  fo  they  would  have  been,  had  Thefeus  dy'd. 

But  he,  their  King,  was  lab'ring  in  his  Mind, 
A  fitting  Place  for  FunVal  Pomps  to  find, 
Which  were  in  Honour  X>f  the  Dead  defign'd. 
And  after  long  Debate,  at  laft  he  found 
(As  Love  it  felf  had  mark'd  the  Spot  of  Ground) 
That  Grove  fo*  ever  green,  that  confeious  Lawnd, 
"^here  he  with  Talam*  fought  Hand  to  Hand : 
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That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  De  fires 
Withfoft  Complaints,  and  felt  hishotteft  Fires, 
There  other  Fiamts  might  wafte  his  Earthly  Part* 
And  burn  his  Limbs,  wihereiLove  bad  burn'd  his' 
jnLeart*. 
This  once  refolv'd,  the  Peafants-were  enjoin'd 
Sere  Wo6d,  and  Firs,  and  dpdder'd  Oaks  to  find. 
With  founding  Axes  to. the; Grove  they  go, 
Fell,  fplit,  and  lay  the  EewJel  on  a  Row, 
Vnkfrum  Food : :  A  'Bier  is  next  prepared, 
On  .which  ihelifelefsBoiiy  ihould  be  rear'd,  "■■:. 
Coyefd  Wifh^  Cloth  of  Gblat,  on  which  was  laid 
The  Corps  of  Arctic^  in  like  Robes  array M. 
White  Gloves  were  on  his  Hands,  and  onhis  H£ad 
A  Wreath  of  Laurel,  mix'd  wkh  Myrtle,  fpread. 
A  Sword  keen-edg'd  within  his  Right  he  held, 
The  warlike  Emblem  of  the  conquered  Field : 
Bare  was  his  manly  Vifage  on  the  Bier ; 
Menaced  his  Countenance ;  ev'n  in  Death  fevere. 
Then  to  the  Palace-Hall  they  bore  the  Knight, 
To  lie  in  folemn  State,  a  Publick  Sight. 
Groans,Cries,and  Howlingsfill  theGrowded  Place, 
And  unaffected  Sorrow  fate  on  ev'ry  Face. 
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Sad  Talamsn  above  the. neft appears, 
In  Sable  Garments,  dew'd  with  gufhing  Tears ':. 
tfis  Auttawji  Locks  on  either  Shoulder  flow'd, 
Which  fio  the  Fun<raljof  ;ihis  Friend  lift  row'd :  ' 
Put  Emily,  as  Chief,  was  next  his.  Side* '  - ' 
A  Virgin-Widotf ,  ivAxMmtmimg  Bride. 

And  that:  die*  Princely  Ohfequiet  might  b*  * 
Per fo^'d  according  co .his ^high  Degr«er 
The  Steed  chat  bore  him  living  to  the  Fight, 

Was  trapped  with  poliuVd  Steel,aU  flumng  bright, 
And  pover'd  with  fch' AiqbieviementKof theKnight. 
Tb$  Ridef s  rode  abrskft,  and  one  his  Shield, 
His  Lance  of  Cornel-wood  another  held; 
The  third  bis  Bow,  and  glbrious  to  behold, 
The  coftly  Quiver,  all  of  burnifiYd  Gold. 
The  Nobleft  of  the  Grecian*  next  appear, 
And  weeping,  on  tbeir  Shoulders  bore  the  Bier  \ 
Wnh  fober  Pace.they  rnarchM,  and  often  ftaid, 
And  thro'  the  Mailer-Street  the  Corps  conwyU 
The  Houfes  to  their  Tops  With  Blacl^  weiefpcead, 
And  ev'n  the  Elements  were  with  Mourning  hid. 
The  JUght-fide  of  the  Pall  old  .%««/ kept. 
And  on  the  Left  the  Rnyal  Tbefiui  w*pt : 
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Each  bore  a  Golden  Bowl  of  Work  Divine,r;.r  • 

Lwme, 

With  Honey  fiii*d,aftd  Miik,and  mix'd  with  ruddy 
Then  Talamn  the  Kinfnaan  of  the  Slain, 
And  After  him  appeared  th'Ilraftrious  Train: 

1 

To  grace  the  Pomp*  came  Etfitty  the  Bright* 
With  cover'd  Fire,  the  Fun'ral  Pile  to  light. 
With  High  Devotion  Was  the  Service  made* 
And  all  the  Juices  of  Pagan-Honour  paid : 
3o  lofty  was  the  Pile,  a  Tarthia*  Bow, 
•With  Vigour  drawn,  muft  fetid -the  Shaft  below. 
The  Bottom  was  full  twenty  Fathom  broad , 
With  crackling  Straw  beneath  in  due  Proportion 

ftrow'd. 
The  Fabrick  feem'd  a  Wood  of  rifing  Green, 
With  Sulphur  and  Bitumen  call  between, 
To  feed  theFlames :  TheTrees  were  unftuousFir,' 
And  Mountain- Am,  the  Mother  of  the  Spear ; 
The  Mourner  Eugh,  and  Builder  Oak  were  there:' 
The  Beech,  the  fwimming  Alder,  and  the  Plane,' 
Hard  Box,*nd  Linden  of  afofter  Grain,  r0T^n ! 
A$4l»aurels,whiGh  theGods  for  eonqu'ringChidS 
Htfwthey  were  rank'd,  fhall  reft  untold  by  me, 
With  namelefs  Nymphs  that  hVd  in  eY'ry  Tree; 
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Nor  how  the  Dryads,  anil  the  woodland  Train* 
DHherited,  ran  howling  o*e.r*he  Plain: 
Nor  how  the  Birds  to  foreign  Seats  repair'd,    ; 
Or  Beaits,  that  boltedout,and  faw  the  Foreft  bar'd : 
Nor  how  the  Ground,  now  clear'd,  with,  gaftly 

Fright 
Beheld  the  fuddenSun,  a  Stranger  to  the  Light. 

The  Straw,  as  firft  I  faid,  was  laid  below ; 
Of  Chips  and  Sere-wood,  was  the  fecond  Rj&w ; 
The  third  of  Greeqs,  and  Timber  newly  ielPd; 
The  fourth  high  Sr^ge  the  fragrant  Odour?  held, 
And,  pearls,  and  precious  Stones,  and  rich,  Array ; 
In  mid  ft  of  which,  embalm'd,  the  Body  lay. 
The.  Service  fung,  the  Maid  with  mourning  Eyes 
The  Stubble  fir^d ;  the  fmouldring  Flames  arife : 
This  Office  done,  flic  funk  upon  the  Ground;. 
But  what  flie  fppke,  recovered  from  her  Swoond, 
I  want  the  Wit  in  moving  Words  to  drefsj  r 
But  by  themfelves  the  tender  Sex  may  guefs. 
\#hile  the  devouring  Fire  was  burning  faft, 
I^tch  Jewels  in  the  Flame  theWealthy  caft  ;rtnreWj 
And  fome  their  Shields,  and 'fome  their  Lances 
And  ^ave  the  Warrior's  Ghoft*  Warrior's  Due. 
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Full  Bowls  of  Wine,of  Bony,  Milk,  and  Blood,i 

Were  pour'd  upon  the  Pile  of  burning  Wood,  \ 

And  hi  fling  Flames  receive,  and  hungry  lick  the  t 

Food.  j 

•   ■ 

Then  thrice  the  mounted  Squadrons  ride  around 
The  Fire,  and  Arciteh  Name  they  thrice  refound: 
Hail, and  farewel,they  fliouted  thrice  amain,raeam. 
Thrice  facing  to  the  Left,  and  thrice  they  tura'd 
Still  as  they  turn' d,theybeat  their  clatt'ring  Shields; 
The  Women  mix  their  Cries;  and  Clamour  fills  the 
The.warlikeWakescontinu'dalltheNight,^161^- 
And  fun'ral  Games  were  play'd  at  new-returning 

Light: 
Who  naked  wreftled  bed,  befmear'd  with  Oil.   ■ 
Or  who  with  Gantlets  gave  or  took  the  Foil, 
I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  wou'd  you  attend ;    .    ;  r 
Buf  briefly  hafte  to  my  long  Story's  End. 

I.pafs  the  reft;  the  Year  was  fully  mourn'd, 
And  Talamon  long  fince  to  Thebes  return'd, 
When,  by  the  Grecians  general  Confent, 
At  Athens  The  feus  held  hrs  Parliament : 
Among  the  Laws  that  pafs'd  ,i  t  was  decreed,  rfree(j 
That  conquered  %bfkes  from  Bondage  fliou/d  be 
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Referring  Homage  to  t\?  Athenian  Throne, 
To  which  the  Sov'reign  fummonM  TaUmoti. 
Unknowing  of  the  Caufe,  he  took  his  Way, 
Mournful  in  Mind,and  (till  in  black  Array.  rf-.  , 

The  Monarch  mounts  the  Throne,  and  placed  on 
Commands  into  the  Court  the  beauteous  Entity: 
So  calPd,  fht  came ;  the  Senate  rofe,  and  paid 
Becoming  Rev'renct  to  the  Royal  Maid. 
And  firft  (oft  Whifpws  through  '&• Affembly  went : 
With  filent  Wonder  then  they  wateh'd  th1  Event ; 
All  hufiVd,  the  Kitagarofe  with  awful  Grace, 
DeepThoughe  was  in  his  Breaft,  and  Counfd  in  his 
At  length  he  figh'd ;  and  having  firft  prepaf'd^06, 
TV  attentive  Audience,  thus  hi*  Will  deelar'd. 

The  Caufe  and  Spring  of  Motion,  from  above 
Hung  down  on  Earth  the  golden  Chain  of  Love? 
Great  was  th'  Effeft,  and  high  was  his  Intent, 
When  Peace  among  the  jarring  Seeds  he  font. 
Fire,FIoo^and  Earth,  and  Air  by  this  were  bound, 
And  Love,  the  efcinraon  Link,  tke  new  Creation 

crowri'd.  " '     •  ■    •>'       -  ■  >   <  ■■  • 
The^hain  ffill  holds ;  for  though  the  Forms  4ecay, 
Eternal  Matter  neVer  wears  away. 
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The  fame  fir  it  Mover  certain  Bounds  has  placed, 
How  long  thofe  perifliable  Forms  Jhall  kft; 
Nor  can  they  hft  beyond  the  Time  affign'd 
By  that  All-feeing,  and  All-making  Mind : 
Shorten  their  Hours  they  may ;  for  Will  is  free1; 
But  never  pafs  th'  appointed  Deftiny. 
So  Men  oppre&'d,  when  weary  of  their  Breath, 
Throw  off  the  Burden,  and  fubborn  their  Death. 
Then  fincethofc  Forms  begin ,  and  have  their  End, 
On  fome  unaltered  Caufe  they  lure  depend :     ' 
Parts  of  the  Whole  are  we;  but  God  the  Whole; 
Who  gives  us  Life,  and  animating  Soul. 
For  Nature  cannot  from  a  Part  derive 
That  Being,  which  the  Whole  can  only  give : 
He  perfect,  ftable ;  but  imperfed  we, 
Subje&  to  Change,  and  difPrent  in  Degree. 
Plants,  Beafts,and  Man;  and  as  our  Organs  are* 
We  more  or  lefs  of  his  Perfe&ibn  {hare. 
But  by  a  long  Defcent,  th' Ether ial  Fire 
Corrupts ;  and  Forms,  the  mortal  Bart,  expire  i 
As  he  withdraws  his  Virtue*  fo  they  pafs, 
And  the  fame  Matter  makes  another  Mafs : 

t 
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ThisLaw  th'Omnifcient  Pow'r  waspleas'd  to  give, 
That  eV*ry  Kind  Jhould  by  Succeflion  live ; 
That  Individuals  die,  his  Will  ordains; 
The  propagated  Species  itill  remains. 
The  Monarch-Oak,  the  Patriarch  of  the  Trees, 
Shoots  rifing  up,  and  fpreads  by  flow  Degrees : 
Three  Centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  flays, 
Supreme  in  State ;  and  in  three  more  decays : 
So  wears  the  paving  Pebble  in  the  Street, 
And  Towns  andTowVs  their  fatal  Periods  meet, 
So  Rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lye,       r , 

Forfaken  of  their  Springs ;  and  leave  their  Channtis 
So  Man,  at  firft  a  Drop,  dilates  with  Heat, 
Then  form'd,  the  little  Heart  begins  to  beat ; 
Secret  he  feeds,  unknowing  in  the  Cell; 
At  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  Shell, 
And  druggies  into  Breath,  and  cries  for  Aid ; 
Then,  helplefs,  in  his  Mother  s  Lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walks,  and  ifluing  into  Man, 
Grudges  their  Life,  from  whence  his  own  began. 
Retchlefs  of  Laws,  affefts  to  rule  alone, 
Anxious  to  reign,  and  rcftlefs  on  the  Throne : 
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Firft  vegetive,  then  feels,  and  reafons  laft; 
Rich  of  Three  Souls,  and  lives  all  three  to  wafte. 
Some  .thus ;  butthoufandsmoreiaJQow'rQfAge: 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  Stage. 
Sunk  in  the  firft,  in  Battel  fome  are  '{lain, 
And  others  whelm'd  beneath  the  ftormy  Main. 
What. makes  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  King, 
At  whofe  Command  we  perifh,  and  we  fpring? 
Then  'tis  our  beft,  fince  thus  ordain'd  to  die, 
To  make  a  Virtue  of  Neceffity.  ■:    :    "     ' 

Take  what  he  gives,  fince  to  rebel  is  vain ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  fuftain: 
And  cou'd  we  chufe  the  Time,  and  chufe  aright, 
'Tis  beft  to  die,  our  Honour  at  the  height. 
When  we  have  done  our  Anceftors  no  Shame, 
But  ferv'd  our  Friends,  and  well  fecur'd  our  Fame ; 
Then  fhould  we  wifh  our  happy  Life  to  clofe, 
And  leave  no  more  for  Fortune  to  difpofe : 
So  fhould  we  make  our  Death  a  glad  Relief, 
From  f utureShame,from  Sicknefs,and  from  Grief: 
Enjoying  while  we  live  the  prefent  Hour, 
And  dying  in  our  Excellence,  and  Flow'r. 
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Then  round  our  Death- bed  ev'ry  Friend  Jhoa'd  fun, 
And  joy  us  of  our  Conqueft,  early  won :       . 
While  the  malicious  World  with  envious  Tear* 
Shoti'd  grudge  our  happy  End,  and  wilh  ittheirs. 
Since  then  oar  Jtrcite  is  with  Honour  dead, 

t 

Why&ou'd  we  moorn,  that  he  fofoouis  freed  I 

Or  call  ttntioiely>  what  the  Gods  decreed  ? 

With  Grief  as  juft,  a  Friend  may  be  deptot'd, 

From  a  foul  Prifeit  to  free  Air  reftor'd.    - 

Ought  he  'to  thank  his  Kkiffean,  or  his  Wife* 

Cou'd  Tears  recall  him  into  wretched  Life) 

Their  Sorrow  hurts  thetnfehres ;  on  him  is  loft  ? 

And  worfe  than  both,  offends  his  happy  Ghoft. 

What  then  remains,  but  after  paft  Annoy, 

To  take  the  good  Viciffitude  of  Joy? 

7b  thank  the  gracious  Gods  for  what  they  give, 

Poflcfs  our  Souls,  and  while  we  live,  to  live  ? 

Ordain  we  then  two  Sorrows  so  combine, 

And  in  one  Point  th'  Extremes  of  Grief  to  join; 

That  thence  r efuking  jfoy  may  be  renetr'd, 

As  jarring  Notes  in  Harmony  conclude. 

Then  I  ptopofe,  that  <P»lomou  ihall  be 

In  Marriage  join'd  with  beauteous  Emily, 

For 
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For  which  already  I  have  gain'd  th'  Aflent 
Of  my  free  People  in  foil  Parliament*. 
Long  Love  to  her  has  born  the  faithful  Knight, 
And  well  deferv'd,  had  Fortune  done  him  Right: 
'Tis  time  to  mend  her  Fault  j  fince  Entity 
By  Arcite^  Death  from  former  Vows  is  free : 
If  you,  Fair  Sifter,  ratifie  th' Accord* 
And  take  him  for  your  Husband,  and  your  Lord, 
'Tis  no  Difhonour  to  confer  your  Grace 
On  one  defcended  from  a  Royal  Race : 
And  were  he  lefs*  yet  Years  of  Servicepaft 
From  grateful  Souls  exa<S  Reward  at  laft: 
Pity  is  Heav'ns  and  yours :  Nor  can  me  find 
A  Throne  fo  foft  as  in  a  Woman's  Mind. 

He  faid ;  flie  bluih'd ;  and  as  o'eraw'd  by  Might, 
Seem'd  to  give  The  feus  t  what  flie  gave  the  Knight. 
Then  turning  to  the  Thebani  thus  he  faid ; 
Small  Arguments  are  needful  to  perfuade 
Your  Temper  to  comply  with  my  Command ; 
And  fpeaking  thus,  be  gave  Emilia's  Hand. 
Smil'd  Venus i  to  behold  her  own  true  Knight") 
Obtain  the  Conqueft,  though  he  loft  the  Fight,  I 

And  blefs'd  with  Nuptial  Blifs  the  fweet  labori- 


ous Night.  I 
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Eros,  and  dnteros,  oo  either  Side,  TBride  * 

One  fir'd  the;&ridegroonj,  and  one  warm'd  the 
And  long-attending  Hymen  from  above 
Showr'd  on  the  Bed  the  whole  Idalian  Grove. 
All  of  a  Teoour  was  their  After-Life, 
No  Qay  difeolour'd  with  Doraeftick  Strife ; 
No  Jealoufie,  but  mutual.  Truth  belie  vM,, 
Secure  Repofe,  and  Kindnefs  undeceived. 
Thus  Heav'n,  beyond  the  Compafs  of  hisThought, 
Sent  him  the  Bkfling  he  fo  dearly  bought. 

So  may  the  Queen  of  Love  long  Duty  blefs, 
And  all  hue  Lovers  nod  the  fame  Succeft. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Book. 


To  my  HonourM  Kinfman, 

JOHN  DRIVEN, 

OF 

Chefterton  in  the  County  of 

Huntingdon,  Efq; 

3W  Befittis  He.wholeadsa  Country 

Life, 
|  Unvex'd  with  anxiousCares,and  void 
of  Strife ! 

Who  itadying  Peace,  and  (hunning  Civil  Rage, 
Enjoy 'd  his  Youth,  and  now  enjoys  his  Age: 
All  who  deferve  his  Love,  he  makes  his  own; 
And,  to  be  lov'd  himfelf,  needs  only  to  be  known. 
Juft,  Good,  and  Wife,  contending  Neighbours') 
come'  ft 

From  ydnr  Award,  to-wait  their  final  Doom  j       C 
And,  Foes  before*  return  in  Friendftip  hom«. J 
■■<■  ■■■■!» 


ign'd,     \ 
ind ;      £ 
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Without  their  Coft,  you  terminate  the  Caufe; 
And  fave  th'  Expence  of  long  Litigious  Laws: 
Where  Suits  are  travers'd ;  and  fo  little  won, 
That  he  who  conquers,  is  but  laft  undone: 
Such  are  not  your  Decrees ;  but  fo  defign'd, 

The  Sanftion  leaves  a  lading  Peace  behind 
Like  your  own  Soul,  Serene;  a  Pattern 
your  Mind. 

Promoting  Concord,  and  compofing  Strife, 
Lord  of  your  felf,  uncumber'd  with  a  Wife ; 
Where,  for  a  Year,  a  Month,  perhaps  a  Night, 

* 

Long  Penitence  fucceeds  a  fhort  Delight : 
Minds  are  fo  hardly  match'd,  that  ev'n  the  firft, 
Though  pair'd  byHeav'n,  in  Paradife,  were  curs'd. 
For  Man  and  Woman,  though  in  one  they  grow, 
Yet,  firft  or  laft,  return  again  to  Two. 
He  to  God's  Image,  She  to  His  was  made ; 
So,  farther  from  the  Fount,  the  Stream  at  random 
ftray'd. 
How  cou'd  He  ftand ,  when  put  to  double  Pain, 
He  muft  a  Weaker  than  himfelf  fuftain! 
Each  might  have  flood  perhaps ;  but  each  alone ; 

«  » 

Two  Wreftlers  help  to  pull  each  other  down. 
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Not  that  my  Verfewou'd  blemifh  all  the  Fair  ;j 
But  yet,  iffome  bebad,'tis  Wifdomto  beware;  I 
And  better  fliun  the  Bait,  than  ilruggle  in  the  I 

Snare.  j 

Thus  have  you  (hunn'd,  and  ftiun  the  marry 'd  State, 
Trufting  as  little  as  you  can  to  Fate. 

No  Porter  guards  the  Paflage  of  your  Door ; 
T'admit  the  Wealthy,  and  exclude  the  Poor:  A 
For  God,  who  gave  the  Riches,  gave  the  Heart 
Tofanftifie  the  Whole,  by  giving  Part  s  [^vtousIi t9 
Heav'n,  who  forefaw  the  Will,  the  Means  has 
And  to  the  fecond  Son,  a  Bleffing  brought : 
The  Firft-begotten  had  his  Father's  Share  * 
But  you,'  like  Jacob*  are  Rebecca's  Heir. 

So  may  your  Stores,  and  fruitful  Fields  ihcreafe ; 
And  ever  be  you  blefs'd,  who  live  to  blefs. 
As  Ceres  fow'd,  where-e'er  her  Chariot  flew ; 
As  Heav'n  in  Defarts  rain'd  the  Bread  of  Dew, 
So  free  to  Many,  to  Relations  moft, 
You  feed  with  Manha  your  own  I/rael-Hofk. 

With  Crowds  attended  of  your  ancient  Race, 
You  feektheChampiau-Sports,  or  Sylvan-Cbaqe; 
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With  well-breath'd  Beagles,  you  furround  the 

Wood ; 
Ev'n  then,  induftrious  of  the  common  Good : 
And  often  have  you  brought  the  wily  Fox 
To  fuflfer  for  the  Firftlings  of  the  Flocks ; 
Chas'd  ev'n  amid  the  Folds ;  and  made  to  bleed, 
Like  Felons,  where  they  did  the  murd'rousDeed. 
This  fiery  Game,  your  aclive  Youth  maintain'd : 
Not  yet,  by  Years  extiaguifh'd,  though  reftrain'd : 
You  feafon  ftill  with  Sports  your  ferious  Hours  ; 
For  Age  but  taftes  of  Pleafures,  Youth  devours. 
The  Hare,  in  Paftures  or  in  Plains  is  found* 
Emblem  of  human  Life,  who  runs  the  Round ; 
And,  after  all  his  wand'ring  Ways  are  done, 
His  Circle  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun, 

Juft  as  the  Setting  meets  the  Rifiag  Sun. 

Thus  Princes  eafe  their  Cares :  But  happier  he, 
Who  feeks  not  Pleafure  thro*  Neceffify, 
Than  fuch  as  once  on  flipp'ry  Thrones  were  plac'd ; 
And  chafing,  figh  to  think  themfelves  are  chas'd. 

So  liv'd  our  Sires,  ere  Dolors  learn'd  to  kill, 
And  multiply'd  with  theirs,  the  Weekly  BUI. 
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The  firft  Phyficians  by  Debauch  were  made: 
Excefs  began,  and  Sloth  fuftains  the  Trade. 
Pity  the  gen'rous  Kind  their  Cares  beftow 
To  fearch  forbidden  Truths ;  (a  Sin  to  know :) 
To  which,  if  human  Science  cou'd  attain, 
The  Doom  of  Death,  pronounced  by  God,  were 
In  vain  the  Leech  wou'd  interpofe  Delay ;    "-vain« 
Fate  fattens  firft,  and  vindicates  the  Prey. 
What  Help  from  Arts  Endeavours  can  we  hare!  } 
GuiMoHs  but  guefles,  nor  is  fure  to  fave :  ( 

ButMaums  fweeps  Whole  Parifhes,  and  Peoples 
ev'ry  Grave.  J 

And  no  more  Mercy  to  Mankind  will  ufe, 
Than  when  he  robb*d  and  murder'd  Maro\  Mufe. 
Wou'dft  thou  be  foon  difpatch'd,and  perifli  whole  ? 
Truft  Maurus  with  thy  Life,«ndJtf-#— r n  with  thy 

SouK  [Food ; 

By  Chace  our  long-liv'd  Fathers  earn'd  their 

Toil  fining  the  Nerves,  and  purify'd  the  Blood: 

But  we,  their  Sons,  a  pamper'd  Race  of  Men, 

Acre  dwindled  down  to  threefcore  Years  and  ten. 

Better  to  hunt  in  Fields,  for  Health  unbqught, ' 

Than  fee  the  Doctor  for  a  naufeous  Draught, 
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The  Wife,  for  Cure,  on  Exercife  depend ; 
God  never  made  his  Work,  for  Man  to  mend. 

The  Tree  of  Knowledge,  once  in  £<&«plac'd, 
Was  eafie  found,  but  was  forbid  the  Tafte: 
O,  had  our  Grandfire  walk'd  without  his  Wife, 
He  firft  had  fought  the  better  Plant  of  Life ! 
Now,  both  are  loft:  Yet,  wandring  in  the  dark, 
Phyficians  for  the  Tree,  have  found  the  Bark  : 
They,  labVing  for  Relief  of  Human  Kind, 
With  fharpen'd  Sight  fome  Remedies  may  find ;' 
Th1  Apothecary-Train  is  wholly  blind. 
From  Files,  a  Random-ito-//*  they  take, 
And  Many  Deaths  of  One  Prefcription  make. 
Garths  generous  as  his  Mufe,  prefcribes  ancf  gives ; 
The  Shop-man  fells ;  and  by  Deftru&iqn  lives: 
Ungrateful  Tribe  !  who,  like  the  Viper's  Brood, 
From  Med'cine  ifluing,fuck  their  Mother's  Blood ! 
Let  Thefe  obey ;  and  let  the  Learn'd  prefcribe ; 
That  Men  may  die,  without  a  double  Bribe : 
Let  Them,  but  under  their  Superiors  kill ; 
When  Doftors  firft  have  fign'd  the  bloody  Bill: 
He  fcapes  the  beft,  who  Nature  to  repair,  r  * . 
Draws  Phyfick  from  the  Fields, inDraughts  of  Vital 
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You  hoardnot  Health,  far  your  own  private  Ufe  > 
But  On  the  Publick  fpend  the  rich  Produce. 
When,  often  urg'd,  unwilling  to  be  Great, 
-Your  Country  calls  you  from  your  lov'd  Retreat, 
And  fends  to  Senates,  chared  with  Comnmri  Care, 
Which  none  more  Jhuns ;  and  none  can  better  bear. 
Wfrere  cou'd  they  find  another  form'd  fo  fit, 
Topoife,  with  folid  Senfe,  a  fpritely  Wit! 
Were  thefe  both  wanting,  (as  they  both  abound) 
Where  cou'd  fo  firm  Integrity  be  found  ? 

Well-born,  and  Wealthy ;  wanting  no  Support, 
You  fleer  betwixt  the  Country  and  the  Court : 
Nor  gratifie  whatever  the  Great  defire, 
Nor  grudging  give,  what  Publick  Needs  require. 
Part  muft  be  left,  a  Fund  when  Foes  invade ; 
And  Part  employ'd  to  roll  the  Watry  Trade : 
Ev'n  Canaan's  happy  Land,  when  worn  with  Toil, 
Required  a  Sabbath- Year,to  mend  the  meagreSoU. 

Good  Senators,  (and  fuch  are  you,) .  fo  give, 
That  Kings  may  be  fupply'd,  the  People  thrive. 
And  He,  when  Aidant  requires,  is  truly  Wife, 
Who  flights  not  Foreign  Aids,  nor  over-buys ;] 
But,on  purNativeStrengtb,in  time  of  Need,relies. 
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Munfier  was  bought,  we  boaft  not  the  Snccefs ; 
Who  fights  for  Gain,  for  greater,  makes  his  Peace, 
Our  Foes,  compelPd  by  Need,  have  Peace  em- 
The  Peace  bothParties  want,is  like  to  laft  :Cbrac'd ' 
Which^if  fecure,  fecurely  we  may  trade; 
Or,  not  fecure,  ftiou'd  never  have  been  made. 
Safe  in  our  felves,  while  on  our  felves  we  ftand, 
The  Sea  is  ours,  and  that  defends  the  Land. 
Be,  then,  the  Naval  Stores  the  Nation's  Care, 
New  Ships  to  build,  and  batter'd  to  repair. 
r   Obferve  the  War,  in  evVy  Annual  Courfe ; 
What  has  been  done,  was  done  with  Britijb  Force : 
Namur  Subdu'd,  is  England's  Palm  alone ; 
The  Reft  befiegM ;  but  we  ConftrainM  the  Town ; 
We  faw  th'  Event  that  followed  our  Succefs ; 
Fr*»f  *,though  pretending  Arms,purfu'd  thePeaee; 
Oblig'd,  by  onefole  Treaty,  to  reftore 
What  Twenty  Years  of  War  had  won  before. 
Enough  for  Europe  has  our  Albion  fought : 
Let  us  enjoy  the  Peace  our  Blood  has  bought. 
When  once  the  Terjian  King  was  put  to  Flight, 
The  weary  Mace  dons  refusM  to  fight: " 
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Themfelves  their  own  Mortality  confefs'd ; 
And  left  the  Son  of  Jove,  to  quarrel  for  the  reft. 

fifty  Victors  are  by  Victories  nndone; 
Thus  Hannibal,  with  Foreign  Laurels  won, 
ToCtrtbagewM  recaH'd,too  late  to  keep  his  own. 
"While  fore  of  Battel,  while  our  Wounds  are  green, 
Why  ihou'd  we  tempt. the  doubtful  Dye  age»? 
In  Wars  renew'd,  "uncertain  of  Succefs, 
Sure  of  a  Share,,  as  Umpires  pf  the  Peace. 

A  Patriot,  both  the  King  and  Country  fervee  t 
Prerogative,  and  Privilege  prefcrves: 
Of  Each,  our  Laws  the  certain  Limit  fliow ; .  . 
One  mull  not  ebb,  nor  t'other  overflow: 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Parliament  we  Hand ; 
The  Barriers  of  the  State  on  either  Hand : , 
May  neither  overflow,  for  then  they  drown  thej 

Land, 

When  both  are  full,  they  feed  our  blefs'd  Abode; 
Like  thofe,  that  water'd  once,the  Paradife  of  God. 

Some  Overpoife  of  Sway,  by  Turns  they  lhare ; 
In  Peace  the  People,  and  the  Prince  in  War : 
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Confuls  of  mod'rate  Pow'r  in  Calms  were  made; 
When  the  Gauls  came,  one.  fole  Di&atorfway'd. 

Patriots,  in  Peace,  aflert  the  Peoples  Right ; 
With  noble  Stubbornnefs  refilling  Might: 
No  Lawlefs  Mandates  from  the  Court  receive, 
Nor  lend  by  Force ;  but  in  a  Body  give. 
Such  was  your  gen'rous  Grandfire ;  free  to  grant 
In  Parliaments,  that  weigh'd  their  Prince's  Want : 
But  fo  tenacious  of  the  Common  Caufe, 
As  not  to  lend  the  King  againft  his  Laws. 
And,  in  a  loathfom  Dungeon  doom'd  to  lie, 
In  Bonds  retain'd  his  Birthright  Liberty, 
And  fham'd  Oppreffion,  till  it  fiat  him  free. 

O  true  Defcendent  of  a  Patriot  Line,    r^ me 
Who,  while  thou  fliar'ft  their  Luftre,  lend'ft  'em 
Vouchfafe  this  PicTure  of  thy  Soul  to  fee ; 
'Tis  fo  far  Good,  as  it  refembles  thee: 
The  Beauties  to  th'  Original  I  owe ; 
Which,  when  I  mifs,  my  own  Defects  I  fliow: 
Nor  think  the  Kindred-Mufes  thy  Difgrace ; 
A  Poet  is  not  born  in  ev'ry  Race. 


'■"        :Johk  Bridin,  Eff,         i~i; 
Two  of  a  Houfe,  few  Ages  can  afford  i 
One  to  perform,  another  to  record. 
Praife-worthy  Actions  are  by  thee  embrac'd ; 
And  'tis  my  Praife,  to  make  thy  Praifes  laft. 
For  ev'n  when  Death  diffolves  our  HuraanFrame, ~ 
The  Soul  returns  to  Heav'n,from  whence  it  came  j  C 
Earthkeeps  the  Body,  Verfe  preferres  the  Fame.} 
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Oat  of  the  Eighth  Book,  of 

Ovid's   Metamorpbofis. 


Connexion-  to  the  former  Story. 

Ovid,  having  told  how  Thefeus  bad  freed  Athens 
from  the  Tribute  of  Children,  {which  was  im- 
posed on  them  by  Minos  King  of  Creta)  by  kil- 
ling the  Minotaur,  here  makes  a  "Digrejpon  to 
the  Story  of  Melcsger  and  Atalanta,  which  is 
one  of  the  mojt  inartificial  Connexions  in  all  the 
Metamorphofes :  For  be  only  fays*  that  The- 
feus obtain" d  Juch  Honour  from  that  Combate, 
that  all  Greece  had  recourfe  to  him  in  their 
Neceffities ;  and,  amnngft  others,  Calydon ; 
though  the  Heroe  of  that  Country,  Trinre  M«- 
Icager,  was  then  living. 
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jjROM  him,  the  Ctkimims  fought 

Relief; 
j  Though  valiant  Mekagras  was  their 
Chief.' 

The  Caufe,  a  Boar,  who  ravag'd  far  and  near : 
Of  Cynthia's  Wrath,  th' avenging  MinHler. 
For  Oeneus  with  Autumnal  Plenty  blefs'd, 
By  Gifts  to  Heav'n  his  Gratitude  exprefs'd: 
Cull'd  Sheafs,  to  Ceres \  to  Lyans,  Wine;      -s 
To  Pan,  and  Pales,  offer'd  Sheep  and  Kine ;    v 
And  Fat  of  Olives,  to  Minerva's  Shrine.         J 
Beginning  from  the  Ratal  Gods,  his  Hand 
Was  lib'ral  to  the  Pow'rs  of  high  Command : 
Each  Deity  in  ev'ry  Kind  was  blefs'd, 
Till  at  'Diana's  Fane  th'invidious  Honour  ceas'd. 
Wrath  touches  ert  the  Gods ;  the  Queen  of 
Night 
Fir'd  with  Difdain,  and  jealous  of  her  Right, 
Unhonour'd  though  I  am,  at  leaf},  faid  the, 
Not  unreveng'd  that  impious  Ad  mall  be. 
Swift  as  the  Word,  Die  fped  the  Boar  away, 
With  Charge  on  thofe  devoted  Fields  to  prey. 
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No  larger  Bulls  th*  ^Egyptian  Paftures  feed* 
And  none  fo  large  Sicilian  Meadows  breed : 
His  Eye-balls  glare  with  Fire  fuffus'd  with  Blo6d  j 
His  Neck  fhoots  up  a  thick-fet  thorny  Wood ; 
His  briftled  Back  a  Trench  impal'd  appears, 
And  (lands  ere&ed,  like  a  Field  of  Spears. 
Froth  fills  his  Chaps,  he  fends  a  grunting  Sound, 
And  part  he  churns,  and  part  befoams  the  Ground. 
For  Tusks  with  Indian  Elephants  he  ftrove, 
And  Jove's  ownThuhder  from  his  Mouth  he  drove* 
He  burns  the  Leaves;  the  fcorchingBlaft  invades 
The  tender  Corn,  and  fhrivels  up  the  Blades: 
Or  fufPring  not  their  yellow  Beards  to  rear* 
He  tramples  down  the  Spikes,  and  intercepts  the 

Year. 
In  vain  the  Barns  expeft  their  promised  Load, 
Nor  Barns  at  ho  me,  nor  Reeks  are  heapM  abroad  : 
In  vain  the  Hinds  the  Threfliing-Floor  prepare, 
And  exercife  their  Flails  in  empty  Air. 
With  Olives  ever-green  the  Ground  is  ftrow'd, 
And  Grapes  ungather'd  ftied  their  gen'rous  Blood, 
Amid  the  Fold  he  rages,  nor  the  Sheep     n^p 
Their  Shepherds,  nor  the  Grooms  their  Bulls  can 

*  From 
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From  Fields  to  Walls  the  frighted  Rabble  run, 
Nor  think  themfelves  fecure  within  the  Town: 
Till  Meleagrosi  and  his  chofen  Crew, 
Contemn  the  Danger,  and  the  Praife  purfue. 
Fair  Leda's  Twins  (in  time  to  Stars  decreed) 
One  fought  on  Foot,  one  curb'd  the  fiery  Steed  j 
Then  iflutt  forth  fam'd  Jafin  after  Thefe, 
Who  mann'd  the  foremoft  Ship  that  fail'd  the  Seas ; 

t 

Then  Thefeus  join'd  with  bold  Perithous  pame ; 
A  fingle  Concord  in  a  double  Name^ 
The  Thefiian  Sons,  Idas  who  fwiftly  ran, 
And  Ceneusy  once  a  Woman,  now  a  Man. 
Iynceus,  with  Eagles  Eyes,  and  Lion's  Heart ; 
Leucipfus)  with  his  never-erring  Dart ; 
Acajtus,  Thileusy  Ph<enix>  Telamon, 
Echiotij  Lelex,  and  Eurytion, 
Achilles*  Father,  and  Great  Phocus*  Son ; 
^Dryas  the  Fierce,  and  Hipfajus  the  Strong; 
With  twice  old  Iolas,  and  Nejlor  then  but  young. 
Laertes  adHve,  and  Ancaus  bold ; 
Mop/us  the  Sage,  who  future  Things  foretold ;[ 
And  t'other  Seer,  yet  by  his  Wife  *  unfold. 

K 

*  Amphiarus. 
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A'thbtifahd  others. ef  itfiftrbttd  F&me ; 
Among  th6  reft*  fair  AtMM*  ciflkf, 
Grace  of  the  Woods :  A  I&ainoftd  Buckfe  botttkf 
Her  Veft  rjeMtfd,  that  elfe  fiad  flowed  ifpoft  the 

Gfoliftdr 
And  ffie  Wd  her  bttsfeiTd  L*fcs?  Iter  Head  Was  bare, 
But  fortH**  Kalive  OfWmfttf  of  Hair;   > 
Which  in  ft  fimpte  Kftot  Wtf*  ty'd  *bove\ 
Sweet  NegTigeflce !  unfttfed&l  Bait  .of  Love ! 
Her  founding  QuiVe*v;  ;«te  her  Shoulder  ty'd, 
One  Hand  a  Dart*  and  ofte  a  Bow  fuppfy'd. 
Such  was  her  Face»  wMh-k  ftymph  difptey'd 
A  fair  fierce  Boy,  or  in  a  &ty  betraf d 
The  blufhirig  Beauties  of  a  modeft  Maid. 
The  Caledonidk  Chief  at  onde  the  Dame 
Beheld,  at  once  his  Heart  receiv'd  the  Flame, 
"V^ith  HeaV'ns  averfe.  O  happy  Youth,  he  cry'd^ 
For  whom  thy  Fates  referve  fo  fair  a  Bride ! 

» 

He  figtfd,  and  had  no  leifure  more  to  fay ; 
His  Honour  call'd  his  Eyes  another  way, 
And  forc'd  him  to  purfue  the  how  neglected  Prey  J 
There  ftood  a  Foreft  on  a  Mountain's  Brow, 
Which  over-look'd  the  flraded  Plains  below. 
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He  founding  Ax  prefum'd  thofe  Trees  to  bite ; 
Coeval -wit!)  the  World,  a  venerable  Sight. 
The  Herors  there  arriv'd,  fotaefpread  around  i 
The  Toils;  torn?  fearch  the  Footfteps  an  the  I 
Ground:  i 

Some  froin  theOhains  the  faithful  Dogs  unbound,  j  ] 
Of  Adion  eager*  and  V»*««*  in  Thought, 
The  Chiefs  their  honourable  Danger  fought: 
A  Valley  (food,  below ;  the  common  Draia 
Of  Waters  from  above,  and  filing  Raia: 
The  Bottom  was  a  moift  antf  marihy  Ground, 
Whofe  Edges  were  with  bending  Qziers  crown'd : 
The  Knotty  Eolrulh  ne«|  ia  Order  flood,   . 
Affd  all  within  of  Reeds  a*r«»bHog  Wqq<J.  Famain 
From  hefiCe  the  Boar  wa,s  raws'd.,  aodfprung 
Like  Lightning  fitdden,  00/fbe  Warrior-Train, 
Beats  down  the  Trees  before  him,  frames' the! 
Ground,  £ 

The  Foreft  echoes  to  the  crackling  Sound ;   /  C 
Shout  the  6CTceYouth,andCkmour$  ring  around.  J 
Aft  flood  with  their  protended  Spears  prcpar'd, 
With  broad  Steel  Beads'  the  brandiuYd  Wea- 
pons glar'd.  K  ^ 
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The  Bea ft  impetuous  with  his  Tusks  afide 
Deals  glancing  Wounds;  the  fearful  Dogs  divide : 
All  fpend  their  Mouth  aloof,  but  none  abide, 
Echion  threw  the  firft,  but  mifs'd'his  Mark, 
And  ftuck  his  Boar-fpear  on  a  Maple's  Bark. 
Then  J  a/an  i  and  his  Javelin  feem'd  to  take, 
But  faird  with  Over-force,  and  wliiz'd  above  his 

Back. 
Mop  fur  was  next ;  but  ere  he  threw,  addrefs'd 
To  Tha>bus>  thus:  6  Patron,  help  thy  Prieft: 
If  I  adore,  and  ever  have  ador'd    ' 
Thy  Pow'r  Divine,  tny-prefent  Aid  afford ; 
That  I  may  reach  the  Beaft.  The  God  allow'd 
His  Pray'r,  and  failing;  gave  him  what  he  cou'd : 
He  reach'd  the  Savage,  but  no  Blood  he  drew, 
T>ian  unarm'd  the  Javelin  as  it  flew. 

Thischaf'cl  the  Boar,  his  Noftrils  Flames  expire, 
And  his  red  Eye-balls  roll  with  living  Fire. 
Whirl'd  from  a  Sling,  or  from  an  Engine  thrown, 
Amid  the  Foes,  fo  flies  a  mighty  Stone/ 
As  flew;  the  Beaft:  Toe  Left  Wing  put  to  flight, 
Th*  Chiefs  o'cr-born,  he  rufhes  on  the  Right. 


■  .       -1 
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Empafamos  and  Telagon  he  laid 
In  Duft^nd  next  toDeath,but  for  theirFellpws  Aid. 
.Omfmus  far'd  worfe,  prepar'd  to  fly,   . 
Hie  fatal  Fang  drove  deep  within  his  Thigh, 
And  cut  the  Nerves:  The  Nerves  no  more  fuftairi 
The  Bulk;  the  Bulk  unprop'd,falls  headlong  on  the 
Nejlcr  hid  fail'd  the  Fail  otTroy  to  fee,  tPlaiik 
But  leaning  on  his  Lance,  he  vaulted  on  a  Tree; 
Then  gathering  up  his  Feetjook'd  down  with  Fear, 
And  thought  his  monftrous  Foe  was  {till  too  near. 
Againft  a  Stump  his  Tusk  the  Monfter  grinds, 
And  in  the  fharpen'd  Edge  new  Vigour  finds ; 
Then,  trailing  to  his  Arms,  young  OMryxfourid, 
And  ranch'd  his  Hips  with  one  continued  Wound, 
Now  Leda's  Twins,  the  future  Stars,  appear  -r 
White  were  their  Habits, white  their  Horfes  were : 
Gonfpicuous  both,  and  both  in  ad  to  throw/ 
Their  trembling  Lances  brandiuYd  at  the  Foe : 
Nor  .had  they  mifs'd ;  but  he  to  Thickets  fled, 
Conceal'd  from  aiming  Spears,  not  pervious  to 
the  Steed. 
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But  TelamoH  ruih'd  in,  and  happM  to  meet 
A  rifing  Root,  that  held  his  faftned  Feet ; 
o  down  he  fell,,  whom,  fprawling  on  the  Ground , 
His  Brother  from  the  Wooden  Gyves  ^unbound. 
Mean  time  the  Virgin-Huntrefs  was  not  flotf 
■T*  expel  the  Shaft  from  her  contraded  Bow : 
Beneath  his  Ear  the  faftned  Arrow  flood, 

♦ 

And  from  the  Wound  appear'd  the  trickling  Blood. 
She  blu'flVd  for  Joy :  But  Mehagr$s  raisM 
His  Voice  with  loud  Applaitfe,  and  the  fair  Ar- 
cher prais'd. 
He  was  the  firft  to  fee,  and  firft  to  Jhow 
His  Friends  the  Marks  of  the  ftrccefsfel  Blow. 
Nor  ftiall  thy  Valour  want  the  Praafes  due, 
He  faid ;.  a  virtuous  Envy  feiz'd  the  Crew. 
They  ihout;  the  Shouting  animates  their  Hearts, 
And  all  at  once  employ  their  thronging  Darts: 
But  out  of  Order  thrown,  in  Ah*  they  joyn; 
And  Multitude  makes  fraftrate  the  Defign. 
With  both  his  Hands  the  proud  Ancxus  takes, 
And  flouriflies  his  double-biting  Ax: 
Then  forward  to  his  Pate,  he  took  a  Stride 
Before  the  reft,  and  to  his  Fellows  cry'd, 
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Give  place,  and  i^fc  the  difprence,  if  you  can, 
Between  a  Wppaa  Warrior,  and  A  Man; 

TfcrBpar  #  dPSttty  aor  *&<>"«&  2)i«M|end 
Her  Aid?  £)*»**  can  her  J^eaft  defend. 
Thus  boaftedhe;  then  ftr etch'd,  onTiptoeftood, 
Secure  to  mafce  his  empty  ProffliXc  good, 
jfot  tfce  mose  *W  $ea#  pw yepts  the  BJonr, 
And  upward  f jps  tjKe  £roin  of  his  audacious  Foe. 
4*f*ps  falls;  his  Jjfcw^ls  fron?  the  Wound 
JBtyfyt  out,  and  dot ter'd  Blood  diitaios  t  he  Ground. 

Peritbwf,  no  &najl  jP«ortion  of  the  War, 
PiHsfs'd  w,  and  fyook  his  Lance :  To  whom  from  fyr 
JkwTheJf4ts£ry74iQfoy9  #y  better  ,Pa«,    • 
My  more  ohaa  Miftrefs>  of  my  tf  e#rt,  ^ej^eart. 

The  3«5ong -may  fight  alopfcj  4*c£#*  #y!4 
His  Force  too  ,near ,  and  %  prcfoaiftg  dy ?d : 
He  faid>  and  wbfo  &e  jTpaJce7his  jfcv/eHn -thce^ 
Hifling  in  Air  fb'uiicrf^g  Weapon  ^ey.; 
tf  ut  on  an  Arm  of  Qak>.  ?$feat  #ood  &e*w»t    . 
The  Marks-man  and  the  Mark,  hisLanoe  he  fix t. 
Once  mortfbold  j?«*/g»  Ehr«w,-butfai!l'4  to  wound  1 
The  Boar,  ajtd  flew  an  unddervii^g  Hound ;    ( 
And  through  the  Dqg  the  Dart  was  nail'd  xr 


Qround,  K  ^ 


•\ 
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'   '  Two  Spears  from  Meleager\  Hand  were  fent, 
With  equal  Force,  but  various  in  th*  Event : 
The  firft  was  fix'd  in  Earth,  the  fecond  ftood 
On  the  Boar's  briftled  Back,  and  deeply  drank  his 

Blood. 
Now  while  the  tortur'd  Salvage  turns  around, 
And  flings  about  hisFoam,impatient  of  the  Wound , 
•  The  Wound's  great  Author  clofe  at  Hand  provokes 
£\His  Rage,  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  Stroke^p^^ 
*  •  Wheels  as  he  wheels ;  and  with  his  pointed  Dart 
Explores  the  neareft  Paffage  to  his  Heart. 
"  Quick  and  more  quick  he  fpins  in  giddy  Gires, 
Then  falls,  and  in  much  Foam  his  Soul  expires. 
This  Aft  withShoutsHeav'n  high  the  friendly  BancT^ 
Applaud,  and  drain  in  theirs  the  Viftor  Hand. 
Then  all  approach  the  (lain  with  vaft  Surprize, 
Admire  on  what  a  Breadth  of  Earth  he  lies, 
And  fcarce  fecure,  reach  out  their  Spears  afar, 
And  blood  their  Points,  to  prove  their  Partnership 
of  War. 
But  he,  the  conquering  Chief,  his  Foot  imprefs'd 
On  the  ftrong  Neck  of  that  definitive  Beaft ; 
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And  gazing  on  the  Nymph  with  ardent  Eyes, 
Accept,  faid  he,  fair  No*acrineimy'Prize9 
And,  though  inferior,  fuffer  me  to  join 
My  Labours,  and  my  Part  of  Praife,  with  thine  i 
At  this  prefents  her  with  the  Tusky  Head 
And  Chine,  with  riling  Briftles  roughly  fpread. 
.  'Glad,  fiie  receiv'd  the  Gift ;  and  feem'd  to  take 
With  double  Pleafure,  for  the  Giver's  fake. 
The  reft  wereieiz'd  with  fullen  Difcontenty 
And  a.  deaf  Murmur  through  the  Squadron  went: 
,  Allenyy'd;  but  theTfoy^wBrethrenihow'd^ .  ■ „ ; 
The  leaft  Refpect,  and  thus  they  Vent  their  Spleen 
Lay  down  thofe  honour'dSpoils,nor  think  to  Autre, 
Weak  Woman  as  thou  art,  the  Prize  of  War:  3 
Ours  is  the  Title,  thine  a  foreign  Claim, 
Since  Meleagros  from  our  Lineage  came. 
Truft  not  thy  Beauty;  but  reftore  the  Prize, 
Which  he,  befotted  on  that  Face  and  Eyes, 
Would  rend  from  us :  At  this,  enflam'd  with  Spite, 
From  her  they  fnatch  the  Gift,  from  him  the  Gi- 
ver's Right, 
ft  ut  foon  th'  impatient  Prince  his  Fauchion  dre  w,, 
And  cry'd,  Ye  Robbers  of  another's  Due, 
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Now  learn  the  Diff'renoe,  at  your  proper  £#& 
Betwixt  true  Valour,  and  an  empty  Boajt 
At  this  advanc'd,  and  fudden  as  the  Word,       . 
fa  proud  Tktiifpus  Bofom  phing'd  the  Sword : 
T(7^«r  amaz'd,  and  with  Amazement  flosr, 
Or  to  revenge,  or  ward  the  coming  Bfow; 
Stood  doubting  ;and,  while  doubting  thusiie  flood, 
Receiv'd  the  Steel  battfd  in  his  Brother's  Blood. 

Peks'd  with  the  firft,  unknowmttefecood  l^dors, 
Abbas,  t©  rife  Temples,  pays  their  Ones, 
For  her  Son's  Conq&eft;  when  at  length  appear 
Her  grifly  Brethren  ftrecch'd  .upon  die 
Pale  at  the  bidden  Sight,  Ike  changed  her 
And  with  her  Cheer  her  Robes;  but  hearing  tell 
The  Caufe,  the  Manner,  and  by  whom  they  fell, 
'Twas  Grief  no  more,  orGrief  and  Rage  were  one 
Within  her  Soul ;  at  laft  'twas  Rage  alone ; 
Which  burning  upwards  in  Succeffion  dries 
The  fears  that  flood  confid'ring  in  her  Eyes. 

There  lay  a  Log  uiilighted  on  the  Earth: 
When  fhe  was  lab'ring  in  the  Throws  of  Birth 
<For  th'unhorfl  Chief,  the  Fatal  Sifters  came, 
And  rais'-d  it  up,  and  tofs'd  it  on  the  Flame : 
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Then  on  theHack  aTcanty  Meafare  afcce 
Of  Vital  Fbfe :  aad  unrn'd  *fce  Wheel  af*oe ; 
And  turning  fang,  To  this  ted  Brand  and  tiiee* 
O  new-bom  Hate*  vn  grre-an  *qo*l  Defti&y : 
So  vaniflfd  out  taf  View.    Tbe  &igfcte4  Dag* 
Sprung  toilyfooBi'hErficd,*©!!  quendh'dtheftane  : 
Tlat  iLag  10  fccat  loctffiU  fl»  *aepc  with  Gat*, 
And  that,  wi>iktiuJs^ferv^,^eimMk*  He*. 
:  31bisBh^oteno#¥i>ota(!ttV  wA  fcftftfr-ftrows 
The  HanshwiikHeipsrf  Gttf*,«^«fteriftyws, 
Those  tefty'd  facr  Hand,  and  iheav^,  flietbrice^ 
The  Siftcra^tte  Moti»ik)«g-oonteft£r^^«,'d'i 
Tiro  doubtful  Tides  m  oat  «end«*  Breaft :       3 
And  now  her  Eyes  and  Cfeeeks  with  Fwy  glow, 
Now  pafe  iher  Cheeks,  -  her  By*s  with  Pity  flow : 
Now  lowing  Looks^Keftg^ 
Andjaow  prevailing  Love  her  1*ace  -reforms : 
Refolv'd*.(he  doobrt  agafe;  <he  Tears  flte  drjM 
With  boonmgrRagp,  4u«lby«new  Hews  foppfyVi ; 
And  as  a  Ship,  wtoteh  Wdw*s^«aKV^es  sflaH, 
NovwtthtfWGtiHfem  drives^ott- wif  h  ifheGale^ 
Pgth  oppe4irej  #»fd tieiftierfdng  prevail : 

f 
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She  feels  a  double  Force,  by  Turns  obeys 
TV  imperious  Tempeft,  and  th'  impetuous  Seas; 
So  fares  Althaa\  Mind ;  (he  firft  relents 

■ 

With  Pity,  of  that  Pity  then  repents: 
Sifter  and  Mother  long  the  Scales  divide, 

.  But1  the  Beam  nodded  on  the  Sifters  fide. 
Sometimes  fhe  foftly  figh'd,  then  roar'd  aloud ; 
Bur  Sighs  were  ftifled  in  the  Cries  of  Blood. 

The  pious,  impious  Wretch  at  length  decreed, 
To  pleafe  her  Brother's Ghoft,her  Son  fliould  bleed: 
And  when  the  Fun'ral  Flames  began  to  rife, 

.  Receive,  flie  faid,  a  Sifter's  Sacrifice ; 

.  A  Mothers  Bowels  burn :  High  in  her. Hand, 
T^ius  while  fhe  fpoke,  fhe  held  the  fatal  Brand; 
Then  thrice  before  the  kindled  Pile  Ihe  bow'd, 
And  the  three  Furies  thrice  invoked  aloud  : 
Come,  come,  revenging  Sifters,  come  and  view 

•  A  Sifter  paying  her  dead  Brothers  Due: 

.  A  Crime  I  punHh,  and  a  Crime  commit ; 
But  Blood  for  Blood,  and  Death  for  Death  is  fit : 
Great  Crimes  muft  be^with  greater  Crimes,  repaid, 
And  fecond  Funerals  on  the  former,  laid. 
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Let  the  whole  Hdufliold  in'  one  Haiti  fell,  ■ ' 
And  may  ©/<**</$  Curie  overtake  us*U.'  j      '  :.■.■■*» 
Shall  Fate  to  happy  Oeneus  {till  allow      .  . 
OneSon,  while  Wejiius  ftands'depriv'dof  two? 
Better  three  talk,  than  one  unpunife'd  go.    ,;  ■ 
Take  then,  dear Ghoft?,  (while  yet  admitted  new 
In  Hell  you  w*k  my  Duty)  take  your  Duetf  ?«»/ '  * 
A  coftly  OfPrieg  o|i  your  Tomb  is  laid, 
When  with  my  Blood  the  Price  of  yours  is  paid. ' 

Ah  J  Whithto  tm  I  fcurry'd  ? '  Ah !  forgive*      =  ' 
Ye  Shades,  ant" let  your  Sifters  Iflue  live: 
A  Mother  cannot  give  him  Death ;  tho'  he 
Deferves  it,  he  deferves  it  not  from  me; 

Then  (hall  th'unpuniro'd  Wretch  infult  the  Slain, 
Triumphant  live,  nor  only  live,  but  reign?     ■»■  ■ 
While  you,  thin  Shades,the  Sport  of  Winds,are  toft 
O'er  dreery  Plains,  or  tread  the  burning  Cotft. 
I  cannot,  cannot  bear ;  'tispaft,  'tis  done;  ••• 
Pcjrifli  this  impious,  this  detefted  Son : 
Perifh  his  Sire,  and  perifli  I  withal; 
And.  let  the  Houfes  Heir,  and  the  hop'd  King- 

-   •  domfall. 


/ 


1       '         * 
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Where  to  the  Mother  fled,  hef  pious  Love, 
And  where  the  Pain*  with  which  ten  Months  I 

ftrovel        " 
Ah  r  hadft  thou  dy'd,.  my  Son,  in  Infant-years, 
Thy  little  Herfe  had  been  bedew'd  wkh  Tears. . 

Thou  liv'it  by  me ;  to  me  thy  Breath  refigt* ; 
Mine  is  the  Merit,  tfce  Demerit  thine. 
Thy  Life  bydosbte-Title  I  require; 
Oncegiv'n  at  Birth,  and  once  preferv'd  from  Fire:, 
One  Murder  pay,  ot  add  one  Murder  more, 
And  me  to  them  who  fell  by  thee  rteftore. 

I  would,  but  cannot :  My  Son's  Image  ftands 
Before  my  Sigh*: ;  and  now  their  angry  Hands 
My  Brothers  hold,  and-  Vengeance  thefe  exaftr 
This  pleads  Coropaffidn,  and  repents  the  Fad.  .' 

He  pleads  in  vain,  and  1  pronounce  his  Doom : 
My  Brothers,  though  unjuftly,  mall  o'ercome. 
But  haying  paid  their  injured  Gbofts  their  Due, 
My  Son  requires  my  Death,  and  mine  mall  hi» 
purfue.    •".'.-. 

At  this,  for  the  laft  time  fhe  lifts  her  Hand, 
Averts  her  Eyes,  and,  half  unwilling,  drops  the 
Brand. 
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The  Brand*  a«id«hr  flaming  F«#e)  ftttOWBy ' 
Or  drew;  0*  faetnU  Co  draw  a  dyttSJ  ifoeam      / 
ThtfFiftt  tbfcftfetVSS  'tat  faftit^  figfii  their  Pref/ 
Then  loath'd  their  impious  Ebbcfe   «ftd  *t>uld 
have  ftmmk  awiy.  --•*' 

Jnft  theft  the  Haree  catft  1  doleful  Cry, • ' 
And  ifl tholteabfeMiMmefe begfttttoffy;     "  -t'T 
Thfcfcflfckl  Cb$fBgkto  *ag*d  wif&fe  Ids  Veins ;    v 
But  he  wfcfr  totality  ftifienee  bore  Ids  Pain*:  ••'■>>■•• 
He\f%»*d  ttbt  ffe«»  bat  only  grSev'iTtd  di*         • 
Wnfeout  Sffiftofteft  ^'©tfftdr  *nd  by  a  Death  ft^dry.' 
Happy^*,«>, :  IMed  «1o«d  he  cry»d, 
With  ^fifet  betoroiftgFate  ki  A*m*  he  dy'df  ' 
Then  calPd  Ms  BfdflrtSft,  ftffersVT8ire,  awmnd,  * 
And  her  to  whom 'mYr^tiatVbws  were  bound  I ; 
Perhaps  his-Rtotrier ;  a  long  SigTi  he  drew, 
Aftd  hfe  VoieeTaHing,  took  hlsiaft  Adieu: 
For  as1h*tt^l«^e^'ltignien^/andlas  they  ftay       ; 
At their  iutlHeigtit,  then  languish  to  decay,     "* 
!  They  rift)  and  Wk  by  Fits ;  at  laft  they  foar 
!  In- «rie bright  Bkte, aind  then  defcdnd  no  more: 
\  Juft  fo  his  inward  Heats  at  height,  impair,  rA'jr : 
I  Till  the  laft  burning  Breath  (hoots  out  the  Soul  in 
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Nqw.  lofty  Calidon  in  Ruins  lies;    ......    '  _"} 

All  Ages*  all  Degrees  unfluice  their  Eyes ;    .   f 
And  Heav'n  and  Earth  nefonnd  with  Murmurs, 

'      Groans,  and 
Matrons  and  Maidens  beat  their  Breafts,  and  tear 
Their  Habits,  land  root  up, their  fcatter'd  Haiiit 
The  wretched  Father,  Father  now  no  more;  ^n  ' 

i 

"With  Sorrow:  funk,  Ues  pi;oftrate  on  the  Floor,. 
Deforms  his  hoary  Locks  with  Duft  obfcene,: 
And  curfes  Age,  andloaths  aLife  prolong'dwitb 
BySteel  her  ftubborn  Soul  his  Mother  freed ,  £ ? W* 
And  punifli'd  on  her  felf  her  impious  Deed. 

Had  I  a  hundred  Tongues,  a  Wit  fo  large ;  T .  " 
As  could  their  hundred  Offices  cMfcharge ; 
Had  Phoebus  all  his  Helicwt  beftow'd    . 

■    ...  .         i     ■ ...» i  ■ 

In  all  the  Streams  infpiring  alL  the  God  ;  ..■,••;,■ 
Thofe  Tongues,  that  Wit,  thofe  Streams, that  jGpd 
Would  offer  to  defcribe  his.Sifters  Pain :  £n  ^n 
They  beat  their  Breafts  with  many  a  bruizing  Blow, 
Till  they  turn'd  livid,  and  corrupt  the  Snow. 
Hie  Corps  they  cherifh,  while  the  Corps  remains. 
And  exercife  and  rub  with  fruitlefs  Pains ; 

And 


.  —         «        1. 
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And  when  to  Fun'ral  Flames  'tis  born  away, 

*  ■  1 

They  kift  the  Bed  on  which  the  Body  lay: 
And  when  thofe  Fun'ral  Flames  no  longer  burn, 
(The  Duft  compos'd  within  a  pious  Urn) 

v  *  -       ,  v 

Ev'n  in  that  Urn  their  Brother  they  confefs, 
And  hug  it  in  their  Arms,and  to  their  Bofoms  prefs. 

His  Tomb  is  rais'd ;  then,  ftretch'd  along  the 
Ground, 
Thofe  living  Monuments  his  Tomb  furround: 
Ev'n  to  his  Name,  infcrib'd,  their  Tears  they  pay, 
Till  Tears  and  Kiffes  wear  his  Name  away. 

But  Cynthia  now  had  all  her  Fury  fpent, 
Not  with  lefs  Ruin  than  a  Race,  content : 
Excepting  Gorge,  perifli'd  all  the  Seed, 
And  *  Her  whom  Heav'n  for  Hercules  decreed. 
Satiate  at  laft,  no  longer  (he  purfu'd 

•  1 

The  weeping  Sifters ;  but  with  Wings  endu'd, 

And  horny  Beaks,  and  fent  to  flit  in  Air; 

Who  yearly  round  the  Tomb  in  feather'd  Flocks 

[repair. 

*  Dfjanir*. 
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FROM 

B    0    C   C  A   C   £. 


RHIL&  NtHUdnTalltred  in  Saltrnt 
reign'd, 
The  Tltie  of  a  gracious  Prince  he 
gain'd; 

Till  turtfd  a  Tyrant  ih  his  latter  Days, 
He  loft  the  Lnftre  of  his  former  Praife; 
And  from  rite  bright  Meridian  where  he  Hood, 
Defcending,  dipp'd  his  Hands  in  Lovers  Blood. 
This  Prince,  of  Fortane'sFavourlongpoflefs'd, 
Yet  was  with  one  fair  Daughter  only  blefs'd ; 
And  blefs'd  he  might  have  been  with  her  alone: 
But  oh!  ho,w  much  more  happy,  had  he  none! 


la  M  Guifctofev        Hjj 

She  was  b&  Gate,  fcis  fidpej  a*4  M$  Delighty-  - 
A&ft  ftvnfc  Tfootight,  and  *vcf  to  Ks  Si$*  *  *"• 
Nfckf,  tiaf  behind  his  Life1,  heheH  Wdetf; 
She  liv'd  by  him,  and  now  he liv'd  inber. 
For  this*  when  ripe  far  Marriage*  he- dd«t*d  -" 
Her  Nuptial  Bands*  and  kept  her  long  t  Maid£ 
As  envying  any  elfe  mould  (hate  *■  Part       ; 
Of  what  Was  his,  and  claiming  all  her  Heart   ■ 
At  length,  as-  Publick  Decency  reqmVaV 
And  all  his  Vaffals  eagerly  defir'd,  ■        i 

With  Mind  avetfe,  te  rather  underwent 
His  Peoples  Will,  than  gave  his  own  Gonfenti 
So  was  me  torn,  as  frota  a  Lover's  Side*- 
And  made  altnoft  in  his  defpite  a  Bride. 

Short  wereher  Marriage^Joys ;  forinthePrimd 
Of  Youth,  bet  Lord  expii-'d  before  Ms  time ; 
And  to  her  Father's  Com,  in  httle  fp*ee 
&eftofc*d  anew,  fte  held  a  higher  Place  t      ' 

i 

More  10v*<k  and  more  eialted  into  Grace, 
This  Princeft  ffefh  and  young,  and  fair,  and  wife, 
tne  wtfrihippM  Idol  of  her-  Father's  Eyes> 


»  + 
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Di.d  all  her  jSex  in  ev'ry  Grace  exceed, 
And  had  more  Wit  befide  than  Women  need* 
Youth,  Health,  and  Eafe,  and  mod  an  amorous 
Mind, 

*  *  *  ■ 

To  fecond  Nuptials  had  her  Thoughts  inclined  :f 
And  former  Joys  had  left  a  fecret  Sting  behind.  J 
But  prodigal  in  ev'ry  other  Grant* 
Her  Sire  left  unfupply'd  her  only  Want; 
And  ftie,  betwixt  her  Modefty  and  Pride, 
Her  Wifhes,  which  Ihe  could  not  help,  would  hide. 

Refolv'd  at  lall  to  lofe  no  longer  Time* 
And  yet  to  pleafe  her  felf  without  a  Crime, 
She  call  her  Eyes  around  the  Court,  to  find 
A  worthy  Subjedl  fuiting  to  her  Mind, 
To  him  in  holy  Nuptials  to  be  ty'd, 
A  feeming  Widow,  and  a  fecret  Bride. 
Among  the  Train  of  Courtiers,  one  ihe  found 
With  all  the  Gifts  of  bounteous  Nature  crown'd, 
Of  gentle  Blood ;  but  one  whofe  niggard  Fate 
Had  fet  him  far  below  her  high  Eftate ; 
Guifcard  his  Name  was  call'd,  of  blooming  Age, 
Now  Squire  to  Tancred,  and  before  his  Page : 
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To  him,  the  Choice  of  all  the  fhmffigCrbwd,' '* 
He*  Heart  the  noble  Sigtfmonda  vow'd. 

Yet  hitherto  flie  kept  her  Love  conceafd, 
And  with  clofe  Glances  ev'ry  Day  beheld ' 
The  graceful  Youth ;  and  ev'ry  Day  increased ' 

i 

The  raging  Fire  that  burnM  within  her'  Bread :  * 
Some  fecret  Charm  did  alt  his  Afts  attend;     ' 
And  what  his  Fortune  wanted,  hers  could  mend: 
Till,  as  the  Fire  will  force  its  outward  way,      " 
Or,  in  the  Prifon  pent,  cohfume  the  Prey  $ 
Sd  long  her  earneft  Eyes  on  his  were  fet,  > 

. .  *  • 

At  length  their  twitted  Rays  together  metj 
And  he,  furpriz*d  with  humble  Joy,  itirvey*d     : 
One  fweet  Regard,  mot  by  the  Royal  Maid:     * 
Not  well  affur'd,  while  doubtful  Hdpes  he  toftr^di* 
A  fecond  Glance  came  gliding  like  the  firft  j 
And  he  who  faw  the  Sharpnefs  of  the  Dart,  ' 
Without  Defence  received  it  in  his  Heart. 
In  publick  tho1  their  Paffion  wanted  Speech, 
Yet  mutual  Looks  interpreted  for  each  :"-■--■'  ■"* 

•  - 

Time,  Ways,  and  Means  of  Meeting  were  deny'd  j 
Put  al|  thbfe  Wants  ingenious  Love  TnpplyM.     '- 

L3 
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Th?  inventive  God,  wko  never  fails  his  Part, 
Infpires  the  Wit,  when  once  he  warms  the  Heart.; 

When  Gut  fear d  next  was  in  the  Circle  feen, 
Where  Sigi/movda  held  the  Place  of  Queen, 
A  hollow  Cane  within  her  Hand  foe  brought, 
But  in  the  Concave  had  enciosM  a  Note : 

■  4 

With  this  flie  feeoi'd  to  play,  and,  as  in  fport, 
To&U  to  her  Love,  in  prefence  of  the  Court ; 
Take  it,  fhe  faid ;  and  when  your  Needs  require, 
This  little  Brand  will  ferve  to  light  your  Fire. 
He  took  it  with  a  Bow,  and  foon  divin'd 
The  feejnjng  Toy  was  not  for  nought  defign'd : 
But  when  retir'd,  fo  long  with  curious  Eyes 
He.view'4  the  Prefent,  that  he  found  the  Prize. 
Much  was,  in  little  writ ;  and  all  convey'd 
With  cautious  Gare,  for  fear  to  be  hetray'd 
By  fome  falfe  Confident,  or  Fav'rite  Maid. 
The  Titne,  the  Place,  the  Manner  how  to  meef, 
"Were  all  in  pnnftual  Order  plainly  writ  : 
But  fince  a  Truft  muft  be,  flie  thought  it  b«fft: 
T9  put-it.  out  of  Laymens  Pow'r  at  leaft, 
And  for  their  fqlemn  Vows  premrM  a,  Prie$. 


Nor  Pain*  aw  ganger  jva*  r^yU  to  jpPVt-     ' 
But.  ufe  tfce  Mean?  appo4m«4  t>y  the  ?ajr.        : 

Near  she  pnwd  Fajacg  ;of&*/^0  flood 
A  Moub*  of  «wgh  Afcenj,an4#nckwitljWw$«; 
Through  this  a  Cave  was  dug  *#tb  vaftEspenoe, 
The  WorJ?  it  feem'd  o$fcm$  fofpicifws  Prince* 
Who,  wh«|  ahnfing  JPow?r  wjtfc  la^lefe  Might* 
From  Pi^lfek  Juftice  wojdd  fccure  his  flight.    • 
The JPafl&gp  ftade  by  many  a  wjncJing  Waj, 

Reaped  W*ft  *hs  Roojh  H>  wfriofc  tfje^yrapt  Ujr. 
Fit  fqf  his  Furpofe,  on  a  Jower  Ffejojv 

He  tod|?d,  whofe  MTu*  vw  W  fr.ea.  Poor, 
From  whence,  by  !Btair80efeep4ingtpt^eQfcaind, 
In  the  hlind  Grot  a  fafip  Retreat  he  found, 
Its  Outlet  ended  in  a  B«&e  p'er  grown  fknowto. 
With  Brambles,  cboak'd  by  Time*  mi  Qpw  ua» 
ARift  there  was,  which  ft  <$*»  the  Mcma*aiB?£Jeigl?t 
Qonvey'd  a  gUmm'ring  and  maliguajit  Mght,  ' 
A  Breathing-fplace  to  draw  the  Damp*  aw»y» 
A  TwiKgbtofan urtercfcpte(H)*y* :        ..„■■.  r 
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The  Tyrant's  Den,  whofe  Ufe  though  loft  tol'ame, 
Was  now  th'  Apartment  of  the  Royal  Dame, 
The  Cavern  only  to  her  Father  known, 
By  him  was  to  his  Darling-Daughter  fliown. 

Neglefted  long  flie  let  the  Secret  reft, 
Till  Love  rccaird  it  to  her  lab'ring  Breaft, 
And  hinted  as  the  Way  by  Heav'n  defignM 
The  Teacher,  by  the  Means  he  taught,  to  blind. 
What  will  not  Women  do,  when  Need  infpires 
Their  Wit,  or  Love  their  Inclination  fires! 
Though  Jealoufie  of  State  th'  Invention  found, 
Yet  Love  refined  upon  the  former  Ground, 
That  Way,  the  Tyrant  had  referv'd,  to  fly 
PurfuingHate,now  ferv'd  to  bring  twoLovers  nigh. 

The  Dame,  who  long  in  vain  had  kept  the  Key, 
Bold  by  Defire,  explored  the  fecret  Way; 
Now  try 'd  the  Stairs,  and  wading  thro' the  Night, 
*  Searched  all  the  deep  Recefs,  and  iflii'd  into  Light, 
All  this  her  Letter  had  fo  well  explained, 
Th'inftruftedYbuth  might  cbmpafs  what  remained; 
The  Cavern-mouth  alone  was  hard  to  find, 
Becaufe  the  Path  difus'd,  was  out  of  mind; 
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But  in  wh«  Quarter  6f  the  Cops  it  lay, 
His  Eye  by  certain  Level  could  furvey:      '     - 
Yet  (for  the  Woo&perplex'd  with  Thorns  he  knew) 
A  Frock  of  Leather  o'er  his  Limbs  he  drew:    - 
And  thus  provided,  -fearch'd  the  Brake  around, 
Till  the  choak'ct  Entry  of  the  Care  he  found.  -'>■ 
Thus,  all  prepar'd,  the  "proniis'd  Hour  arriv'd, 
So  long  expected,  and  fo  well  cohtriv'd ;  -   "/." 
With  Love  to  Mend,  th' impatient  Lover  wtnt, 
Fenc'd  from  theThorns,and  trod  thedeepDefcent. 
The  confcious  Prieft,  who  wasfuborn'd  before, 
Stood  ready  ported  *t  (he  Poftern-door ; 
The  Maids  in  diftant- Rooms  were  fent  to  reft, 
A»d  nothing  wanted  but  th'  invited  Gueft.       : 
He  came,  and  knocking  thrice,  without,  delay, 
The  longing  Lady  heard,  and  turn'd  the  Key; 
At  once  invaded  him  with  all  her  Charms, 
And  thcfirft  Step  he  made,  was  in  her  Arms; 
The  Leathern  Out-iide,  boiftrous  as  it  was,  l  ; 
Qave.  way,  and  bent  beneath  iier  ftritft  Embrace: 
On  either  S jde.  the,  Kifles  flew  fo  thick,     . 
"fhat  neither  he  nor  flie  had  Breath  to  fpeafc. 


f  • 
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The  Holy  Man,  amaz'd  at  what  he  faw# 

Made  hafte  to  fanftifie  the  Blifs  by  Law ; 

And  rautter'd  fait  the  Matrimony  o'er, 

For  fear  committed  Sin  mould  get  before. 

H«  Work  performed,  he  left  the  Pair  alone, 

Becaufe  he  knew  he  could  not  go  too  foon ; 

His  Prefence  odious,  when  his  Task  was  done.] 

What  Thoughts  he  had,  befeejns  not  me  to  fay  n 

Though  fome  furmife  he  went  to  fail  and  pray,  I ' 
And  needed  both,   to  drive  the   tempting] 

Thoughts  away.  J 

The  Foe  once  gone,  they  took  their  full  Pelight ; 
'Twas  reftlefs  Rage,  and  Temped  all  the  Night ; 
For  greedy  Love  each  Moment  would  employ* 
And  grudg'd  the  fliorteit  Paufes  of  their  Joy. 
■  T^us  were  their  Loves  aufpicioufly  begun, 
And  thus  with  fecret  Care  were  carry'd  on. 
The  Stealth  it  felf  did  Appetite  reftore, 
And  look'd  fo  like  a  Sin,  it  pleas'd  the  more. 

The  Cave  was  now  become  a  common  Way, 
The  Wicket,  often  open'd,  knew  the  Key : 


•  r 
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Love  rioted  fecure,  and  long  enjoy 'd, 
Was  e*er  eager,  and  was  never  doy'd. 

But  as  Extremes  are  fliort,  of  III  and  Goo4,  - 
And  Tides  at  higheft  Mark  regorge  the  Flood  j  - 
So  Fate,  that  cpuld  no  mqre  improve  their  Joy,- 
Took  a  malicious  Pieafure  to  deftroy. 

Tanned,  who  fondly  lov'd,  and  whofe  Delight  ■ 
Was  plac'd  in  his  fair  Daughter's  daily  Sight,     -,' 
Of  Cuftom,  when  his  State-Affairs  were  done*  * 
Would  pafs  his  pleating  Hours  with  her  alone : 
And,  as  a  Father's  Privilege  allow'd, 
Without  Attendance  of  th'  officious  Crowd. 

It  happen'd  once,  that  when  in  Heat  of  Day 
He  try'd  to  fleep,  as  was  his  ufual  Way, 
The  balmy  Slumber  fled  his  wakeful  Eyes, 
And  forc'd  him*  in  his  own  Defpite,  to  rife ; 
Of  Sleep  forfaken,  to  relieve  his  Care, 
He  fought  the  Gonverfation  pf  the  Fair : 
But  with  her  Train  of  Damfels  Jhe  was  gone, 
Jn  fliady  Walks  the  fcorching  Heat  to  fkm : 
He  \youJ4  pe.t  vioJtte  that;  fweet  Recefs* 
A»4 fQWd  befi£e«  a- welcome  Heavyjefs 
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That  fiez'd  his  Eyes ;  and  Slumber,  which  forgot 

When  call'd  before  to  come,  no w  came  unf ought: 

From  Light  retir'd,  behind  his  Daughter's  Bed, 

He  for  approaching  Sleep  composed  his  Head ; 

A  Chair  was  ready,  for  that  Ufe  defign'd, 

So  quilted,  that  he  lay  at  Eafe  reclin'd  ; 

The  Curtains  dofely  drawn,  the  Light  to  skreen, 

As  if  he  had  contriv'd  to  lie  unfeen : 

Thus  coverM  with  an  artificial  Night, 

Sleep  did  his  Office  foon,  and  feaPd  his  Sight. 

With  Heav'n  aver  fe,  in  this  ill-omen'd  Hour  • 
Was  Guifcard  fummon'd  to  the  fecret  Bow'r, 
And  the  fair  Nymph,  with  Expeftation  fir'd, 
From  her  atteding  Damfels  was  retir'd : 
For,  true  to  Love,  fhe  meafur'd  Time  fo  right, 
As  hot  to  mifs  one  Moment  of  Delight. 
The  Garden,  feated  on  the  level  Floor, 
She  left  behind,  and  locking  ev'ry  Door, 
Thought  all  fecure ;  but  little  did  flie  know, 
Blind  to  her  Fate,  flie  had  enclosed  her  Foe. 
Attending  Guifcard^  in  his  Leathern  Frock, 
Stood  ready,  with  his  thrice-repeated  Knock : 
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.Thrice  with  a  doleful  Sound  the  jarring  Grate 
Rung  deaf,  and  hollow,  and  prefag'd  their  Fate. 
The  Door  unlocked,  to  known  Delight  they  hafte, 
And  panting  in  each  others  Arms,  embrac'd ; 
Rufli  to  the  confcious  Bed,  a  mutual  Freight, 
And  heedlefs  prefs  it  with  their  wonted  Weight. 

The  fudden  Bound  awak'd  the  fleeping  Sire, 
And  fliew'd  a  Sight  no  Parent  can  defire: 
His  opening  Eyes  at  once  with  odious  View 
The  Love  difcover'd,  and  the  Lover  knew: 
He  would  havecry'd;  but  hoping  that  he  dreamt, 
Amazement  ty'd  his  Tongue,  and  ftopp'd  th'  At- 
tempt. 
Th'.  enfuing  Moment  all  the  Truth  declared,    1 
But  now  he  flood  collected,  and  prepar'd ;     <  I 
For  Malice  and  Revenge  had  put  him  on  his  1 
Guard.  j 

So,  like  a  Lion  that  unheeded  lay, 
Diflembling  Sleep,  and  watchful  to  betray, 
With  inward  Rage  he  meditates  his  Prey. 
The  thoughtlefs  Pair,  indulging  their  Defires, 
Alternate,  kindled,  and  thenquench'd  their  Fires ; 
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N©r  thihRttl^  Ift  tfcfe  Shades  eftfeftth  theyjftei 

Full  of  thetatttvw/  theatfeivw  aiane  ftirrtf 

Audi  too  feeftte?  were  by  th*mf*!>fl»s  battytl 

'  Lolig  tlmtt  dlflfeW^ifi  PltttftlW  thus  thtf  ft^r'-A 

TiH  Natur*  €«*!£  nb  rnorefol&ie  their  Ptey*<  # 
Tfetsft  tote  the  Ywth4aM  ttataigh  tiit  &vt&&& 

R«Ofifd;  ttte  Prthfeefc  mkigfed  frfcft  hWTValn. 
Refold his«lri^e  Veng8a1i«J  W  &R**    ■  **• 
The  Royal  Spy,  -'  ffrhen  fttrtr  the  C&aft  ttfcS  clear* 
Sought  not  the  6«tdett*  bat  tetiM 
?To  brood in  ie<iffet Oft  his  gatNer'd  Spleen7, 
Aft^methotfrteRerengfct  tfctteathhegtfSWh' 

And,  but  he  fa\*r  the  Crime,  had  fcaree  Belfev'd. 
tWAppbifitmtftt  for  th'enftfog  Night  he  hesird ; 
And  therefore  in  the  Cavem  had  preparM 
!**&  brawny  Ytdtntft  of  his  trofty  Guard. 
Scarce  had  unwary  Guifcardtet  hid  Fd6t 
Within  the  fttinoft  Entrance  of  the  Grot, 
When  thefe  in  ffecret  Ambufti  -ready  lay, 
'  jbd  ruMr£  <tt  theTu&el^^^ 
Enefcmbet*d  trtth  hfc  Ibtotky  WithotttfceieifceV 
>       Ali  &fie  PriW,  WefM  thfe  Pfefe  thence, 
And,  as  commanded,  brought  before  the  Prince. 
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The  gloomy  Sife,  too  fenfible  of  Wrong 
To  vent  his  Rage  in  Words,  reftrain'd  his  Tongue  t 
And  only  faid,  Thus  Servants  are  preferr'd, 
And  traded,  thus  their  Sov'raigns  they  reward. 
Had  I  not  fees,  had  not  theft  Eyes  received 
Too  clear  a  Proof?  I  could  not  have  beltev'd. 

He  paus'd,  and  choak'd  the  reft.  The  Youth,  Who 
Hifc  forfeit  Life  abaadon'd  to  the  Law,      £  • 
The  Judge  th'Accufer,  and  th*  Offence  to  him 
Who  had  both  Pow'r  and  Will  t'  avenge  the  Crime, 
No  vain  Defence  pre^ar'd ;  but  thus  reply 'd, 
The  Faults  of  Love  by  Love  are  juftify'd : 
With  unfgfifted  Might  the  Monarch  reigns, 
He  levels  Mountains,  and  he  ralfes  Mains ; 
Aiid-not  regarding  Difference  of  Degree, 
Abas'd  your  Daughter,  and  exalted  mek 

This  bold  Return  with  feeming  Patience  heard, 
The  Prisoner  Was  remitted  to  the  Guard. 
The  Men  Tyrant  flept  not  all  the  Night, 
But  lonely  walking  by  a  winking  Light, 
Sobb'd,  wept,  and  groan'd,  and  beat  his  withered 
But  wouldnotviolttehisDaughter'sReftj  [Breaft» 
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Who  long  expecting  lay,  for  Blifs  prepar'd,  .  i . 
Liftning  for  Noife,  and  griev'd  that  none  ihe  heard; 
Oft  rofe,  and  oft  in  vain  employ 'd  the  Key,  -\ 
And  oft  accus'd  her  Lover  of  Delay ;  rawav  > 
AndpafsM  the  tedioustjours  in  anxiousThoughts  J 

The  Morrow  came ;  and  at  his  ufual  Hour 
OXAX^cred  vifited  his  Daughter's  Bow'r ; 
Her  Cheek  (for  fuch  his  Cuftom  was)  he  kifs'd, 
Then  blefs'd  her  kneeling,  and  her  Maids  difmifs'd. 
The  Royal  Dignity  thus  far  maintain'd, 
Now  left  in  private,  he  no  longer  feign'd ; 
But  all  at  once  his  Grief  and  Rage  appeared,  - 
And  Floods  of  Tears  ran  trickling  down  his  Beard. 

O  Sigifinonda*  he  began  to  fay : 
Thrice  he  began,  and  thrice  was  forc'd  to  ftay 
Till  Words  with  often  trying  found  their  Way 
I  thought,  O  Sigifmonda,  (But  how  blind 
Are  Parents  Eyes,  their  Childrens  Faults  to  find !) 
Thy  Virtue,  Birth,  and  Breeding  were  above 
A  mean  Defire,  and  vulgar  Senfe  of  Love: 
Nor  lefs  than  Sight  and  Hearing  could  convince 
So  fond  a  Father,  and  fo  juft  a  Prince, 
Of  fuch  an  unforefeen,  and  unbeliev'd  Offence. 

Then 
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Then  what  indignant  Sorrow  muft  I  have, 
To  fee  thee  lie  fubje&ed  to  my  Slave ! 
A  Man  fo  fmeliing  of  the  Peoples  Lee, 
The  Court  receiv'd  him  firft  for  Charity ; 
And  fince  with  no  Degree  of  Honour  graced. 
But  only  fuffer'd,  where  he  firft  was  plac'd: 
A  grovling  Infeft  flill ;  and  fo  defign'd 
By  Nature's  Hand,  nor  born  of  Noble  Kind : 
A  Thing,  by  neither  Man  nor  Woman  priz'd, 
And  fcarcely  known  enough,  to  be  defpis'd.  ' 
To  what  has  Heav'n  referv'd  my  Age  ?  Ah !  why 
Should  Man,  when  Nature  calls,  not  chufe  to  die, 
Rather  than  ftretch  the  Span  of  Life,  to  find 
Such  Ills  as  Fate  has  wifely  caft  behind, 
For  thofe  to  feel,  whom  fond  Defire  to  live 
Makes  covetous  of  more  than  Life  can  give ! 
Each  has  his  Share  of  Good ;  and  when  'tis  gone, 
TheGueft,  though  hungry,  cannot  rife  too  foon. 
But  I,  expefting  more,  in  my  own  wrong 
Protrafting  Life,  have  liv'd  a  Day  too  long. 
If  Yefterday  cou'd  be  recalPd  again, 
Ev'n  now  would  I  conclude  my  happy  Reign : 
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But  'tis  too  late,  my  glorious  Race  is  run, 
And  a  darfc  Gdud  overtakes  my  fetting  Sun. 
Hadft  thou  not  lov'd,  or  loving  fav'd  the  Shame, 
If  not  the  Sin,  by  fome  Illuftrious  Name, 
This  little  Comfort  had  reliev'd  my  Mind, 
Twas  Frailty,  not  unufual  to  thy  Kind: 
But  thy  low  Fall  beneath  thy  Royal  Blood, 
Shews  downward  Appetite  to  mix  with  Mud : 
Thus  not  the  leaft  Excufe  is  left  for  thee, 
Nor  the  leaft  Refuge  for  unhappy  me. 

For  him  I  have  refolv'd :  whom  by  Surprize 
I  took,  and  fcarce  can  call  it,  in  Difguife : 
For  fuch  was  his.  Attire,  as  with  Intent 
Of  Nature,  fuited  to  his  mean  Defcent: 
The  harder  Queftion  yet  remains  behind, 
What  Pains  a  Parent  and  a  Prince  can  find 
To  punifli  an  Offence  of  this  degenerate  Kind. 

As  I  have  lov'd,  and  yet  I  love  thee  more 
Than  ever  Father  lov'd  a  Child  before ; 
So,  that  Indulgence  draws  me  to  forgive  j 
Nature,  that  gave  thee  Life,  would  have  thee  live. 
But,  as  a  Publick  Parent  of  the  .State, 
My  Juftice,  and  thy  Crime,  requires  thy  Fate. 
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F*ain  would  I  chafe  a  middle  Courfe  to  fleet ; 
Nature's  too  kind,  and  Juftice  too  fevere : 
Speak  for  us  both,  and  to  the  Balance  bring 
On  either  fide,  the  Father,  and  the  King. 
Jieav'n  knows,  my  Heart  is  bent  to  favour  thee  $ 
Make  it  but  fcanty  weight,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me; 

Here  flopping  with  a  Sigh,  he  pour'd  a  Flood 
Of  Tears,  to  make  his  laft  Expreffion  good. 

She,  who  had  heard  him  fpeak,  nor  faW  alone* 
The  fecret  Conduit  of  her  Love  was  known ; 
But  he  was  taken  who  her  Soul  poftefs'd,. 
Felt  all  the  Fangs  of  Sorrow  in  her  Bread; 
And  little  wanted,  but  a  Woman's  Heart, 
With  Cries  and  Tear*,  had  tefthy'd  her  Smart: 
But  in-born  Worth,  that  Fortune  can  controuly 
New  flrung  and  ftifler  bent  her  fofter  Soul ; 
The  Heroine  affimVd  the  Woman's  Place* 
Confirmed  net  Mind,  and"  fortify'd  her  Face: 
Why  mould  fhe  beg,  or  what  cou'd  {he  pretend, 
When  herftem  Father  had  condenm'd  her  Friend  J 
Her  Life  fhe  might  have  had ;  but  her  Defpair 
Of  faving  his,  bad  put  it  pall  her  Cafe: 
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Refolv'd  on  Fate,  ihe  would  not  lofe  her  Breath, 

But  rather  than  not  die,  folftcit  Death. 

Fix'd  on  this  Thought,  fhe,  not  as  Wdtoen  ufe, 

Her  Fault  by  common  Frailty  would  excufe  ; 

But  boldly  juftify'd  her  Innocence, 

And  while  the  Faft  was  own'd ,  deny M  th'  Offence : 

Then  with  dry  Eyes,  and  with  an  open  Look, 

She  met  his  Glance  mid- way  *  and  thus  undaunted 

Tancredy  I  neither  am  difpos'd  to  make •*-  P     e' 
Requeft  for  Life,  nor  offer'd  Life  to  take : 
Much  lefs  deny  the  Deed ;  but  leaft  of  all 
Beneath  pretended  Juftice  weakly  fall. 
My  Words  toJacred  Truth  mail  be  confin'd, 
My  Deeds  mail  fliew  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Mind. 
That  I  have  lov'd,  I  own;  that  ftill  I  love, 
I  call  to  Witnefs  all  the  Powers  above: 
Yet  more  I  own :  To  Guifcard's  Love  I  give 
The  fmaU  remaining  Time  I  have  to  live ; 
And  if  beyond  this  Life  Defire  can  be, 
Not  Fate  it  felf  fliall  fet  my  Paffion  free. 

This  fir  ft  avow'd ;  nor  Folly  warp'd  my  Mind, 
Nor  the  frail  Texture  of  the  Female  Kind 
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Betray'd  my  Virtue :  For,  too  well  I  knew 
What  Honour  was,  and  Honour  had  his  Due: 
Before  the  Holy  Prieft  my  Vows  were  ty'd, 
So  came  I  not  a  Strumpet,  but  a  Bride ; 
This  for  my  Fame :  and  for  the  Publick  Voice ; 
Yet  more,  his  Merits  juftify'd  my  Choice ; 
Which  had  they  not,  the  firft  Election  thine, 
That  Bond  diffolv'd,  the  next  is  freely  mine: 
Or  grant  I  err'd,  (which  yet  I  muft  deny,) 
Had  Parents  Pow'r  ev'n  fecond  Vows  to  tie, 
Thy  little  Care  to  mend  my  Widow'd  Nights 

Has  forc'd  me  to  recourfe  of  Marriage-Rites, 
To  fill  ah  emptySide,and  follow  known  Delights. 
What  have  I  done  in  this,  deferving  Blame? 
State-Laws  may  alter :  Nature's  are  the  fame ; 
Thofe  are  ufurp'd  on  helplefs  Woman-kind ,  rk:n(j 
Made  without  our  Confent,  and  wanting  Pow'r  to 
Thou,7*wra/,better  fhould'fl:  Uave  underftood, 
That  as  thy  Father  gave  thee  Flefli  and  Blood, 
So  gav'ft  thou  me :  Not  from  the  Quarry  hew'd, 
But  of  a  fofter  Mould,  with  Senfe  endu'd ; 
Ev'n  fofter  than  thy  own,  of  fuppler  Kind, 
More  exquifite  of  Tafte^nd  more  thanMan  refin'd. 
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Nor  nced'ft  thou  by  thy  Daughter  to  be  told, 
Though  now  thy  fpritely  Blood  with  Age  be  cold, 
Thou  haft  been  young ;  and  can'ft  remember  fttU, 
That  when  thou  hadft  the  Pow'r,  thou  hadft  the 

Will; 
And  from  the  paft  Experience  of  thy  Fires,     "J 
Canft  tell  with  what  a  Tide  our  ftrong  Defires  I 
Come  rufhing  on  in  Youth,  and  what  their  | 


Rage  requires. 


j 


And  grant  thy  Youth  was  exercis'd  in  Arms, 
When  Love  no  leifure  found  for  fofter  Charms  | 
My  tender  Age  in  Luxury  was  train'd, 
With  idle  Eafe  and  Pageants  entertain'd ; 
My  Hours  my  own,  my  Pleafures  unreftrain'd.] 
So  bred,  no  wonder  if  I  took  the  Bent  / 

That  feem'd  ev'n  warranted  by  thy  Confent  j 
Fpr,  when  the  Father  is  too  fondly  kind, 
Such  Seeds  he  fows,  fuch  Harveft  fhall  he  find. 

■ 

Blame  then  thy  feif,  as  Reafon's  Law  requires, 
(Since  Nature  gave,  and  thou  foment'ft  my  Fires  j) 
If  Hill  thofe  Appetites  continue  ftrong, 
Thou  may'ft  eonfider,  I  am  ye;  but  young: 
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Confider  too,  that  having  been  a  Wife, 
I  muft  have  tafled  of  a  better  Life, 
And  am  not  to  be  blam'd,  if  I  renew, 
By  lawful  Means,  the  Joys  which  then  I  knew. 
Where  was  the  Crime,  if  Pleafure  I  procur'd, 
Young,  and  a  Woman,  and  to  Blifs  inur'd? 
That  was  my  Cafe,  and  this  is  my  Defence; 
I  pleas'd  my  felf,  I  Ihunn'd  Incontinence, 
And,  urg'd  by  ftrong  Defires,  indulged  my  Senfe. 

Left  to  my  felf,  I  muft  avow,  I  flrove 
From  publick  Shame  to  fcreen  my  fecret  Love, 
And,  well  acquainted  with  thy  Native  Pride, 
Endeavour 'd,  what  I  could  not  help,  to  hide ; 

For  which,  a  Woman's  Wit  an  eafie  Way  fupply'd. 
HoW  this,  fo  well  contriv'd,  fo  clofely  laid, 
Was  known  to  thee,  or  by  what  Chance  betray'd, 
Is  not  my  Care:  To  pleafe  thy  Pride  alone, 
I  could  have  wifh'd  it  had  been  {till  unknown. 

Nor  took  I  Guifcard  by  blind  Fancy  led, 
Or  hafty  Choice,  as  many  Women  wed ; 
But  with  deliberate  Care,  and  ripen'd  Thought, 
At  leifure  firft  defign'd,  before  I  wrought : 

M4 
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On  him  I  relied,  after  long  Debate, 
And  not  without  confid'ring,  fix'd  my  Fate : 
His  Flame  was  equal,  though  by  mine  infpir'd; 
(For  fo  the  Difference  of  our  Birth  required :) 
Had  he  been  born  like  me,  like  me  his  Love 
Had  firft  begun,  what  mine  was  forced  to  move: 
But  thus  beginning,  thus  we  perfevere ; 
Our  Pafiions  yet  continue  what  they  were, 
Nor  length  of  Tryal  makes  our  Joys  the  lefsj 
fincere. 

At  thismyChoice,  though  not  by  thine  alio w'd, 
(Thy  Judgment  herding  with  the  common  Crowd) 
Thou  tak'ft  uojuft  Offence ;  and,  led  by  them, 
Doft  lefs  the  Merit,  than  the  Man  efteem. 
Too  fharply,  Tancred,  by  thy  Pride  betray'd, 
Haft  thou  againfl  the  Laws  of  Kind  inveigh'd : 
For  all  th'  Offence  is  in  Opinion  plac'd, 
Which  deems  high  Birthby  lowly  Choice  debased  J 
This  Thought  alone  with  Fury  fires  thy  Breaft, 
(For  Holy  Marriage  juftifies  the  reft) 
That  I  have  funk  the  Glories  of  the  State, 
And  mix'd  my  Blood  with  a  Plebeian  Mate; 


Sigifmonda  and  Guifcardo.         i  c? 

t 

In  which  I  wonder  thou  flaouldft  overfee  j 

Superior  Caufes,  or.  impute  to  me  > 

The  Fault  of  Fortune,  or  the  Fates  Decree.     J 
Or  call  it  Heav'ns  Imperial  Pow'r  alone, 
Which  moves  on  Springs  of  Juftice,  though  un- 
known ; 
Yet  this  we  fee,  though  ordered  for  the  beft, 
The  Bad  exalted,  and  the  Good  opprefs'd; 
Permitted  Laurels  grace  the  Lawlefs  Brow, 
Th'  Unworthy  rais'd,  the  Worthy  caft  below. 

But  leaving  that :  Search  we  the  fecret  Springs, 
And  backward  trace  the  Principles  of  Things; 
There  Audi  we  find,  that  when  the  World  began, 
One  common  Mafs  composed  the  Mould  of  Man ; 
One  Pafte  of  Flelh  on  all  Degrees  beftow'd, 
And  kneaded  up  alike  with  moiftning  Blood. 
The  fame  Almighty  Pow'r  infpir'd  the  Frame 
With  kindled  Life,  andform'd  the  Souls  the  fame: 
The  Faculties  of  Intellect,  and  Will,        rg^yj  "J 
Difpens'd  with  equal  Hand,  difpos'd  with  equal( 
£Jke  Liberty  indulg'd  with  Choice  of  Goodf 
or III.     .  J 
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Thus  born  alike,  from  Virtue  firft  began 
The  DifPrence  that  diftinguifh'd  Man  from  Man : 
He  claim'd  no  Title  from  Defcent  of  Blood, 
But  that  which  made  him  Noble,  made  him  Good : 
Warm'd  with  more  Particles  of  Heav'nly  Flame,' 
He  wing'd  his  upward  Flight,and  foar'd  toFame  »j 
The  reft  rcmain'd  belo  w,a  Tribe  without  aName. 
This  Law,  though  Cuftom  now  diverts  the 
;  Courfe, 
As  Nature's  Inftitute,  is  yet  in  force  \ 
Uncancell'd,  tho1  difus'd :  And  he  whofe  Mind 
Is  Virtuous,  is  alone  of  Noble  Kind. 
Though  poor  in  Fortune,  of  Celeftial  Race; 
And  he  commits  the  Crime  who  calls  him  Bafe. 

t 

Now  lay  the  Line ;  and  meafure  all  thy  Court, 
By  inward  Virtue,  not  external  Port, 
And  find  whom  juftly  to  prefer  above 
The  Man  on  whom  my  Judgment  plac'd  my  Love : 
So  wait  thou  fee  his  Parts  and  Perfon  {nine ; 
And  thus  compar'd,the  reft  a  bafe  degenerate  Line. 
Nor  took  I,  when  I  firft  furvey'd  thy  Court, 
His  Valour,  or  his  Virtues,  on  Report  • 
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But  traded  what  I  ought  to  truft  alone, 
Relying  on  thy  Eyes,  and  not  my  Own; 
Thy  Praife  (and  thine  was  then  the  publick  Voice) 
Firft  recommended  Guifcardto  my  Choice: 
Di  reded  thus  by  thee,  I  look'd,  and  found 
A  Man,  I  thought,  deferring  to  be  crown'd ; 
Firft  by  my  Father  pointed  to  my  Sight, 
Nor  lefs  confpicuous  by  his  Native  Light:   . 
His  Mind,  his  Meen,  the  Features  of  his  Face, 
Excelling  all  the  reft  of  Human  Race:     r„\oht 
Thefe  were  thy  Thoughts,  and  thou  couldlt  judge 
Till  Int'reft  made  a  Jaundice  in  thy  Sight. 

Or  ihou'd  I  grant,  thou  didft  not  rightly  fee ; 
Then  thou  wert  firft  deceiv'd,and  Ideceiv'd  by  thee. 
But  if  thou  fhalt  alledge,  through  Pride  of  Mind, 
Thy  Blood  with  one  of  bafe  Condition  join'd, 
'Tis  falfe ;  for  'tis  not  Bafenefs  to  be  Poor ; 
His  Poverty  augments  thy  Crime  the  more; 
Upbraids  thy  Juftice  with  the  fcant  Regard 
Of  Worth:  Whom  Princes  praife,  they  fliou'd 

reward. 
Are  thefe  the  Kings  entrufted  by  the  Crowd 
With  Wealth,  to  be  difpens'd  for  common  Good? 
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The  People  fweat  not  for  their  King's  Delight, 
T' enrich  a  Pimp,  or  raife  a  Parafite ; 
Theirs  is  the  Toil ;  and  he  who  well  has  ferv'd 
His  Country,  has  his  Country's  Wealth  deferv'd. 

Ev*a  mighty  Monarchs  oft  are  meanly  born, 
And  Kings  by  Birth,  to  lowefl  Rank  return ; 
All  fubjeft  to  the  Pow'r  of  giddy  Chance, 
For  Fortune  can  deprefs,  or  can  advance: 
But  true  Nobility,  is  of  the  Mind, 
Not  giv'n  by  Chance,  and  not  to  Chance  refignM, 

For  the  remaining  Doubt  of  thy  Decree,    . 
What  to  refolve,  and  how  difpofe  of  me, 
Be  warn'd  to  caft  that  ufelefs  Care  afide, 
My  felf  alone  will  for  my  felf  provide ; 
If  in  thy  doting  and  decrepit  Age, 
Thy  Soul,  a  Stranger  in  thy  Youth  to  Rage, 
Begins  in  cruel  Deeds  to  take  Delight, 
Gorge  with  my  Blood  thy  barb'rous  Appetite ; 
For  I  fo  little  am  difpos'd  to  pray 
For  Life,  I  would  not  caft  a  Willi  away.  • 
Such  as  it  is,  th*  Offence  is  all  my  own ; 
And  what  to  Guifiard  is  already  done, 
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Or  to  be  done,,  is  doom'd  by  thy  Decrfee, 
That,  if  not  executed  firft  by  thee, 
Shall  on  my  Perfon  be  performed  by  me. 

Away,  with  Women  weep,  and  leave  me  here, 
Fix'd,  like  a  Man  to  die,  without  a  Tear; 
Or  fave,  or  flay  us  both  this  prefent  Hour, 
*Tis  all  that  Fate  has  left  within  thy  PowV. 

She  faid :  Nor  did  her  Father  fail  to  find. 
In  all  ftie  fpoke,  the  Greatnefs  of  her  Mind ; 
Yet  thought  (he  was  not  obftinate  to  die, 
Nor  deem'd  the  Death  flie  promised  was  fo  nigh:. 
Secure  in  this  Belief,  he  left  the  Dame, 
Refolv'd  to  fpare  her  Life,  and  fave  her  Shame ; 
But  that  detefted  Objeft  to  remove, 
To  wreak  his  Vengeance,  and  to  cure  her  Love* 

Intent  on  this,  a  fecret  Order  fign'd, 
The  Death  of  Guifcard  to  his  Guards  enjoined ; 
Strangling  was  chofen,  and  the  Night  the  Time, 
A  mute  Revenge,  and  blind  as  was  the  Crime : 
His  faithful  Heart,  a  bloody  Sacrifice, 
Torn  from  his  Breaft,  to  glut  the  Tyrant's  Eyes, 
Clos'd  the  fevcre  Command :  For  (Slaves  to  Pay) 
What  Kings  decree,  the  Soldier  mud  obey : 


I» 
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Wag'd  againft  Foes;  and,  when  the  Wars  are  o'er. 
Fit  only  to  maintain  Defpotick  Pow'r : 
Dang'rous  to  Freedom,  and  defir'd  alone 
By  Kings,  who  feck  an  Arbitrary  Throne ; 
Such  were  thefe  Guards  j  as  ready  to  have  flain 
The  Prince  himfelf,  allur'd  with  greater  Gain ; 
So  was  the  Charge  performed  with  better  Will, 
By  Men  inur'd  to  Blood,  and  exercis'd  in  III. 

Now,  tho'  the  fallen  Sire  had  eas'd  his  Mind,' 
The  Pomp  of  his  Revenge  was  yet  behind; 
A  Pomp  prepared  to  grace  the  Prefent  he  defign'd. 
A  Goblet  rich  with  Gems,  and  rough  with  Gold, 
Of  Depth,and  Breadth, the  precious  Pledge  to  hold, 
With  cruel  Care  he  chofe :  The  hollow  Part 
Inclos'd,  the  Lid  conceal'd  the  Lover's  Heart; 
Then  of  his  trailed  Mlfchiefs,  one  he  fent, 
And  bad  him  with  thefe  Words  the  Gift  prefent  1 
Thy  Father  fends  thee  this,  to  cheer  thy  Breaft, 
And  glad  thy  Sight  with  what  thou  lov'ft  the  belt ; 
As  thou  had  pfcas'd.  his  Eyes*  and  joy 'd  his  Mind, 
With  what  he  lav'd  the  moil  of  Human  Kind. 

Ere  this  the  Royal  Dame,  who  well  bad  wexgbM 
The  Conference  of  what  her  Sire  had  faid* 
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Fix'd  on  her  Fate,  againft  th'expefted  Hour, 
Procur'd  the  Means  to  have  it  in  her  Pow'r : 
For  this,  fhe  had  diftilPd,  with  early  Care, 
The  Juice  of  Simples,  friendly  to  Defpair, 
A  Magazine  of  Death ;  and  thus  prepar'd, 
Secure  to  die,  the  fatal  Meflage  heard ;     » 
Then  fmil'd  fevere ;  nor  with  a  troubled  Look, 
Or  trembling  Hand,  the  FunVal  Prefent  took ; 
Ev'n  kept  her  Countenance,when  the  Lid  remov'd, 
Difclos'd  the  Heart,  unfortunately  lov'd : 
She  needed  not  be  told  within  whofe  Bread 
It  lodg'd ;  the  Meflage  had  explained  the  reft. 
Or  not  amaz'd,  or  hiding  her  Surprize, 
She  fternly  on  the  Bearer  fix'd  her  Eyes: 
Then  thus ;  Tell  Tattered,  on  his  Daughter's  part* 
The  Gold,  tho*  precious,  equals  not  the  Heart ; 
But  he  did  well  to  give  his  befl ;  and  I, 
"Who  wilh'd  a  worthier  Urn,  forgive  his  Poverty* 
At  this,  fhecurb'daGroan,  that  elfe  had  come* 
And  pauflng,  view'd  the  Prefent  in  the  Tomb: 
Then,  to  the  Heart  ador'd,  devoutly  glew'd 
Her  Lips,  and  railing  it,  her  Speech  renew'd  i 
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_  ■      •  •  

Ev'n  from  my  Day  of  Birth,  to  this,  the  Bourtd 
'  Of  my  unhappy  Being,  1  have  found 
My  Father's  Care  and  Tendernefs  exprefs'd ; 
But  this  laft  Aft  of  Love  excels  the  reft : 
For  this  fo  dear  a  Prefent,  bear  him  back 
The  beft  Return  that  I  can  live  to  make. 

The  Meflenger  difpatch'd,  again  fhe  viewVl 
The  lov'd  Remains,  and  fighing,  thus  purfu'd  ; 
Source  of  my  Life,  and  Lord  of  my  Defires, 
In  whom  I  liv'd,  with  whoto  my  Soul  expires ; 
Poor  Heart,  no  more  the  Spring  of  Vital  Heat, 
Curs' d  be  the  Hands  that  tore  thee  from  thy  Seat ! 
The  Courfe  is  finifh'd  which  thy  Fates  decreed, 
And  thou  from  thy  Corporeal  Prifon  freed : 
Soon  haft  thou  reach'd  the  Goal  with  mended  Pace, 
A  World  of  Woes  difpatch'd  in  little  fpace : 
Forc'd  by  thy  Worth,  thy  Foe,  in  Death  become 
Thy  Friend,  has  lodg'd  thee  in  a  coftly  Tomb ; 
There  yet  remained  thy  FunVal  Exequies, 
The  weeping  Tribute  of  thy  Widow's  Eyes, 
And  thofe,  indulgent  Fieav'n  has  found  the  way 
That  I,  before  my  Death,  have  leave  to  pay. 

My 
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My  Father  ev'n  in  Cruelty  is  kind* 
Or  Heav'n  has  turn'd  the  Malice  of  his  Mind 
To  better  Ufes  than  his  Hate  defign'd  j 
And  made  th'Infult  whkh  in  his  Gift  appears* 
The  Means  to  mourn  thee  with  my  pious  Tears ; 
Which  I  will  pay  thee  down,  before  I  go^ 
And  fave  my  felf  the  Pains  to  weep  below* 
If  Souls  can  weep ;  tho*  once  I  meant  to  meet: 
My  Fate  with  Face  unmov'd>  and  Eyes  unwet* 
Yet  fince  I  have  thee  here  in  narrow  Room* 
My  Tears  mail  fet  thee  firft  afloat  within  thyTomb  2 
Then  (as  I  know  thy  Spirit  hovers  nigh) 

Under  thy  friendly  Conduft  will  I  fly 

..  «  <    .  •  »-. 

To  Regions  unexplored,  fecure  to  mafd 
Thy  State ;  nor  Hell  fhall  Funiflimeht  appear ; 
And  Heav'n  is  diouble  rieav'n,  if  thou  art  there. 

She  faid :  Her  brim-fufi  Eyes*  that  feaciy  flood* 
'  And  only  wanted  Will  to  weep  a  Flood* 
Releas'd  their  watry  Store*  and  povtfd  amain*,' 
Like  Clouds  low  hung,  a  fober  Show'f  of  kainj 
Mute  folemn  Sorrow*  free  from  female  ftoife> 

Such  as  the  Majefty  of  Grief  deftroys : 

.  '•'.*■■ 
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•  ... 

flor,  bending  6'er  the  Cop,  the  Tears  file  flie4 
Seem'd  by  the  Polite  to  discharge  her  tfead, 
cyer-fill'd  before;  and  oft  (her  Mouth  appiyM' 
To  the  cold  Heart)  die  kifsM  at  once,  arid  cry'd. 
Her  Maids,  Who  flood  amaz'd,  nor  knew  the  Cattfe; 
Of  her  Cothplainirig,  nor  whole  Heart  it  was ; 
Yet  all  due  Meafures  of  her  Mourning  kept* 
Did  Office  at  the  Dirge,  and  by  Infeftiort  wept ; 
And  oft  enquir'd  tfTOccafioft  of  her  Grief, 
(Unanfwer'd  but  by  Sighs)  and  offered  v*in  Relief. 
At  length,  her  Stock  of  Tears  already  flied, 
Shewip'd  her  Eyes,  fhe  raised  her  drooping  Head, 
And  thus  purfu'd :  O  ever  faithful  Heart, 
I  have  performed  the  Ceretaonial  Part, 
The  Decencies  of  Grief:  It  relts  behind, 
That  as  our  Bodies  were,  our  Souls  be  join'd : 
To  thy  Whate'er  Abode,  my  Shade  convey, 
And  as  an  elder  Ghoft,  direft  the  Way. 
She  idd ;  and  bad  the  Vial  to  be  brought, 
Jv*here  flie  before  had  breW'd  the  deadly  Draught, 
Firift  pouring  out  the  med'cinable  Bane, 
The  Heart,  her  Tears  had  rms'd,  Ihe  bathed  again ; 
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And  cjuaffs  a  long  Oblivion  of  her  Woes. 

This  done,  (tie  mounts  the  Genial  Bed,arid  there 
(Her  Body  firft  composed  with  honeft  Care) 
Attends  the'  Welcome  Reft:  tf et  Haiids  f et  hold 
Clofe  to  her  Heart,  the'  Mohuinen&I  Gold ; 
Nor  farther  Word  me  {poke,  out  clds'd  fterSigmV 
And  quiet,  fought  the  Covert  of  the- Night. 

The  DatofcIs,who  th&  while  in  Silence  mourn'd, 
Not  knowing,  nor  firfpeflling  Death  fuborfi'd, 
Yet,  as  their  Duty  was,  to  Tattered  rent* 
Whoi  cohfcioiis  of  th'Occafionj  fear'd  th*  Event. 
AlarmM,  and  with  prefaging  Heart  he  came, 
And  drew  the  Curtains,  and  exposM  the  Dame 
To  loathfom  Light:  then  with  a  late  Relief 
Made  vain  Efforts,  to  mitigate  her  Grief.  '■ 
She,  what  Ihe  could,  excluding  Gay/  her  Eye£ 
Kept  firmly  feaPd,  and  fternly  thus  replies. 

Tattered,  reft  rain  thy  Tears,  urifougfit  \fy  me, 
And  Sorrow,  unavailing  now  to  tnee: 
Did  ever  Man  before  aflfrct  his  Mind, 
To  fee  th'  ErTeft  of  what  himfelf  defign'd  ? 
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Yet  if  thou  haft  remaining  in  thy  Heart 
Some  Senfe  of  Love,  fome  unextinguinYd  Parf 
,  Of  former  Kindnefs,  largely  once  profefs'd, 
Let  me  by  that  adjure  thy  hardened  Bread, 

Npt  to  deny;  thy  Daughter's  Iaft  Requeft: 
The  fecret  Love,  which  I  fo  long  enjoy'd, 
And  ftili  concealed,  to  gratifie  thy  Pride, 

*        *  * 

Thou. haft  disjoined;  but,  with  my  dying  Breath* 
Seek  not,  I  beg  thee*  to  disjoin  our  Death : 
Where-e'er  his  Corps  by  thy  Command  is  kid* 
Thither  let  mine  in  publick  be  convey'd ; 
Exposed  in  open  View,  and  Side  by  Side, 
Acknowledged  as  a  Bridegroom  and  a  Bride. 

The,  Prince's  Anguifh  hinder'd  his  Reply : 
And  fee*  who  felt  her  Fate  approaching  nigh, 
Seiz  d  the  cold  Heart,  and  heaving  to  her  Breaftr 
Here,  precious  Pledge,  fhefaid,  fecurely  reft : 
Thefe  Accents  were  her  laft;  the  creeping  Death 
Benumb'd  her  Senfes  firft,  then  ftoppUher  Breath. 

Thus  fee  for  Pifobedience  juftly  dy'd ; 

■  ■ 

The  Sire  was  juftly  puniih'd  for  bis  Pride: 


%»     •  * 
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The  Youth,  leaft  guilty,  fuffer'd  for  th' Offence 
Of  Duty  violated  to  his  Prince ; 
Who  late  repenting  of  his  cruel  Deed, 
One  common  Sepulcher  for  both  decreed; 
Intomb'd  the  wretched  Pair  in  Royal  State, 
And  on  their  Monument  infcrib'd  their  Fate. 


N, 
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Out  of  the  Eighth  Book  of 

Ovid's  Metamorphofes. 

The  Author,  pur fiting  the  Thetis  tf/Thefeus,  re- 
lates how  He,  with  bis  -Friend  Perithous,  were 
invited  by  Achelous,  the  River-God,  to  flay 
with  hifffy  till  bis  Wtters  were  abated^  Ache- 
lous entertains  them  with  a  Relation  of  his  own 
Love  to  '.  pepmele,  who  was  charted  into  an 
Jfiandby  Neptune,  at  hfs  Requeft.  Perithous, 
being  an  Atbeift,  derides  the  Legend,  and  denies 
the  Tower  of  the  Gods,  to  work  that  Miracle. 
Lelex,  another  Companion  of  Thefeus,  to  con- 
firm  the  Story  of  Achelous,  relates  another  Me- 
tamorpbojts  e/BancisaWPhilemon,  intoTrees; 
of  which  he  was  partly  an  Eye-witnefK 
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ill  !US4rff&*jends:  His.  Audience, 
hear 
With  Admiration ,   and  ^drnmag, 

The  Pow'rs  of  Heav'n;  except  /man's  San, 
Who  langh'd  at  all,  the.  Gods,  beliey'd  in  none: 
He  fliooH  bis  impipus  H#k(,  and  thus  replies, 
Thefe  Legends  are  no  njore  than  pious,  Lips : 
You  attribute  too  rauch  to  Heiv'njty  Sway, 
To  think  they  give  us  Fonps,  and  take  away. 

The  reft  of  better  Minds,  their  Senfe  dedar'd 
Againft  this  Qoftrujej  and  with  Hojror,  heard. 
Then  Lelex  rofe,  an  old  experienc'd  Man, 
And  thus  with  fjober  Gravity  began; 
Heav'ps  Ppw'i  is  Infinite:  Earth,  Air,  and  Sea, 
The  Manuftfture  Mais,  the  making Eow'r, obey,: 
r>y  Proof  toclearsoucpoubt;  ia?Pkry&aii  Ground 
Two  Kighb'rjn  5  Trees,.  wi(h  WaUs  encqmpafsM 

round, 
Stand  on  a  mod/rate  Rife,  njith  Wonder  fliowo, 
One  a  IwA  Oa.lf,  a,  foftqr  Linden  one,: 
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:  I  faw  the  Place  and  them,  by  Tittheus  fent 

4  •   ■       - 

ToTbrygian  Realms,  my  Grandflre'sGovernment, 
Not  far  from  thence  is  feen  a  Lake,  the  Haunt 
(Si  Coots,  and  of  the  fifhing  Cormorant : 
Here  Jove  with  Hermes  came;  but  in  Difguife 
Of  mortal  Men  conceaPd  their  Deities ;  " 

*  ■ 

One  laid  afide  his  Thunder,  one  his  Rod ; 
And  many  toilfom  Steps  together  trod : 
For  Harbour  at  a  thoufand  Doors  they  khock'd, 
Not  one  of  all  the  thoufand  but  was  lock'd.  ' 
At  laft  an  hofpitable  Houfe  they  found,  ^ 

A  homely  Shed,  the  Roof,  not  far  from  Ground Y 
Was  thatch'd  with  Reeds,  <ind  Straw  togeth< 
bound.  ■>■.■■ 

There  Baucis  and  'Philemon  hVd,  and  there 
Had  liv'd  long  marry'd,  and  a  happy  Pair : 
Now  old  in  Love,  though  little  was  their  Store, 
Inur'd  to  Want,  their  Poverty  they  bore, 

Nor  aim'd  at  Wealth,  profeffing  to  be  poor. 
For  Matter  or  for  Servant  here  to  call, 

.... 

Was  all  alike,  where  only  Two  were  All. 
Command  was  none,  where  equal  Love  was  paid, 
Pr  rather  both  commanded,  both  obey'd. 
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«  •  ■  •  •  •  r    , 

From  lofty  Roofs  the  Gods  repuls'd  before, 
Now  ftoopirig,  ehterM  through <fhe  little  Door; 
The  Man  (their  hearty  Welcome  firft  exprefsM) 
A  common  Settle  drew  for  either  Gueft, 
Inviting  each  his  weary  Limbs  to  reft. 
But  ere  they  fate,  officious  Baucis  lays    ""  ■ 
Two  Culhions  ftufTd  with  Straw,  the  Seat  to  raifej 
Courfe,  butthebeftflie  had ;  then  rakes  the  Load 
Of  Allies  from  the  Hearth,  and  fpreads  abroad 
The  living  Coals ;  and,  left  they  (houM  expire, 
With  Leaves  and  Barks  (he  feeds  her  Infant-fire  i 
It  fmoaks;and  then  with  tremblingBreath  fhe  blows, 

Till  in  a  chearful  Blaze  the  Flames  arofe.  .- .   P 

[thefe, 

With  Bru(h-wood  and  with  Chips  (he  ftrengthens 
And  adds  at  laft  the  Boughs  of  rotten  Trees. 
*The  Fire  thus  form'd,  (he  fetsthe  Kettle  on, 
(Like  burnifli'd  Gold  the  little  Seether  (hone) 
Next  took  the  Coleworts  which  her  Husband  got 
Fromhisown  Ground,  (afmallwell-water'dSpot;) 
Sheftripp'd  the  Stalks  of  all  their  Leaves ;  the  bfeft 
She  cull'd,  and  then  with  handy-care  (he  drefs'd. 
High  o'er  the  Hearth  *  Chine  of  Bacon  hung  $ 
Good  old  Thilemon  fei^'d  it  with  a  Erong, 


w-\ 
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* 

And  from  the  footy  Rafter  drew  it  down, 
Then  cut  a  Slice,  but  (carce  enough,  for  one  { 
Yet  *  Urge  Portion  of  a  little  Store, 
Which  for  their  fakes  alone  he  wi(h'd  were  more. 
This  in  the  Pot  he  plung'd  without  delay, 
To  tame  theFleflj,  and  drain  the  Salt  away. 
The  Time  between,  before  the  Fire  they  fat, 
And  Jhorten'd  the  Delay  by  pleading  Chat. 

A  Beam  there  was,  on,  which  ^  Beechen  PaiJ 
Hung  by  the  Handle,  on  a  driven  Nail : 
This  fill'd  with  Water,  gently  watm'd,  they  fet, 
Be/ore  their  Gueft  s  ;in  this  they  bath'd  their  Feet, 
And,  after  with  clean  Towels  tfryM  their  Svveat : 
This  done,  the  Hoft  produced  the  genial  Bed, 
Sallow  the  Feet,  the  Borders,  and  the  Sted, 
Which  with  no  coftly  Coverlet  they  fpread; 
But  courfe  old  Garments,  yet  fuch  Robes  as  thefe 
^They  laid  alone,  at  Feafts,  on  Holydays. 
The  good  old  Houfwife  tucking  up  her  Gown, 
The  Table  fets;  th'  invited  Gods  lie  down. 
The  Trivet-Table  of  a  Foot  was  feme, 
A  Blot  which  prudent  Bands  overcame, 
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Who  thrn#s  hene,a&  $e,  limply  Leg,  a,  Stierd,* 

So  was  the  nie#d$4  §P&A  e*a#ty  f^*r'4 : 
Then  rubb'd.  \t  o?er-  w$j  R^y-ga^'d,  ^jnt, 

v  A  wholeJjbin  Herlg,  t^a^  tye,^  a  grajefifl  S^eiit. 

F«^Jf  ■  ^W. th?  F**.  ^P»  ft*  TO  *W 
Tfc  partf -cojour^  piiye,  ^lack,  and,  Green; 

$mW$  Q»W* ne# :fe  9F4ff  fc* v'4», 
In  Lees  of  \Y#e  weft  pgftlcrf,  and  prefePf'4- 

A  ^#^-§^4  TO  ^  ^d  Supply 

T^P?*!  W4ftW»»  dfcPfcsft  9?  CqMMFA 
FVfc  ( 

And  new^-laid  Eggp,  which  Baucis  bufip  Care 
Tum'd  by  a  genjtle  Eire,  and  roafted  rare. 
AUrtfeefein  Earthen  Ware  were  ferv'd  to  Board; 
And;  next  in  place,  an*  Earthen  Pitcher  ftor'd, 

With  Liquor  of  the  beft  the  Cottage  cou'd  afford . 
This  was  the  Table's  Ornament,  and  Pride, 
With  Figures  wrought:  Like  Pages  at  his  Side 
StoodBeechenBowIs;  and  thefe  were  fhining  clean, 
Vernifli'd  with  Wax  without,  and  Kn'd  within. 
By  this  the  boiling  Kettle  had  prepared, 
And  to  the  Table  fent,  the  fmoaking  Lard ; 
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On  which  with  eager  Appetite  they  dine, 
A  fay'ry  Bit,  that  ferv'd  to  rellifh  Wine: 
The  Wine  it  feif  was  fuiting  to  the  reft, 
Stilt  working  in  the  Muft,  and  lately  prefs'd. 
The  Second  Courfe  fucceeds  like  that  before, 

•  •  » 

Plums,  Apples,  Nuts,  and  of  their  Wintry  Store, 
Dry  Figs,  and  Grapes,  and  wrinkled  Dates  were  fet 

«  * 

In  Ganifters,  t' enlarge  the  little  Treat: 
All  thefe  a  Milk-white  Honey-comb  fur  round, 
W  hich  in  the  midft  the  Country-Banquet  crown'd: 
But. the  kind  Hofts  their  Entertainment  grace  ■ 
With  hearty  Welcome,  and  an  open  Face : 
In  all  they  did,  you  might  difcern  with  eafe, 
/(.  willing  Mind,  and  a  Defire  to  pleafe.       «,... . 

Mean  time  the  Beechen  Bowls  went  round,  and 
Though  often  empty?d,  were  obferv'd  to  fill ; 
FillM  without  Hands,  and  of  their  own  accord 
Ran  without  Feet,  and  danc'd  about  the  Board. 
Devotion  fei$'d  the  Pair,  to  fee  the  Feaft 
Wkh  Wine,  and  qf  no  common  Grape,  increas'd; 
And  up  they  fyeld  their  Hands,  and  fell  to  Pray'r* 
^xcufing,  as  they  cou'd,  their  Country  Fare, 


•   ♦ 
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One  Goofe  they  had,  ('twas  all  they  cou'd  allow) 
A  wakeful  Centry,  and  on  Duty  now,. 
Whom  to  the  Gods  for  Sacrifice  they  vow  i 

» 

Her,  with  malicious  Zeal,  the  Couple  viewMj 
She  ran  for  Life,  and  limping  they  purfu'd ; 
Full  well  the  Fowl  perceiv'd  their  bad  intent,  ; 
AndWou'd  not  make  her  Mailer's  Compliment! 
But  perfecutedj,  to. the  Pow'rs  fee  flies, 
And  clofe  between  the  Legs  of  Jove  fee  lies:  ■ 
He  with  a  gracious  Ear  the  Suppliant  heard, 
And  fav'd  her  Life ;  then  what  he  was  declar'd, 
And  own'd  the  God.  The  Neighbourhood,  faid  he, 
Shall  juflly  perifh  for  Impiety ; 
You  Hand  alone  exempted  j  but  obey    .    ,  .  •  ;; 
With  fpeed,  and  follow  where  we  lead  the  way' 
Leave  thefe  accurs'd;  and  to  the  MountainsHeight 
Afcend ;  nor  once  look  backward  in  your  Flight. 
They  hafte,  and  what  their  tardy  Feet  deny'd, 
The  trufty  Staff  (their  better  Leg)  fupply'd,    .7 
An  Arrow's  FHght  they  wanted  to  the  Top*.-.  . 
And  there  fecure, ,  but  fpent  with  Travel,  flop? 
Then  turn  their  now  no  more  forbidden  Eyes  ? : 
Loft  in  a  Lake  the  floated  Level  lies : 
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A  Watty  Defarr  covers  all  the  Phiiis, 
Their  Cot  alohei  as  in  an  Ifle,  remains : 
Wondriflg  with  weeping  Eyes,  while  they  demote 
Their  Neighbours  Fate,  aridCotihtry  how  no  ifiof  e, 
Their  little  Shed,  fcarce  large  enough  for  TWo, 
Seems,  from  the  Ground  increas'd,  in  Height  and 

Bulk  to  grow. 
A  {lately  Temple  (hoots  within  the  Skies, 
The  Crotches  of  their  Cot  in  Columes  rife: 
The  Pavement  poliuYd  Marble  they  behold, 
•fhe  Gates  With  Sculpture  grac'd,  the  Spires  and 
Tiles  of  Gold. 

Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  With  Looks  ferene, 
Speak  thy  Defire,  thou  only  Juft  of  Men ; 
And  thou,  O  Woman,  only  worthy  found 
To  be  With  fuch  a  Man  in  Marriage  bound. 

A  while  they  whifper;  then,  to  Jove  addrefs'd, 
Philemon  thus  prefers  their  joint  Requeft. 
We  crave  to  ferve  before  your  facred  Shrine, 
And  offer  at  your  Altars  Rites  Divine : 
Add  fince  not  any  Aftiort  of  oar  Life 
Has  been  polluted  with  Dorteffick  Strife, 
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.    We  beg  one  Hour  of  Death ;  that  neither  file 
\   With  Widow*s  Tears  may  live  to  bnry  me, 
:    Nor  weeping  f,  With  withered  Arms  may  bear 
My  breathlefs  frauds  to  the  Seputcher. 

The  Godheads  iigti  their  Suit.  They  ttitt  their 
ft  the  fame  TenouralltV  appointed  9paee:  P**ce 
Then, when  theirHour  was  come,while  they  relate 
Thefe  pad  Adventures  at  the  Temple-gate, 
Old  Baucis  is  by  old  Philemon  feen 
Sprouting  with  fudden  Leaves  of  fpritely  Green: 
Old  Baucis  look'd  where  old  Philemon  flood, 
And  faw  his  lengthened  Arms  a  fprouting  Wood: 
New  Roots  their  faften'd  Feet  begin  to  bind, 
Their  Bodies  ftiffen  in  a  rifirtg  Rind : 
Then,  ere  the  Bark  above  their  Shoulders  grew, 
They  give  and  take  at  once  their  laft  Adieu: 
At  once,  Farewel,  0  faithful  Spoufe,  theyfaid; 
At  once  th*  incroaching  Rinds  their  doling  Lips 
Ev'nyet,  an  ancient  Tyanaan  fliows       [invade. 
A  fpreading  Oak,  that  near  a  Linden  grows; 
The  Neighbourhood  confirm  the  Prodigy, 
Grave  Men,  not  vain  of  Tongue,  or  like  to  lie. 
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1  faw  my  felf  the  Garlands  on  cbeir  Boughs, 
And  Tablets  hung  for  Gifts  of  granted  Vows} 
And  off 'ring  freftier  up,  with  pious  Pray'r,      1 
The  Good,  faidl,  are  God's  peculiar  Care, 
And  filch  as.  honour  Heav'n,  fliall  heav'nly  Ho- 
nour lhare, 


Tigihailoit 


TygmaUon  and  the  Statue, 

Out  of  the  Tenth  Book  of 

Ovid's   Metamorphofes. 


The  Propsetides,  fir  their  impudent  Behaviour, 
being  turn' J  into  Stone  by  Venus,  Pygfiutlion, 
"Prince  »/Cyprus,  detefted  all  Women  for  their 
Sate,  and  refold  d  never  tt  marry:  He  falls  in 
love  with  a  Statue  of  bis  own  making,  which  is 
abang1  d  into 'a  Maid,  whom  he  marries.' .  One 
of  his  'Defendants  is  Cinyrts,  .the  Father  of 
Myrrha;  the  "Daughter  inceftuoujly  loves  her 
ownFatberifor  which  fhe  is  changed  intotbeTree 
which  bears  her  Name.  Tbefe  two  Stories  im- 
mediately follow  each  offer,  and  are  admirably 
well connect  td. 

O 
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^Tgnalion  loathing   their  lafcivions 

Life, 
|  Abhorr'd  all  Womankind,  but  noli 
a  Wife: 

So  fingle  chofe  to  live,  and  ihunn'd  to  wed, 
Well  pleas'd  to  want  a  Confort  of  his  Bed. 
Yet  fearing  Idlenefs,  the  Nurfe  of  111, 
In  Sculpture  exercis'd  his  happy  Skill ; 
And  carv'd  in  Iv'ry  fuch  a  Maid,  fo  fair, 
As  Nature  could  not  with  his  Art  compare, 
Were  ihe  to  work  j  but  in  her  own  Defence 
Mult  take  her  Pattern  here,  and  copy  hence. 
Pleas'd  with  his  Idol,  be  commends,  admires, 
Adores;  and  laft,  the  Thing  ador'd,  defires. 
A  very  Virgin  in  her  Face  was  feen, 
And  had  Ihe  mov'd,  a  living  Maid  had  been: 
One  wou'd  have  thought  ihe  cou'd  have  ftirr'd ; 

but  ftrove 
With  Modefly,  and  was  afham'd  to  move. 
Art  hid  with  Art,  fo  well  perform'd  the  Cheat, 
It  caught  the  Carver  with  his  own  Deceit: 
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He  knows  'tis  Madnefc,  yet  be  muft  adore, 
And  Hill  the  more  he  knows  it,  loves  th«  moret 
The  Flefh,  or  what  fo  feems,  he  touches  oft,     ■ 
Which  feels  fo  fmooth,  that  he  believes  it  fcrft. 
Fir'd  with  this  Thought,  at  once  he  ftraifi'4  the 

Breaft, 
And  on  the  Lips  a  burning  Kifs  imprefs'd. 
'Tis  true,  the  Jiarden'd  Breaft  refills  .the  Gripe, 
And  the  cold  Lips  return  &  Kifs  unripe : 
But  when,  retiring  back,  he  look'd  again, 
To  think  it  Iv'ry,  was  a  Thought  too  mean:   - 
So  wou'd  believe  the  kifs'd,  and  courting  more* 
Again  embrae'd  her  naked  Body  o'er ; 
And  draining  hard  the  Statue,  was  afraid 
His  Hands  had  made  a  Dint,  and  hurt  his  Maid* 
Explot'd  her,  Limb  by  Limb,  and  fear'd  to  find 
So  rude  a  Gripe  had  left  a  livid  Mark  behind : 
With  Flatt'ry  now  hefeeks  her  Mind  to  move,  ' 
And  now  w1thOifts,(the  pow'rful  Bribes  of  Love :) 
He  furaUhes  her  Clofet  rtrft;  and  filte 
The  crowded  Shelves  with  Rarities  of  Shells ; 
Adds  Orient  Pearls,  which  from  the  Conchs  be 
And  all  thefparklingStohes  of  variousHue :  Cdrew» 
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And  Parrots,  imitating- Haman  Tongue, 
And  Singing-bird*  in  Silver  Cages  hung ; 
And  ev'ry  fragrant  Iflow'r,  and  od'rous  Green* 
Were  forted  well,  with  Lumps  of  Amber  laid 
\      between: 

Rich,  fafhionable  Robes  her  Perfon  deck, 
Pendants  her  Ears,  and  Pearls  adorn  her  Neck: 
Her  taper'd  Fingers  too  with  Rings  are  graced, 
And  an  embroidered  Zone  (unrounds  her  flender 

Wafte. 
Thus  like  a  Queen  array'd,  fo  richly  drefs'd, 
Beauteous  fliefliew'd,  but  naked  fhew'd  the  beft. 
Then,  from  the  Floor,  he  rais'd  a  Royal  Bed, 
With  Coverings  of  Sydonian  Purple  fpfead : 
The  Solemn  Rites  performed,  he  calls  her  Bride> 
With  Blandifhments  invites  her  to  his  Side, 
And  as  fhe  were  with  Vital  Senfe  poflefs'd; 
Her  Head  did  on  a  Plumy  Pillow  reft. 

The  Feaft  of  Venus  came,  a  Solemn  Day, 
To  which  the  Cyf  riots  due  Devotion  pay; 
With  gilded  Horns  the  Milk-white  Heifer's  led, 
Slaughtered  before  the  facred  Altars*  bled ;  ' 
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Tygmalion  offWn'g,  firft,  ?p^pach*dHtlre  Shrine,. 
And  then  withPray'rs  implor'd  the  Pow'rsf.DiVine  5 
Almighty  Gods,  if  all  we  Mortals  want,  ■  •  —  •  •  • 
If  all  we  can  require,  be  yours  to  grant ; 
Make  this  fair  Statue  mine,  he  wou'd  have  faid, 
But  chang'd  his  Words,for  fliame;  and  only  pray'd. 

Give  me  the  Likenefs  of  my  Iv'ry  Maid. 

The  Golden  Goddefr,  pirefent  at  the  Pray'r, 
Well  knew  he  meant  th'  inanimated  Fair, 
And  gave. the  Sign  of  granting  his  Defire ; 
For  thrice  in  chearful  Flames  afcends  the  Fire. 
The  Youth, .  returning  to  his  Miftrefe,  hies,    ' 
And  impudent  in  Hope,  with  ardent  Eyes, 
And  beating  Bread,  by  the  dear  Statue  lies. 
He  kifles  her  white  Lips,  renews  the  Blifs, 
And  looks,  and  thinks  they  redden  at  the  Kifs;    "\ 
He  thought  them  warm  before:  Nor  longer  flays,  ' 
But  next  his  Hand  on  her  bard  Bofom  lays : 
Hard  a§  it  was,  beginning  to  relent, 
It  feera'd,  the  Bread  beneath  his  Fingers  bent; 
£ie  felt  again,  his  Fingers  made  a  Print, 
?Twas  Flefli,  but  Flefli  fo  firm,  it  rpfe  againft 

the  Dint:  Q  $ 
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The  pleafing  Task  he  fails  hot  to  renew  j 
Soft,  and  more  foft  at  ev'ry  Touch  it  grew ; 
Like  pliant  Wax,  when  chafing  Hands  reduce 
The  former  Mafs  to  Form,  and  frame  for  Ufe. 
He  would  believe,  but  yet  is  dill  in  pain, 
And  tries  his  Argument  of  Senfe  again, 

Prefles  the  Pulfe,  and  feels  the  leaping  Vein. 
Convinced ,  o'erjoy'd,  his  ftudiedThanks  andPraife, 
To  her  who  made  the  Miracle,  he  pays : 
Then  Lips  to  Lips  he  joined ;  now  freed  from  Fear, 
He  found  the  Savour  of  the  Kifs  fincere  : 
At  this  the  waken'd  Image  op'd  her  Eyes, 
And  view'd  at  once  the  Light  and  Lover,  with 

furprize. 
The  Goddefs  prefent  at  the  Match  fhe  made, 
So  blefs'd  the  Bed,  fuch  Fruitfulnefs  convey 'd, 
That  ere  ten  Moons  had  iharpenM  either  Horn, 
To  crown  their Blifs,  a  lovely  Boy  was  born; 
Taphos  his  Name,  who  grown  too  Manhood,  wall'd 
The  City  Tapbos,  from  the  Founder  calFd. 


Cinyras 


Cinyras  and  Myrrha,. 


Out  of  the  Tenth  Book  of 


Ovid's   Metamorpbofes. 


There  needs  no  Connection  of  this  Story  with  the 
Former ;  for  the  Beginning  of  This  immediately 

fellows  the  End  of  the  Lajl:  Jbe  Reader  is  on- 
ly to  take  notice,  that  Orpheus,  who  relates  both, 
was  by  Birth  a  Thracian ;  and  bis  Country  far 
dift ant  from  Cyprus  ■where  Myi rha  was  born, 
and  from  Arabia  whither  Jbe  fed.    Tm  will 

fee  the  Reafon  of  this  Note,foon  after  the  firfi 
Lines  of  this  Fable.  K 


Gioyras  and  Myrrha; 

OR  hin*  *T"fyyrrffdnrV ****  ^rtliflir' 

Queen<  . 
But  Cinyrts,  who  like  his  Sire  had 
been  t 

A  happy  Prince,  had  he  not  been  a  Sjje.     - 
Daughters  and  Fathers  from  my  Song  retire  i 
I  fing  of  Horror ;  and,  could  I  prevail, ' 
You  fliou'd  not  hear,  or  not  believe  my  Tale. 
Yet  if  the  Pleafure  of  my  Song  be  fuch, 
That  you  will  hear,  and  creditme  too  much, 
Attentive  liften  to  the  laft  Event, 
And  with  the  Sin  believe  the  Punilhment ; 
Since  Nature  couM  behold  fo  dire  aCrime,  ■ 
I  gjatulate  at  leaft  my  NativeCHme, 
That  fuch  a  Land,  which  fuch  a  Monfter  bore, . 
So  far  is  diftant  from  our  Tbracim  Shore. 
Let  Araiy  extol  her  happy  Coaft, 
Her  Cinamon,  and  fweet  Amomum  boaft, 
Her  fragrant  How'rs,her  Trees  with  precious! 

Tears,  '    | 

Her  fecond  Harvefts,  and  her  double  Years;     > 
How  can  the  Land  be  call'd  fo  blefs'd  that 

Jiyrrht  hears?  i 
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i 

Nor  all  her  odioHi/Tears  can  cleanfe  her  Crime, 
Her  Plant  alone  deforms  the  happy  Clime: 
Cupid  denies  to  have  inflam'd  thy  Heart, 
Difowns  thy  Love,  and  vindicates  his  Dart : 
Some  Fury  gave  thee  thofe  infernal  Pains, 
And  ihot  her  venom'd  Vipers  in  thy  Veins. ' 
To  hate  thy  Sire,  had  merited  a  Curfe ; 
But  fuch  an  impious  Love  defer v'd  a  wdrfe. 
The  Neighboring  Monarchs,  by  thy  Beauty  led, 
Contend  in  Crowds,  ambitious  of  thy  Bed : 
The  World  is  at  thy  Choice ;  except  but  one,  * 

-  Except  but  him,  thou  canft  not  chufe,  alone.     r . 

?    She  knew  it  too,  the  miferable  Maid, 

Ere  impious  Love  her  betterThoughts  betray 'd,' 
And  thus  within  her  fecret  Soul  flie  faid  : 
Ah  Myrrha!  whither  wou'd  thy  Wiflies  tend  ? 

^  Ye  Gods,  ye  facred  Laws,  my  Soul  defend 
From  fuch  a  Crime,  as  all  Mankind  deteft, 
And  never  lodg'd  before  in  Human  Breaft ! 
But  is  it  Sin  ?  Or  makes  my  Mind  alone 
Th'  imagined  Sin  ?  For  Nature  makes  it  none. 
What  Tyrant  then  thefe  envious  Laws  began, 
Jylade  not  for  any  other  Beaft  but  Man ! " 


zot  Ciaytts  and  Myrrfou 

Jhs  FttfcglJJtiff  his  Daughter  may 

The  Horfe  may  make  his  Motbc&Marea 

What  Piety  forbids  the  lufty  Ram, 

Or  more  falacious  Goat,  to  ag  their  E^ajn  ?'■ 

The  Hen  is  free  to  wed  the  Chide  me  bore, 

And  make  aiHnsband,  whom  me  hatch'd  before. 

All  Creatures  elfe  are  of  *  happier 


'Whom  nor  iH-oarar'd  Laws  from  Pleafure  bind,1 
NSrThooghtsof  Sin  diftarb  their  Peace  of  Mind 
But  Min,  a  Slave  of  his  own  malting  lives ;  -• 
The  fool  denies  fcimfelf  what  Nature  gives: 
Too  bnfie  Senates,  with  ant  Over-care 
To  make  us  better  than  our  Kind  can  bear* 
Hate  dafli'd  a  Spice  of  Envy  in  the  Laws, 
And  {training  tip  too  high,  havefpoil'd  the  Caufe. 
Yet  fome  wife  Nations  break!  their  cruel  Chains, 
And  own  no  Laws,  but  thofe  which  Love  ordains : 
Wherehappy  Daughters  with  their  Siresare  jota'd, 
And  Piety  Is  doubly  paid  in  Kind. 
6  that  I  had  1>een  born  in  fach  a  Clime, 
Nothere,  where'tisthe  Country  makes  the  Crime  ? 

•  ■    ■         * 

But  whither  wou'd  my  impious  Fancy  flroy  ?• 
Hence  Hdpety  aarfye  forbid^tn  Thoughts  away  \ 
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His  Worth  deferves  to  kindle  my  Defires, 
But  with  the  Love,  that  Daughters  bear  to  Sire*. 
Then  had  not  Cinyras  my  Father  been, 
What  hinder'  J  Myrrbas  Hopes  to  be  his  Queen? 
But  the  Perverfenefs  of  my  Fate  is  fuch,. 
That  he's  not  mine,  becaufe  he's  mine  too  mtnth : 
Our  Kindred-Blood  debars  abetter  Tie ; 
He  might  be  nearer,  were  he  not  fo  nigh. 
Eyes  and  their  Objefts  never  mutt  unite,  . 
Some  Diftance  is  required  to  help  the  Sight : .  -  • 
Fain  wou'd  I  travel  to  fome  Foreign  Shore, 
Never  to  fee  my  Native  Country  more, 

So  might  I  to  my  felf  my  felf  reftore ; 
So  might  my  Mind  thefe  impiousThoughts  remove, 
And  ceafing  to  behold,  might  ceafe  to  love. 
But  (lay  I  muft,  to  feed  my  famifli'd  Sight, 
To  talk,  to  kifs ;  and  more,  if  more  I  might : 
More,  impious  Maid  !  What  more  canft  thou" 

defign, 
To  make  a  monftrou9  Mixture  in  thy  Line, 
And  break  all  Statutes  Human  and  Divine  ? 
Canft  thou  be  call'd  (to  fave  thy  wretched  Life) 
Thy  Mother's  Rival,  and  thy  Father's  Wife? 
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Confound  fo  many  facred  Names  in  one, 
Thy  Brother's  Mother  !  Sifter  to  thy  Son ! 
And  fear'ft  thou  not  to  fee  th'  Infernal  Bands, 
Their  Heads  with  Snakes,  with  Torches  arm'd 

their  Hands  j 
Full  at  thy  Face,  th' avenging  Biafids  to  bear, 
And  fliake  the  Serpents  from  their  hilling  Hair  ? 
But  thou  in  time  th'  increafing  111  controul, 
Nor  firft  debauch  the  Body  by  the  Soul ; 
Secure  the  facred  Quiet  of  thy  Mind, 
And  keep  the  Sanations  Nature  has  defign'd. 
Suppofel  fhou'd  attempt,  th?  Attempt  were  vain, 
No  Thoughts  like  mine  his  finlefs  Soul  profane: 
Obfervant  of  the  Right ;  and  O,  that  he 
Cou'd  cure  my  Madnefs,  or  be  mad  like  me ! 
Thus  fhe :  But  Cinyras,  who  daily  fees 
A  Crowd  of  Noble  Suitors  at  his  Knees, 
Among  &Unaiiy>  knew  not  whom  to  chufe, 
Irrefolute  to  grant,  or  to  refufe. 
But  having  told  their  Names^  enquir'd  of  her, 
Who  pleas'd  her  beft,  and  whom  fhe  would  prefer  ? 
The  blufhing  Maid  flood  filent  with  Surprize, 
And  $n  her  Father  fix'd  her  ardent  Eyes, 
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And  looking  figh'd,  and  as  flie  figh'd,  began 
Round  Tears  to  fhed,  that  fcalded  as  they  ran. 
The  tender  Sire,  who  faw  her  blufh,  and  cry, 

Afcrib'd  it  all  to  Maiden-modefty, 

>» 

And  dry'd  the  falling  Drops,  and  yet  more  kind, 
He  ftroak'd  her  Cheeks,  and  holy  Rifles  join'd. 

*  

She  felt  a  fecret  Venom  fire  her  Blood, 
And  found  more  Pleafure  than  a  Daughter  fliOu'd ; 
And,  ask'd  again,  what  Lover  of  the  Crew 
She  lik'd  the  belt,  ihe  anfwer'd.  One  like  you. 
Miftaking  what  flie  meant,  her  ElflUSLWill  ; 
He  prais'd,  and  bad  her  fo  continue  dill : 
The  Word  of  Pious  heard,  flie  blufli'd  with  fliame 
Of  fecret  Guilt,  iand  cou'd  not  bear  the  Name. 
'Twas  now  the  mid  of  Night,whenSlumbers  dofe< 
Our  Eyes,  and  footh  our  Cares  with  foft  Repofe ; 
But  no  Repofe  cou'd  wretched  Myrrha  find, 
Her  Body  jaauliug*  as  flie  rouPd  her  Mind : 
Mad  with  Defire,  fhe  runiinates  her  Sin, 
And  wiihes  all  her  Wiihes  o'er  again: 
NcW  Jhe  defpairs,  and  now  refolves  to  try; 
WouM  not  j  and  wou'd  again,  ihe  knows  not  Why ; 
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Stops,  and  feturns,  makes  and  retraces  the  Vow ; 
Fain  wou'd  begin,  but  underitands  not  how. 
As  when  a  Pine  is  hew'd  upon  the  Plains, 
And  the  lad  mortal  Stroke  atone  remains, 

tb'ring  in  Pangs  of  Death,  and  threatning  all, 
This  way  and  that  flie  nods,  confid'rlng  where  to 
So^rnfe'sMind,  impell'd  on  either  Side,  CfaU: 
Takes  ev'ry  Befit,  but:  cannot  long  abide: 
Irrefohtte  on  which  flie  fliou'd  relie, 
At  laft  unfix'd  in  all,  is  only  fixrd  to  die ; 
On  that  fad  Thought  flierefts,.  refolv'd  on  Death, 
She  rifes,  and  prepares  to  chojak  her  Breath : 
Then  While  about  the  Beam  her  Zone  flie  tics, 
Dew  Cinyras,  farewell,  fhefoftly  dries; 
For  thee  I  die,  and  only  with  to  be 
Not  bated,  when  thou  know'ft  I  die  for  thee : 
Pardon  the  Crime,  in  pity  to  the  Caufe: 
This  faid,  about  her  Neck  the  Noofe  flie  draws. 
TheNurfe,  who  lay  without,  her  faithful  Guard, 
Though  not  the  Words,  the  Murmurs  overheard, 
AndSighs,and  hollowSounds:Surpriz'd  withFright, 
Sheftarts,  and  leaves  her  Bed,  and  fprings  a  Light  % 
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Unlocks  the  Door,  and  entring  out  of  Breath, 
The  C^ing  faw,  and  Inftruments  of  Death ; 
She  {hrieks,fhe  cuts  the  Zone  with  trembling  bafte, 
And  in  her  Arms  her  fainting  Charge  embraced  3 
Next,  (for  flie  now  had  leifore  for  her  Tears).   . 
She  weeping  ask'd,  in  thefe  her  blooming  Years; 
What  unforeseen  Misfortune  caus'd  her  Care, 
To  loath  her  Life,  and  languifh  in  Defpair  I 
The  Maid,  with  dcrwn-caft  Eyes,  and  mute  with 
For  Death  unfintfh'd,  and  ill-tim'd  Relief*  £Grief 
Stopd  fullen  to  her  Suit :  The  Beldame  prefc'd. 
The  more  to  know,  and  bar'd  her  withered  Breafiv 
Adjur'd  her  by  the  kindly  Food  flie  drew 
From  thofe  dry  Founts,  her  fecret  IH  to  fhtW.     . 
Sad  Myrrha  figh'd,  and  turn'd  her  Eyes  a£de;  .' 
TheNurfe  flill  urg'd,  and  would  not  be  deny'd; 
Nor  only  promis'd  Secrefie ;  but  pray'd 
She  might  have  leave  to  give  her  offer'd  Aid. 
Good-will,ihefaid,  my  want  of  Strength  fupplies. 
And  Diligence  fliall  give,  what  Age  denies : 
If  ftrong  Defires  thy  Mind  to  Fury  move, 

With  Charms, and  Med'cincs,Icancure  thy  Love  > 
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If  en^ous  Eyes  their  hurtful  Rays  have  caft, 
More  powerful  Verfe  fhall  free  thee  from  the  Blaft : 
If  Heav'n  offended  fends  thee  this  Difeafe, 
Offended  Heaven  with  Pfty'rs  we  can  appeafe. 
What  then  remains,  that  can  thefe  Cares  procure  ? 
Thy  Houfe  is  floiirifhing,  thy  Fortune  fure: 
Tby  careful  Mother  yet  in  Health  furvives, 
And,  to  thy  Comfort,  thy  kind  Father  lives./?" 
The  Virgin  ftarted  at  her  Father's  Name, 
And  figh'd  profoundly,  confcious  of  the  Shame : 
Nor  yet  the  Nurfe  her  impious  Love  divin'd ; 
But  yet  furmisM,  that  Love  difturb'd  her  Mind: 
Thus  thinking,  (he  purfu'd  her  Point,  and  laid 
And  lulPd  within  her  Lap  the  mourning  Maid ; 
Then  foftly  foothM  her  thus,  I  guefs  your  Grief: 
You  love,  my  Child ;  your  Love  fhall  find  Relief. 
My  long-experienc'd  Age  fhall  be  your  Guide ; 
Relie  on  that,  and  lay  Diftruft  afide : 
No  Breath  of  Air  fhall  on  the  Secret  -blow, 
Nor  fhaU  (what  moft  you  fear)  your  Father  know. 
Struck  once  again,  as  with  a  Thunder-clap, 
The  guilty  Virgin  bounded  from  her  Lap, 

And 
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And  threw  her  Body  proftrate  on  the  Bed* 
And,  to  conceal  her  Blufhes,  hid  her  Head: 
There  filent  lay»  and  warn'd  her  with  her  Hand 
To  go :  But  fhe  received  not  the  Command ; 
Remaining  ftill  importunate  to  know : 
Then  Myrrha  thus :  Or  ask  no  more,  or  go : 
I  prithee  go,  or  Haying  fpare  my  Shame ; 
W  hat  thou  wou'dft  is  hear,  is  impious  ev'n  to  name* 
At  this,  on  high  the  Beldame  holds  her  Hands, 
And  trembling,both  with  Age,and  Terror,ftands.; 
Adjures,  and  falling  at  her  Feet  intreats, 
Sooths  her  with  Blandiihments,  and  frights  with 

Threats, 
To  tell  the  Crime  intended,  or  difclofe 
What  Part  of  it  (he  knew,  if  (he  no  farther  knows. 
And  laft;  if  confcious  to  her  Counfel  made, 
Confirms  anew  the  Promife  of  her  Aid. 
Now  Myrrha  raisM  her  Head ;  but  foon  oppreft'd 
With  Shame,,  reclin'd  it  on  her  Nurfe's  Bread; 
Bath'd  it  wit h  Tears,and  ftrove  to  have  confefs'd : 
Twice  Ihe  began,  and  ftopp'd ;  again  (he  try'd  % 
The  fak'ring  Tongue  its  Office  ftill  deny'd. 

P 
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At  laft  her  V«l  before  ner  Face  ftie  fpread, 
And  ilrew  a  forfg  breluanig  SigTi,  and  laid, 
6  nappy  Mmneri  in  thy  Marriage-bed ! 
Then  frtfantf,  ani  ceas'd  ;  the  good  'Old  Wo- 

man  fnobk, 
StifF  were  her  fe^eS,  ah£  fehaftly  was  her  Look : 
Her  haarjfcti'air  upri'gn't  with  Horror  flood, 
l&aAe  taher  (£risef )  more  knowing  tftm  me  wou'd : 
Much  fee  re^roacn^,  and  many  things  file  faid, 
t'o  cure  the  MaiAnefs  of  th' unhappy  Maid: 
In  vain:  For  myrrha  flbbd  convict  Of  111; 
her  Reaioh  vin'quimvd;  ttft  tincnarig'd  her  Will : 
Perverfe  of  Mind,  unable  to  reply ; 
She  flood  refolv'd  or  to  poflels,  or  (die. 
At  length  'tne  Foncmeis  of  a  Nurfe  ^tevail'd 
Agaihi  Tier  better  jfefe,  and  \jirttie  fail'd  ; 
Enjoy,  my  Child,  firice  filch  is  thy  iJefire, 
Thy  Love,  me  Iaid:;  meJitti  not  Vay,  thy  Sire. 
Live,  thdu'gh  unhapp^,  live  on  any  "terms : 
Then  with  a  Tecorid  ttatti  her  JrYith  cbafifrms. 
The  fdlemh  freafi:  of  Ceres  now  was  near, 
Whehlong  white  LintienStdles  tffe  Nfttrdiis  tr&f; 
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Rank'd  in  Proce ifcon  'walk  'the  pious  Train, 
OfPring  Firft-fruits,  and  Spikes  of  yellow  Grain : 

•  -  f  .      + 

For  nine  Idirg  Nights  the  Nuptial-Bed  they  'fliun, 
And  fanftifying  Harveft,  He  alone. 

MxM  with  the  Crowd,  the  Queen  fbrfobk  her 
And  Ceres'P<to*r  with  fecret  Rites  a&or'd :  tLot,i» 
The  Royal  Couch  now  vacarit  for  a  time, 
The  crafty  Crone,  officious  in  her  Crime', 
The  curft  Occafton  took :  The  Kih'g  me  founcl 
Eafie  with  Wine,  arid  deep  in  Pleasures  drowri'ct, 
Pre^ar'd  for  Love:  iTh'e  Beldame  hie  w  the  Flame, 
Cbhfefs'd  the  Paffiori,  hut  cohceal'd  the  faame. 
HerFormfheprais'd;  theMoiiarch  ask'dher  Years, 

•  *  j 

Arid  flbe  re^ly'd,  The  hme  thy  Myrrha  bears. 

Wine  ah&Cdft^  fir'd  his  ^Thought.; 

Impatient; 

Pleased  withhet  Charge  perl 

Arid  gratrilatts  tfre  %mph,  the  Task  was  over- 

coriie. 
J&jrrha  \aras  joy  yk  the  Welcome  News  to  hear ; 
But  clogg'a  with  Guilt,  the  Joy  was  unfiricere: 
go  Various, fd  accordant  is  the  Mind, 
That  ft  our  Will,  a  a&erelt  ifrffl  we  JGbmL 


tient;ft'e  toiriiriands  her  to  fee  brought.  ru 

;*d  wimhet  Charge  perform'cl,  flie  hies  her 
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Ill  flie  pxejag'd,  and  yet  purfuMJi^Luft ; 

*  •  *  * 

For  guilty  Pleafures  give  a  double  Guft. 
Twas  Depth  of  Night:  Jfrfiopby/axhtd  driv'n 
His  lazy  Wain  half  round  the  Northern  Heav'n, 
When  Myrrha  haften'd  to  the  Crime  defir'd; 
The  Moon  beheld  her  firft,  and  firfl  retir'd; 
The  Stars  amaz'd,  ran  backward  from  the  Sight, 
And  (fhrunk  within  their  Sockets)  loll  their  Light. 
Jcarius  firii  withdraws  his. holy  Flame: 
The  Virgin  Sign,  in  Heav'n  the  fecond  Name, 
Slides  down  the  Belt,  and  from  her  Station  flies, 
And  Night  with  Sable  Clouds  involves  the  Skies. 
Bold  Myrrha  (till  purfues  her  black  Intent ; 
She  flumbled  thrice,  (an  Omen  of  th'  Event ;) 
Thrice  fhriek'd  the  Fun'ralOwl,  yet  on  fhe  went, 
Secure  of  Shame,  becaufe  fecure  of  Sight ; 
Ev'n  baftiful  Sins  are  impudent  by  Night.  rj)ame 
Link'd  Hand  in  Hand*  th' Accomplice,  and  the 
Their  Way  exploring,  to  the  Chamber  came : 
The  Door  was  ope,  they  blindly  grope  their  Way, 
Where  dark  in  Bed  th'expefting  Monarch  lay: 
Thus  far  her  Courage  held,  but  here  forfakes ; 
Her  faint  Knees  knock  at  ev'ry  Step  fhe  makes. 
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The  nearer  to  her  Crime,  the  more  within 
She  feels  Remorfe,  and  Horror  of  her  Ski ; 
Repents  too  late  her  criminal  Defire, 
And  wiftes*  that  unknown  flie  cou'd  retire. 
Her,  lingring  thus,  the  Nurfe  (who  fear'd  Delay 
The  fatal  Secret  might  at  length  betray) 
Pull'd  forward,  to  compleat  the  Worfk  begun, 
And  faid  to  Cinyras^  Receive  thy  own: 
Thus  faying,  fhe  deliver'd  Kind  to  Kind, 
Accurs'd,  and  their  devoted  Bodies  join'd. 
The  Sire,  unknowing  of  the  Crime,  admits 
His  I^gwels,  and  profanes  the  hallow'd  Sheets ; 
He  found  me  trembled,  but  believ'd  fhe  ftrove) 
With  Maiden  Modefty,  againft  hef  Love,        £ 
And  fought  with  flattYing  Words  vain  Fancies  to /" 

remove.  J 

Perhaps  he  faid,  My  Daughter,  ceafe  thy  Fearsj 

(Becaufe  the  Title  fuited  with  her  Years ;) 
And  Father,  fhe  might  whifper  him  again, 
That  Names  might  not  be  wanting  to  the  Sin. 
Full  of  her  Sire,  fhe  left  th*  inceftuous  Bed, 
And  carry'd  in  her  Womb  the  Grime  Ihe  bred; 

?3 
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*  * 

Another,  and.  another  Nigbt  f\ie  came ; 
For  frequent  Sift  had  left  no  Senfe  of  Sh*me ; 
Till  Cinyras  dehVd  to  fee  her  Face, 
Whofe.  tfody  he  had  held  in  clafe  Embracer 
And.  ^rought  a  Taper ;  the  IjUvealei;,  tight, 
Expos'd  both  Crime,  and  Criminal  to  Sight: 
Grief,  Rage,  Amazement,  cou'd  no  Speech  aflojd, 
But  from  the  Sheath  be  drew  th,'  avenging  Sward ; 
The  Guiky.  fled:  ^he  Benefit  of  Night, 
That  fevour.'d  firu\  the  Sin,  fecur'd  the  Flight. 
Long  wandring  through  the  fpaciou.s  Fields,  fte 
Her  V<>yag,e  V>,  th'  -drafrhn  Continent ;       t Den,t 
Then  pafs'd  the  Region,  which  'Pancbaa  join'd, 
And  flying  kft  the  Palmy  Plains  behind,     [length 

Nine  times,  Uw  \Hn  h^iTOw>ft  kprJfeTj  at 

With  Travel  weary,  unfupply'd  with  Strength, 
^nd  with  the.  Bur  den  of  her  Vfomb  opprcft'd, 
Sakaan  Fields  afford  her  needful  Reft:  . 
There,  loathing  Life,  and  y^t  of  Ppath  afraid, 
In  ^ngiufla  of  her  Spirit,  thus,  ihe  pray '& 
Ye  Pow'rs,  i(  any  fo  propitious  ate 
T'  accept  my  Penitence*  and  hear  my  Pray'r ; 
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Your  Judgments,  I  confefs,  are,  juftLy  fe.m; ; 
Great  Sins  deferve  as  great  a,  PunUhment : 
Yet  fince  my  Life  the  giving  will  profane, 
And  fince,  my  Death  the  tuppy  pead  will  fixity 
A  middle  State  your  JSdercy  may  beftow, 
Betwixt  the  Realms  above,  and  thofe  below ; 
Some  other,  Form  to  wretched  tyrrty  give, 
Nor  let  her  wholly  die,  nor  w.fyolty  live. 
The  fray'is  of  Penitents  are.  never  vain ; 
At  leaft,  fte  did  her  la$  IjUqueft  obtain^ 
For  while  {be  fpoke,  the  ground  began  to  r^fe. 
And  gather'd  round  her,  Feet,her.Legs,  andX^gfesj 
Her  ^oes  in  Roots  defcend,  and  fpreading  wide/ 
A  firm,  Foundation  for  the  Trunk  provide. : 
Her  folid  Bones  convert  to  folid  Wood, 
Xo  Pith  her  Marrow,  aod  to  Sap  her  Blood : 
He  r^rmsai;eBoughs, her  fingers  change  their^ind^ 
Her  tender  Skin  is  hardened  into  Rind- 
And  now  the  riling  Tree  frer  \^omb  inyefts, 
Now,  fh  00  ting  upwards  $11,  invades  her,  ffceafts, 
And  fliades  t,he  fcjec^ ;  when,  weary  with  Delay, 
She  funi;  her  Head  within,  and  met  it  half  the  Way, » 
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And  though  with  outward  Shape  (he  loft  her  Senfe, 
With  bitter  Tears  fhe  weptJj£&  k&Offence ; 
And  ftill  fhe  weeps,  nor  fheds  her  Tears  in  vain ; 
For  ftill  the  precious  Drops  her  Name  retain. 
Mean  time  the  raif^hcgotten  Infant  grows,     . 
And,  ripe  for  Birth,  diftends  with  deadly  Throws 
Thefwelling  Rind,  with  unavailing  Strife, 
To  leave  the  wooden  Womb,  and  pufhes  into  Life, 
The  Mother-Tree,  as  if  opprefs'd  with  Pain, 
Writhes  here  and  there,  to  break  the  Bark,  in  vain; 
And,  like  a  Laboring  Woman,  wou'd  havepray'd, 
But  wants  a  Voice  to  call  Lucina's  Aid: 
The  bending  Bole  fends  out  a  hollow  Sound, 
And  trickling  Tears  fall  thicker  on  the  Ground. 
The  mild  Lucina  came  tincalPd,  and  flood  ry^od  • 
Befide  the  ftruglingBoughs,and  heard  the  groaning 
Then  reached  her  Mid  wife- Hand,  to  fpeed  the 

thro**'  [difclofe. 

And  fpoke  the  powerful  Spells  that  Babes  to  Birth 

The  Bark  divides,  the  living  Load  to  free, 

And  faf e  delivers  the  Coramlfive  Tree. 

•  *  ■  • 

The  ready  Nymphs  receive  the  crying'Cbilc!, 

And  walh  him  in  theTears  theParem-Plant  diiU'l'd. 
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They  fwath'd  him  with  their  Scarfs;  beneath  bim 

fpread 
The  Ground  with  Herbs ;  with  Rofcs  raised  his 

Head. 
The  lovely  Babe  was  born  with  ev'ry  Grace, 


Ev'n  Envy  muft  have  praisMjp  fair  a  face: 
Such  was  his  Form,  as  Pajnf  ers  when  they  wow  * 
Their  utmoft  Art,  pn '-naked  Loves  bellow: 
And  that  their  Anns  no  Difference  might  betray, 
Give  him  a  Bow,  or  his  from  Cuftd  take  away. 
Time  glides  along,  with  undifcover'd  hade, 
The-^uture  but  a  length  behind  the  Pad ; 
&Lfwift  are  Years;  The  Babe  whom  juft  before 
His  Grandfire  got,  and  whom  his  Sifter  bore  % 
The  Drop,  the  Thing  which  late  the  Tree  inclos'd, 
And  late  the  yawning  Bark  to  Life  expos'd; 
A  Babe,  a  Boy,  a  beauteous  Youth  appears, 
And  lovelier  than  himfelf  at  riper  Years. 
Now  to  the  Queen  of  Love  he  gave  Defires, 
And,  with  her  Pains,  reveng'd  his  Mother's  Fires. 


®msm- 
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FIRST    BOOR 


The  ARGUMENT. 
Cttyfes,  "Pricjkof  Apollo,  ir/«rjj-  Brefiuts  to  the 
Gjewtao  frinctfy  tomnfm bislXiughter, Phty- 
feis,  wh.o/was.Trifine,r i^the.fltjf.  Agwvem- 
non,  ft&*  General,  whofi  Caftive  and  Miftyefs 
the  young  Lady  was,  refgfis  to  deliver  her, 
threatens  the  Venerable  Old  Man,  and  difmif- 
fes  him  with  Contumely,  The  Triejl  craves 
f'H&SMXi'Jihis.Godx  &bo  finds  a  'Plague  a- 
'W'lZ'htyffih:  ty%b}c.c*l>?M  Achilles,  tl/eir; 
Great  Champion,  to  Jummon  a  Council  of  the 
Chief  Officers:,.  Hjt  enepitrflges  Calchas,  the 
High  Prieft  and^.  frropfiet, "  to  tell  the  Reafin, 


why  the  Gods  were  fb  much  incens'd  againjl 
tb$rn.  Calchas  is  fearfUlof provoking  Agaj&eDj,- 
non,  tili fXchilte?  engages  tb VproieSt  him^:  Then, 
emboldened  by  the  Heroe,  he  accufes  the,  Gejgr 
ralas  the  Caufe  of  Ml*  by  deHaimn^th  Ejitr, 
Captive tandrefufing  tfaefBrefpnts  offer  d  for  her 
Rwfotn.    fytfyProf.ee.ajnfr  Agaip^oi^  fr. 

oblijfd,  *$*?$,  bis  WM'h  t°xreft°ve  C'hrjtfei& 

with  Gifts,  that  he  might  appeafiihe  Wrath  o^  • 
Phoebus ;  but,  at  the  fame  'time,  to  revenge 
him/elf  on  Achilles,  fends  tp  feize  his  Slave 
Brtfeis.  Achijlfs,  thus affcontek  cqmfikwtA 
his  Motfaz  ThftUs ;  aftff  k%*.t  b/r  ty  ?&**£$  bif> 
Injury?,  not  only  on  tfye  General,  but.  on  qll  the 
Army,  by  giving  ViBory  to  the  Trojans,  till 
the  ungrateful  King  became  fenjible  of  his  In- 
juftice.  At  the  fame  time*  he  retires  from  the. 
Camp  into  his.  Ships*  and.  withdraws  his  Aid* 
from  his  G>untryrtneflf    Thdtis^^rx  her  Jfoffc 

"Petition to  Jupit^  wfy &*$#&*  ty&-  JlTO 
ft/petis  her  Errand,   and  quprrefs  lyith  her. 

Hush  and j  for  his  Grant  %  till Vulcan reconciles 

his  Parents  with  a  Bowl  of  Nectar,  and  fends 

thp&  peaceably  to  Bed. 
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i]H  E  Wrath  of  2fUiuy  Son,  Q  Mufe, 
refund; 
Whofe  dire  Eftefts  the  Grecian  Ar- 
my found: 

And  many  a  Heiae.,  King,  andMiardy  Knight, 
«  Were  fent,  in  early  Youth,  to  Shades  of  Night : 
Their  Limbs  a  Prey  to  Dogs  and  Vultures  made; 
So  was  the  Sov'reign  Will  of  Jove  obey'd : 
From  that  ill-omen'd  Hbur  when  Strife  begun, 
Betwixt  /#r/VM'Great,and7te«'G<)d-like  Son. 
WhatPow'r  provok'd,andfor  whatCaufe.relate, 
Sow'd,  in  their  Breads,  the  Seedsqfftern  Debate : 
Jove's  and  Larosa's  Son  his  Wrath  exprefs'd, 
m  Vengeance  of  hi*  violated  Prieft,     .,,„><  - 
Againft  the  King  of  Men;  whofwoln  withPrjde, 
Refus'd  his  Prefents,  and  his  Pray'rs  deny'd. 
For  this  the  God  a  fwift  Contagion  fpread 
Amid  the  Camp ;  where  Heaps  on  Heaps  lay  dead . 
For  Venerable  Chryfes  came  to  buy,     rbertv 
With  Gold  and  Gifts  of  Price,  his  Daughte/'s  Li- 
Suppliant  before  the  Grecian  Chiefs  he  flood ; 
Awful,  and  arm'd  with  Enfigns  of  his  God : 
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Bare  was  his  hoary  Head;  one  holy  Hand 
Held  forth  his  Laurel  Crown,  and  one  his  Scep- 
tre of  Command. 
His  Suit  was  common ;  but  above  the  reft, 
To  both  the  Brother-Princes  thus  addrefs'd : 

Ye  Sons  of  Atreus>  and  ye  Grecian  Powers, 
So  may  the  Gods  who  dwell  in  He^nly^go^jrs 
Succeed  your  Siege,  accord  the  Vows  you  make* 
And  give  you  Troy's  Imperial  Town  to  take  ; 
So,  by  their  happy  Conduft,  may  you  come 
With  Conqueft  back  to  your  fweet  Native  Home ; 
As  you  receive  the  Ranfom  which  I  bring, 
(Refpefling  Jove,  and  the  far-fhooting  King,) 
And  break  my  Daughter's  Bonds,  at  my  defire; 
And  glad  with  her  Return  her  grieving  Sire. 

With  Shouts  of  loud  Acclaim  the  Greeks  decree 
To  take  the  Gifts,  to  fct  the  Damfel  free. 
The  King  of  Men  alone  with  Fury  burn'd ; 
And  haughty,  thefe  opprobrious  Words  returned ; 
Hence,  Holy  Dotard,  and  avoid  my  Sight, 
Ere  Evil  intercept  thy  tardy  Flight : 
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Nor  dkre  to  trfea'd  this  fereriifted  Strand, 
Left  not  rtftt  fdle  Sceptre  ih  %  Hand,  v^-j  j 
JJor  thy  God's  Crown,  my  vdw'd  Revenge  With-. 
Hence  'on  thy  Life :  The  Ga^WVe-M^d  Is  mfne1; 
Whom  'not  fer  Rice  or  Pra^  I  win  reffgn : 
Mine  ih'e  !lh«rbe,  till  creeping  %;  arid  Time 
HerB*bom  havVi  wittier*d;arid  cbhfom'd  tter  Prime: 
Till  then  my  Royal  He'd  Ihe  MH  attend ; 
And  having  firtt  fc&orn'd  it,  fete  afc'eWd : 
ThisifbTrh'eNijght^byEJa'y1,  tneWfebahdLbonh 
AM  nomely  Hb^mbTd-task,  ffialibenert)66ni, ! 
Far  from  thy  1'ovM  Einbrace,  and  her  Meet  ? 
Native  Home.  J 

He  laid:  The  nefplels  Pneift  reply 'd  no  "more; 
l$ut  fried  his  Steps  along  the  noarfe-VefoUndntg 

Siienthe  9eHs  ftcroitfengAteftooi,  [Shol"e: 
Devoutly  curs'd  fcis  Foes,and  thus  invofe'd  hisGod. 
O  Source  bf  Sacred  Light,  attend  my  Pray  Y, 
God  Mn  the  Silver  Bow,  tad  Golden  Hair ; 
Whom  Chryfd,  CI  flu,  'TvhM  obeys, 
And  whofe  broatl  Eye  their  nappy  Soil  fti'rveys; 
If,  Smintheusy  I  have  pour'd  before  thy  Shrine 
The  Blood  of  Oxen,  Gbats,  and  ruddy  Wine, 


j^^^^L-JV^,^  L! ...L........    .!.,    I 


*!#•■'*•.  «w«? 
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Atid  larded  Thighs  on  loaded  Altars  liid, 
HeaV;  and  my  juft  Revenge  propitious  afd. 
Piefce  thejjroud  Greeks,  and  with  thy  Shifts  atte  A 
How  much  thy  PoWt  is  injur'4  in  thy  Prieflr. 

He  pray1d,  and  ^fe^jheanhgitii^'dhfsf  lighh 
WitfiFu'rVkittdfef^,  from  'Q&fyks'  Height  j 
His  Quiver  o'er  his  ample  Shoulders  threw  \  ' 

OW  t] 

Btacfc  as  a  ft'ormy  fcttghr,  he  rattg'd  arouttd 
The  Tents,  and  compafs'd  the  devoted  Ground. 
Then  with  full  Force  his  deadly  Bo  to  he  benti 
And  Feather'd  Pates  amotig  the  Mules  and  Sump- 
tersfent: 

Th'  Effay  of  Rarge,  on  faithful  Do*gs  the  rfe*t  % 
And  laft,  in  Human  Hearts  his  ATrows  fii»£. 
The  God  nine  Days  the  Greeks  at  Rovgrs  fcifl'd,. 
Nine  Days  the  Camp  with  Fun'ral  Fires  wasfill'd; 
The  Tenth,  Achilles,  Ijy  the  Queen's  Command, 
Who  bears  Heav'ns  awful  Sceptre  in  her  Hand, 
A  Council  fum'mbn'd :  for  the  Goddefs  ^rievM 
Her  favour'd  Hoft  fliou'd  perifh  unreliev'd. 

The  -Kings,  affembted,fdon  then-Chief  inctofe ; 
Then  from  his  Sfeat'tfie  Goddefs-bb'rn  larofe, 


i 
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And  thus  undaunted  fpoke:  What  now  remains, 
But  that  once  more  we  tempt  the  watryj^lains, 
And  wandring  homeward,  feek  our  Safety  hence, 
In  Flight  at  lead  if  we  can  find  Defence? 
Such  Woes  at,  once  encompafs  us  about, 
The  Plague  within  the  Camp,  the  Sword  without. 
Confult,  O  King,  the  Prophets  of  th' Event: 
And  whence  thefe  Ills,  and  what  the  Gods  intentj 
Let  them  by  Dreams  explore ;  for  Dreams  from( 

Jove  are  fent.  J 

What  want  of  offered  Viftims,  what  Offence 
In  Faft  committed  cou'd  the  Sun  incenfe, 
To  deal  his  deadly  Shafts?  What  may  remove 
His  fettled  Hate,  and  reconcile  his  Love  ? 
That  he  may  look  propitious  on  our  Toils;  rgD0:jg 
And  hungry  Graves  no  more  be  glutted  with  our 

Thus  to  the  King  of  Men  the  Heroe  fpoke, 
Then  Calchas  the  defir'd  Occafion  took  : 
Calchas  the  facred  Seer,  who  had  in  view 
Things  prefent  and  the  paft ;  and  Things  to  come 

foreknew, 
Supream  of  Augur \r,  who,  by  Thozhus  taugh.% 
The  Grecian  Po w'rs  to  Troy\  Deftruftion  brought. 
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Skill'din  the  fecret  Caufes  of  their  Woes, 
The  Reverend  ^rieft  in  graceful  Aft  arofe: 

And  thus  befpoke  ?  elides  \  Care  of  Jove, 

* 

Favoured  of  all  th'  Immortal  Pow'rs  above ; 
Wou'dft  thou  the  Seeds  deep  fown  of  Mifchief 
And  why,provok'd  Apollo  bends  his  Bow  ?  L^110™* 
Plight  firft  thy  Faith,  inviolably  true, 
To  fave  me  from  thofe  Ilk,  that  may  enftie. 

For  I  ihall  tell  ungrateful  Truths*  to  thofe 
Whofe  boundlefs  Pow'r  of  Life  and  Death  difpoftfi 
And  Sovereigns,  ever  jealous  of  their  State,  x 
Forgive  not  thofe  whom  once  they  mark  for  Hate } 
Ev'n  tho'  th'  Offence  they  feemingly  digeft,      n 
Revenge,  like  Embers  >  rak'd  within  their  Breaft, 
Burfts  forth  in  Flames ;  whofe  unrefifted  Pow'r 
Will  feize  th' unwary  Wretch*  and  foon  devour* 
Such*  and  no  lefs  is  he,  on  whom  depends 
The  fum  of  Things ;  and  whom  my  Tongue  of 

force  offends. 
Secure  me  tfteh  from  his  forefeen  Intent, 
That  what  his  Wrath  may  doom  thy  Valour  may 
prevent. 

Q 


xi6     The  Firft  Book  of  Homer'/  llias! 

To  this  the  ftern  Achilles  made  Reply : 
Be  bold ;  and  on  my  plighted  Faith  rely, 
Tofpeak  what  Phoebus  has  infpir'd  thy  Soul 
For  common  Good  ;  and  fpeak  without  controul. 
His  Godhead  I  invoke,  by  him  I  fwear, 
That  while  my  Noftrils  draw  this  vital  Air, 
None fliall prefume  to  violate  thofe  Bands;       T 
Or  touch  thy  Perfon  with  unhallowed  Hands:  f 
Ev'n  not  the  King  of  Men  that  all  commands.  ^ 

At  this,  refuming  Heart,  the  Prophet  faid: 
Nor  Hecatomb  >  unflain,  nor  Vows  unpaid, 
On  Greeks,  accurs'd,  this  dire  Contagion  bring, 
Or  call  for  Vengeance  from  the  Bowyer  King ; 
But  he  the  Tyrant,  whom  none  dares  refift, 
Affronts  the  Godhead  in  his  injur'd  Pried: 
He  keeps  theDamfel  Captive  in  his  Chain,  ^    . 
And  Prefentsare  refused,  and  PrayYs  preferred  in 
For  this  th' avenging  Pow'r  employs  his  Darts; 
And  empties  all  his  Quiver  in  our  Hearts. 
Thus  will  perfift,  relentlefs  in  his  Ire, 
Till  the  fair  Slave  be  render'd  to  her§ire: 
And  Ranfom-free  reftcr'd  to  his  Abode* 
"With  Sacrifice  to  reconcile  the  God : 
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Then  he,  perhaps,  atton'd  by  Pray V,  may  ceafe 
His  Vengeance  juftly  vow'd  $  and  give  the  Peace.. 
Thus  having  faid  he  fate :  Thus  anfwer'd  theri, 
Upftarting  from  his  Throne,  the  King  of  Men; 
^His  Breaft  with  Fury  fill'd  his  Eyes  with  Fire; 

■ 

Which  rowling  round,  he  fliot  in  Sparkles  on  the 

rSire* 
Augur  of  111 ,  wbofe  Tongue  was  never  found  L    - 

Without  a  Prieftly  Curfe  or  boding  Sound; 

For  not  one  blefs'd  Event  foretold  to  me 

■ 

Pafs'd  thro*  that  Mouth,  or  pafs'd  unwillingly* 

* 

And  now  thou  doft  with  Lies  the  Throne  invade, 
By  Pra&ice  harden'd  in  thy  fland'ring  Trade.     \ 
Obtending  Heav'n,  for  what  e'er  Ills  befal ; 
And  fputtring  under  fpecious  Names  thy  Gall. 
Now  Thabus  is  provok'd ;  his  Kites  and  Laws 
Are  in  his  Pried  profan'd,  and  i  the  Caufe: 
Since  I  detain  a  Slave,  my  SoVreign  Priic  <     ■  " 
And  faered  Gold,  your  Idol-God,  defpife. 
I  love  her  well:  And  well  her  Merits  claim, 
To  {land  preferred  before  my  Grecian  Dame : 
Not  ClytemneftrJs  felf  in  Beauty's  Bloom 
More  charm'd,  or  better  ply 'd  the  various  Lqo»  : 


r 
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Mine  is  the  Maid ;  and  brought  in  happy  Hour 
With  every  Houfhold-grace  adorn'd,  to  blefs  my 

Nuptial  Bow'r. 
Yet  fliall  flie  be  reftor'd;  fince  publick  Good 
For  private  Int'reft  ought  not  to  be  withftood,J 
To  fave  th'Effufion  of  my  People's  Blood. 
But  Right  requires,  if  Lrefign  my  own, 
I  fhou'd  not  fuffer  for  your  fakes  alone ; 
Alone  excluded  from  the  Prize  I  gain'd, 
And  by  your  common  Suffrage  have  obtained. 
The  Slave  without  a  Ranfom  mail  be  fent : 
It  refts  for  you  to  make  th' Equivalent. 

To  this  the  fierce  Thejalian  Prince  reply'd: 
O  firft  in  Pow'r,  but  paifing  all  in  Pride, 
Griping,  and  (till  tenacious  of  thy  Hold, 
Wou'dfithoutheGr^/«»Chiefs,tho'UrgelySQuLcl} 
Shou'd  give  the  Prizes  they  had  gain'd  before ; 
And  with  their  Lofs  thy  Sacrilege  reftore? 
Whatever  by  force  of  Arms  the  Soldier  got, 
Is  each  his  own,  by  dividend  of  Lot : 
Which  to  refume,  were  both  unjuft,  and  bafe : 
Not  to  be  born  but  by  a  fervile  Race. 
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But  this  we  can:  If  Saturn's  Son  bellows 
The  Sack  of  Troy,  which  he  by  Promife  owes ; 
Then  fhall  theconqu'ringGr^&r  thy  Lofs  reftore, 
And  with  large  Int'refl  make  th'Advantage  more. 

To  this  Atrldes  anfwer'd,  Tho*  thy  Boaft 
Aflumes  the  foremofl  Name  of  all  our  Hoft, 
Pretend  not,  mighty  Man,  that  what  is  mine, 
Controll'd  by  thee,  I  tamely  mould  refign. 
Shall  I  releafe  the  Prize  I  gain'd  by  Right, 
In  taken  Towns,  and  many  a  bloody  Fight,   ' 
While  thou  detain'ft  Brifiis  in  thy  Bands, 
By  prieftly  gloffing  on  the  God's  Commands  ? 
Refolve  on  this,  (a  ihort  Alternative) 
Quit  mine,  or,  in  exchange,  another  give ; 
Elfe  I,  aflure  thy  Soul,  by  Sov'reign  Right 
Will  feize  thy  Captive  in  thy  own  Defpight. 
Or  from  flout  Ajax>  or  Vlyffes,  bear 
What  other  Prize  my  Fancy  fhall  prefer: 
Then  foftly  murmur,*  or  aloud  complain, 
Rage  as  you  pleafe,  you  fliall  refill  in  vain. 
But  more  of  this,  in  proper  Time  and  Place, 
To  Things  of  greater  moment  let  us  pafs. 

Q3 
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A  Ship  to  fail  the  faered  Seas  prepare ; 
Proud  in  her  Trim ;  and  put  on  Board  the  Fair, 
WithSacrifice  andGifts,and  all  the  pomp  of  PrayV'- 
The  Crew  well  chofen,  the  Command  fhall  be 
In  Jjax;  or  if  other  Idecree, 
In  Cray's  King,  or  Itbacus,  brif  Ipleafe  in  Thee: 
Moft  fit  thy  felf  to  fee  performM  th'  Intent 
For  which  my  Pris'ner  from  my  Sight"  is  fent ; 
(Thanks  to  thy  piousCare^hatPAa^j-  may  relent.' 

At  this,  Achilles  roulVt  his  furious  Eyes, 
Fix'd  on  the  King  askant ;  and  thus  replies. 
O,  Impudent,  regardful  of  thy  own, 
Whofe  Thoughts  are  center'd  on  thy  felf  alone, 
Advanced  to  Sovereign  Sway,  for  better  Ends 
Than  thus  like  abjeft  Slaves  to  treat  thy  Friends. 
What  Greek  is  he,  that,  urg'd  by  thy  Command, 
Againft  the  Trajan  Troops  will  lift  his  Hand  ? 
Not  I:  Nor  fuch  inforc'd  Refpeft  I  owie; 
Nor  Tefgamus  I  hate,  nor  Triam  is  my  Foe- 
What  Wrong  fromTtt^remote,  cou'd  I  fuftain, 
To  leave  m?  fruitful  Soil,  and  happy  Reign, 
And  ploughjhe  Surges  of  the  ftoriny  Main  ? 
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Thee,  frojtfjefs  Man,  we  folio  w'd  from  afar  j 
Thy  Instruments  of  Death,  anjl  Tools  of  War. 
Thine  is  (he  Triumph ;  ovirs  the  Toil  alone ; 
We  bear  thee  on  our  Backs,  and  mount  thee  on 

the  Thrpne.  .  ? 

For  thee  we  fall  in  Fight ;  for  thee  redrefc     *' 
Thy  baffled  Brother  j  not  the.  Wrongs  of  Grpecir* 
And  now  thou  threatened  with  unjuft  jDecree*  , 
To  punifl*  thy  affronting  Heay'n,  on  me.     . 
To  feize  the  Prize  which  I  fo  dearly  bought  • .' ( 
By  common  Suffrage  giv'n,  confirnVd  by^Lprv  1 
Mean  Match  to  thine :  For  ftill  above  the  reft*  , 

* 

Thy  hook'd  rapacious  Hands  ufurp'tbe  beft.  . 
Tho1  mine  are  ftrft  in  Fight*  to  force  the.  Prey ;  * 
And  laft  fuftain  the  Labours  pf  the  I)ay. 
Nor  grudge  J  thee,  the  much  <he  GntcUxs  &\Y£* 
Nor  muns'ripg  take  the  little  I  recejye.  >i 
Yet  ev'n  this  little,  thou,  who  wou'dft  iagrofs  ) 

-  *  * 

The  w%ole,  JmaJUce,  enyy'it  as  tby  Lofs. 
Know,  thee,  for  ¥Wj»<v  fix'd  is  toy  Return  : 
.Better  at  home  ay  ill-paid  !F*ins  to oaouifa, 
Than  from  anE^ualhere-fttflam  the  publickScorn. 
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The  King,  whofe  Brows  with  fliining  Gold 

were  bound;  [pafs'd  round, 

Who  few  his  Throne  with  fceptetjdSLaves  incom- 

Thus  anfwer'd  ftern !  Go,  at  thy  Pleafure,  go : 

We  need  not  fuch  a  Friend,  nor  fear  we  fuch  a  Foe. 

There  will  not  want  to  follow  me  in  Fight : 

Jove  will  affift,  and  Jove  aflert  my  Right. 

But  thou  of  all  the  Kings  (his  Care  below) 

Art  leaft  at  my  Command,  and  mod  my  Foe. 

Debates,  Diflentions,  Uproars  are  thy  Joy ; 

ProvokM  withoutOffence,and  pra&is'd  to  deftroy. 

Strength  is  of  Brutes;  and  not  thy  Boaft  alone; 

At  leaft  'tis  lent  from  Heav'n ;  and  not  thy  own. 

Fly  then,  ill-manner'd,  to  thy  Native  Land, 

And  there,  thy  Ant-born  Myrmidons  command. 

But  mark  this  Menace ;  fince  I  muft  refign 

My  black-ey'd  Maid,  to  pleafe  the  Pow'rs  divine : 

(A  well-rigg'd  Veffel  in  the  Port  attends, 

Mann'd  at  myCharge !  commanded  by  myFriends;) 

The  Ship  fhall  waft  her  to  her  wifli'd  Abode, 

Full  fought  withholyBribes  to  the  far-fhootingGod. 

This  thus  difpatcn'd,  I  owe  my  felf  the  Care, 

^iy  Fame  and  injur'd  Honour  to  repair ; 
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From  thy  own  Tent,  proud  Man,  in  thy  defpight, 
This  Hand  Aati  ravilh  thy  pretended  Right. 
Brifeis  fhall  be  mine,  and  thou  malt  fee, 
What  odds  of  awful  Pow'r  I  have  on  thee: 
That  others  at  thy  coft  may  learn  the  difPrencef 
of  Degree.  J 

At  this  th'  Impatient  Hero  fowrly  fmiPd : 
His  Heart,  impetuous,  in  his  Bofom  boil'd. 
And  juftled  by  two  Tides  of  equal  fway, 
Stood,  for  a  while)  fufpended  in  his  way. 
Betwixt  his  Reafon,  and  his  Rage  untam'd ; 
One  whifper'd  foft,  and  one  aloud  reclaim'd : 
That  only  counfell'd  to  the  fafer  fide ; 
This  to  the  Sword,  his  ready  Hand  apply'd. 
LJnpunifli'd  to  fupport  th'  Affront  was  hard: 
Nor  eafie  was  th'  Attempt  to  force  the  Guard. 
But  foon  the  thirfl  of  Vengeance  fir'd  his  Blood: 
Half  fhone  his  Faulchion,  and  half  fheath'd  it  flood. 

In  that  nice  moment,  T alias,  from  above, 
Commiflion'd  by  th'  Imperial  Wife  of  Jove, 
Defcended  fwift:(the  white-arm'dQueen  was  loath 
The  Fight  fliou'd  follow;  for  fhe  favoured  both:) 
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Jtift  a?  in  A3  he  flood,  in  Clouds  infhrin'd, 
Her  Hand  flie  faften'd  on  his  Hair  behind ; 
Then  backward  by  his  yellow  Curls  (he  drew: 
To  him,  and  him  &lone  confefs'd  in  view. 
TamVJ  by  fuperior  Force  he  turn'd  his  Eyes 
Aghaft  at  firft,  and  flupid  with  Surprize : 
But  by  her  fparkling  Eyes,  and  ardent  Look, 
The  Virgin-Warrior  known,  he  thus  befpoke. 

Com'ft  thou,  Celeftial,  to  behold  my  Wrongs? 
Then  view  theVengeance  which  toCrimes  belongs. 

Thi^He.  The  blue-eyM  Goddefs  thus  rejoin'd: 
I  come  to  calm  thy  Turbulence  of  Mind, 
If  Reafon  will  refume  her  fov'reign  Sway, 
And  fent  by  Juno>  her  Commands  obey. 
Equal  fhe  loves  you  both,  and  Iproted: 
Then  give  thy  Guardian  Gods  their  dueRefpeft  ; 
And  ceafe  Contention;  be  thy  Words  fevere, 
Sharp  as  he  merits :  But  the  Sword  forbear.  x 
An  Hour  unhop'd  already  wings  her  way, 
When  he  his  dire  Affront  fhall  dearly  pay : 
When  the  proud  King  fhall  fue,  with  trebble  Gain, 
To  quit  thy  Lofs,  and  conquer  thy  Difdain. 
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\  But  thou,  fecure  of  ray  unfailing  Word, 
■  Compote  thy  fwelling  Saul;  and  fheath  theSworcl. 
The  Youth  thusaniVer'd  mild ;  AufgiribusMaid; 
Heav'ns  Will  be  mine;  and  yourCommands  obey'dl 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  when  fubdumg  Senfe,  f 
We  ferve  their  Pow'rs,  provide  the  Recompence, 
Hcfaid;  with  furly  Faith  believed  her  Word, 
And,  in  the  Sheath,  relu&ant,  plung'd  the  Sword. 
Her  Meflage  done,  (he  mounts  the  blefs'd  Abpde9, 
And  mix'd  among  the  Senate  of  the  Gods. 

At  her  departure  his  Difdain  return'd: 
The  Fire  (he  famVd,  with  greater  Fury  burn'd ; 
Rumbling  within  till  thus  it  found  a  vent  : 
Daftard,  and  Drunkard,  Mean  and  Infolent: 
Tongues  valiant  Hero,  Vaunter  of  thy  Might, 
In  Threat*  the  foremoft,  but  the  lag  in  Fight ; 
When  didft  thou  thruftaraid  the  mingled  fVeace, 
Content  to  bid  the  War  aloof  in  Peace  ? 
Arms  are  the  Trade  of  each  Tlebeian  Soul; 
'Tig  Death  to  fight ;  but  Kingly  to  controul. 
Lord-like  at  eafe,  with  arbitrary  PowV, 
To  peel  the  Chieft,  the  People  to  devour. 
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Thefe,  Traitor,  are  thy  Talents ;  faferfar 
Than  to  contend  in  Fields,  and  Toils  of  War. 
Nor  cou'dft  thou  thus  have  dar'd  the  commonHate, 
Were  not  their  Souls  as  abject  as  their  State. 
But,  by  this  Scepter,  folemnly  I  fwear, 
(Which  never  more  green  Leaf  or  growing 

Branch  fliall  bear : 
Torn  from  the  Tree,  and  giv'n  by  Jove  to  thok 
}N ho  Laws  difpenfe,  and  mighty  Wrongs  oppofe) 
That  when  the  Grecians  want  my  wonted  Aid, 
No  Gift  fhall  bribe  it,  and  no  Pray'r  perfuade. 
WhenHefior  comes,theHomifiide,to  wield  rpiei^ 
His  conqu'ring  Arms,  with  Corps  to  ftrow  the 
Then  flialt  thou  mourn  thy  Pride ;  and  late  confefs, 
My  Wrong  repented,  when  'tis  paft  redrefs: 
He  faid :  And  with  Difdain  in  open  view, 
Againft  the  Ground  his  golden  Scepter  threw ; 
Then  (g|e :  With  boiling  Rage  Atrides  burn'd, 
And  Foam  betwixt  his  gnafhing  Grinders  churn'd. 

But  from  his  Seat  the  Tylian  Prince  arofe, 
With  Reasoning  mild,  their  Madnefs  tocompofe: 
Words,  fweet  as  Hony,  from  his  Mouth  diftill'd ; 
Two  Centuries  already  he  fulfill'd ; 
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And  now  began  the  third ;  unbroken  yet: 
Once  fam'd  for  Courage ;  ftill  in  Council  great 

What  worfe,  he  faid,  can  Argos  undergo, 
What  can  more  gratifie  the  Thrygtm  Foe, 
Than  thefe  diftemper'd  Heats  ?  If  both  the  Lights 
Of  Greece  their  private  Int'reft  difunites ! 
Believe  a  Friend,  with  thrice  your  Years  increased* 
And  let  thefe  youthful  PaflionS  be  reprefs'd : 
I  flourifli'd  long  before  your  Birth ;  and  then  « 
14v'd  equal  with  a  Race  of  braver  Men* 
Than  thefe  dim  Eyes  fliall  e'er  behold  agen. 
Ceneus  ivA*Dryas>  and,  excelling  them, 
Great  The  feus  ^  and  the  force  of  greater  Tolypbem. 
With  thefe  I  went,  a  Brother  of  the  War, 
Their  Dangers  to  divide ;  their  Fame  to  fhare.   . 
Nor  idle  flood  with  unaffifting  Hands, 
When  falvageBeafts,and  Men's  more  falvageBands* 
Their  virtuous  Toil  fubdu'd:  Yet  thofelfway'd, 
With  powerful  Speech :  I  fpoke,  and  they  obey'd. 
If  fuchas  thofe  my  Councils  cou'd  reclaim, 
Think  not,young  Warriors,your  diminifh'd  Name, 
Shall  lofe  of  Luftre,  by  fubjefting  Rage 
To  the  cool  Dictates  of  experienc'd  Age, 
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Thou,  King  of  Men,  ftretch  not  thy  fovereignSway 
Beyond  the  Bounds  free  Subjeds  can  obey : 
But  let  P  elides  in  his  Prize  rejoice, 
AtchievM  in  Arms,  allowM  by  publiGk  Voice. 
Nor,  Thou, brave  Champion,  withhis  Pow'rcon* 

tend, 
Before  whofe  Throne,  ev'n  Kings  their  lower'd 

Scepters  bend. 
The  Head  of  Adion  He,  and  Thou  the  Hand, 
Matchlefs  thy  Force  $  but  mightier  his  Command : 
Thoufirft,  O  King,  releafe  the  Rights  of  Sway; 
PowV,  felf-reftrain'd,  the  People  beft  obey, 
Sanations  of  Law  from  Thee  derive  their  Source ; 
Command  thy  Self,  whom  noCommands  can  force. 
The  Son  of  Thetis,  Rampire  of  our  Holt,     *..  * 

Is  worth  our  Care  to  keep ;  nor  ihall  ray  Pray'rsbe 

Thus  Neftor  faid,  and  ceas'd :  Atrides  broke 
His  Silence  next;  but  ponder 'd  ere  he  fpoke. 
Wife  are  thy  Words,  and  glad  I  wou'd  obey, 
But  this  proud  Mao  affe&s  Imperial  Sway. 
Controujing  Kings,  and  trampling  on  our  State, 
His  Will  is  Law;  and  what  he  wills  is  Fate. 
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The  Gods  have  giv'n  him  Strength :  But  whence 

the  Style, 
Of  lawlefs  Pow'r  affum'd,  or  Licence  to  revile? 

Achilles  cut  himfliortjand  thus  reply'd: 
My  Worth  alio w'd  in  Words,  is  in  effeft  deny'd. 
For  who  but  a  Polfron,  poffefs'd  with  Fear, 
Such  haughty  Infolehce  can  tamely  bear  ? 
Command  thy  Slaves:  My  freebornSoul  difdains 
A  Tyrant's  Curb ;  and  reffiff  breaks  the  Reins. 
Take  this  along ;  that  no  Difpute  mall  rife 
(Though'  mine  the  Woman)  for  my  ravifh'd  Prize : 
But  fhe  excepted,  as  unworthy  Strife, 
Dare  not,  I  charge  thee  dare  not,  on  thy  Life, . 
Touch  ought  of  mine  befide,  by  Lot  my  due, 
But  (land  aloof,  and  think  profane  to  view : 
This  Faijchion,  elfe,  not  hitherto  withftood, 
Thefe  hoftile  Fields  mall  fatten  with  thy  Blood. 

He  faid ;  and  rofe  the  firft :  The  Council  broke  3 
And  all  their  grave  Confults  diffolv'd  in  Smoke. 

The  Royal  Youth  retir'd,  on  Vengeance  bent, 
Patroclus  follow'd  filent  to  his  Tent. 

Mean  time,  the  King  with  Gifts  a  Veflel  ftores ; 
Supplies  the  Banks  with  twenty  chofen  Q&k*. 
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And  next,  to  reconcile  the  mooter  God, 
Within  her  hollow  Sides  the  Sacrifice  heftow'd: 
Chryfeis  laft  was  fet  on  board  j  whofe  Hand 

Vlyffes  took,  intrufted  with  Command :  nzn& ' 
They  plow  the  liguiiSeas ;  and  leave  the  lei§!ainj 

Atrides  then,  his  outward  Zeal  to  boaft, 
Bade  purifie  the  Sin-polluted  Hoft. 
With  perfect  Hecatombs  the  God  they  grac'd ; 
Whofe  offer'd  Entrails  in  the  Main  were  caft. 
Black  Bulls,  and  bearded  Goats  on  Altars  lie ; 
And  Clouds  of  fav'ry  Stench  involve  the  Sky. 
Thefe  Pomps  the  Royal  Hypocrite  defign'd 
For  Shew:  Butharbour'd  Vengeance  in  his  Mind : 
Till  holy  Malice,  longing  for  a  vent, 
At  length,  difcover'd  his  conceal'd  Intent. 
Taltbybius,  and  Eurybates  the  juft, 
Heralds  of  Arms,  and  Minifters  of  Truft, 
He  call'd ;  and  thus  befpoke:Hafte  hence  your  way; 
And  from  the  Goddefs-born  demand  his  Prey. 
If  yielded,  bring  the  Captive:  If  deny 'd, 
The  King  (fo  tell  him)  ihall  chaftife  his  Pride : 

And 
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And  with  arm'd  Multitudes  in  Perfon  come 
To  vindicate  his  Pow'r,  and  juftifie  his  Doom. 

This  hard  Command  unwilling  they  obey,     y 
And  o'er  the  barren  Shore  purfue  their  way,    n 
Where  quartered  in  their  Camp,  the  fierce  Theft  \ 
falians  lay.  J 

Their  Sov'reign  feated  on  his  Chair,  they  find  j 
His  penfive  Cheek  upon. his  Hand  reclin'd, 
And  anxious  Thoughts  revolving  in  his  Mind. 
With  gloomy  Looks  he  few  them  entring  in 

Without  Salute :  Nor  durft  they  firfl:  begin, 
Fearful  of  rafh  Offence  and  Death  forefeen. . 
He  foon  the  Caufe  divining,  cleared  his  Brow; 
And  thus  did  liberty  of  Speech  allow. 

Interpreters  of  Gods  and  Men,  be  bold : 
Awful  your  Character,  and  uncontrourd, 
Howe'er  unpleafing  be  the  News  you  bring, 
1  blame  not  you,  but  your  Imperious  King. 
You  come,  I  know,  my  Captive  to  demand ; 
TatrocUts,  give  her,  to  the  Herald's  Hand; 
But  you,  authentick  Witnefles  I  bring, 
Before  the  Gods,  and  your  ungrateful  King, 

R 


•^v: 
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Of  this  my  Manifeft :  That  never  more 
This  Hand  mall  combate  on  the  crooked  Shore : 
No,  let  the  Grecian  Pow'rs  opprefsM  in  tight, 
Vnpity'd  perifh  in  their  Tyrant's  Sight. 
Blind  of  the  future,  and  by  Rage  mif-led. 
He  pulls  his  Crimes  upon  his  Peopled  Head. 
Fore 'd  from  the  Field  in  Trenches  to  contend, 
And  his  Infulted  Camp  from  Foes  defend. 
He  faid,  and  foon  obeying  his  Intent, 
Tat  roe  hi  brought  Bnifiit  from  her  Tent  ? 
Then  to.  th'  i&trufted  Melange rs  refjgn'd : 
She  wept,  and  often  qaft  her  Eyes  behiftd ; 
ForcMfrom.  thjeManflje  lov'd:  They  led  he?  thenee % 
Along  the  Shore  a,  Pris'ner  to  thei*  Prince, 
•    Sole.  on.  the  barren  &nds  the  fuffVing  Chief 
•  Roar'd  out  for  Angujifh*  and  indftlgM  his  Gsief. 
Caft  qn  his  Kindred  Seas  %  HdJfmy  Look* 
And  his  upbraided  Mother  thijs  beipokev 

Unhappy  Parent,  of  a  fhort-liv'd  Son, 
Since  Java  la  pity  by  thy  Pray'rs  was  worn 
To  grace  my  fnaaH  Retnaifrs.bf  Rjeath  with  Fame* 
Why. toads  he  th»  imbitm '4  Life  With  Steuafc? 


N 
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StifPring  his  King  of  Men  to  force  my  SkVe*     ' 
Whom  weU  deferv'd  in  War  j  the  <JrW&».r  gaVefc 

Set  by  old  Ocean's  fide  the  Goddefs  heard ; 
Then  from  the  facred  Deep  he*  Head  fhe  rear'd  i 
Rofe  like  a  Morriing-mift j  and  thus  begun 
To  footh  the  Sorrows  of  her  $aiutite  Son. 
Why  cries  my  Care*  and  why  conceals  his  Smart  * 
Let  thy  afHi&ed  Parent  fliare  her  part. 

Then,fighing  from  the  bottom  of  his  Breift, 
To  the  Sea-Goddefs   tfatrs  the   Goddefs-borft 

addreft'd. 
Thou  know'ft  my  Paiti,  Which  felting  but  recafo 
By  force  of  Arms  we  raz'd  the  theban  Walls  $ 
The  ranfack'd  City*  taken  by  our  Toifs,* 
We  left,  and  hither  brought  the  golden  Spoils  i 
Equal  we  fliar'd  them  j  but  befof  e  the  ^eft, 
The  protid  Prerogative  had  feiz'd  the  belt. 
Chryfeh  was  the  greedy  Tyrant's  Prize* 

Chryfeis  rofle  Gheek'd  With  charming  Eyes; 
Her  Sire,  Jptftfs  Pffeftj  artfv'd  t&  buy# 
With  proffet'dGiffc of  Pric^^fcDaiigihter'sLibe^ 
Supplhht  iKf or e  ^Qi^tiidHt  ChMs  he  fkte# ' 
Awfi»I>  «d  arte'i  withEtttfgto of his <&*!: 


*44     The  Firfl  Boo\of  Homer'/  llias.' 

Bare  was  his  hoary  Head,  one  holy  Hand .  . 
Held  forth  his  Lay  rel«  Crown*   and  one,   his 

Scepter  of  Command* 
His  Suit  was  common,  but  above  the  reft 
To  both  the  Brother-Princes  was  addrefs'd. 
With  Shouts  of  loud  Acclaim  the  Greeks  agree 
To  take  the  Gifts,  to  fet  the  Prisoner  free.. 
Not  fo  the  Tyrant,  who  with  Scorn  the  Prieft 
Received,  and  with  opprobrious  Words  difmifs'd. 
The  good  old  Man,  forlorn  of  human  Aid, 
For  Vengeance  to  his  heav'nly  Patron  pray'd : 
The  Godhead  gave  a  favourable  Ear, 
And  granted  all  to  him  he  held  fo  dear ; 
In  an  ill  hour  his  piercing  Shafts  he  fped ; 
And  heaps  on  heaps  of  flaughter'd  Greekshy.  dead, 
While  round  the  Camp  he  rang'd :  At  length  arofe 
A  Seer  who  well  divin'd ;  and  dltfft.  difclofe 
The  Source  of  all  our  Ills :  i  took  the  Word ; 
And  urg'd  the  facred  Slave  to  be  reftor'd, 
The  God  appeas'd :  The  fw«lUQg.Monarch  ttorm'd : 
And  then,  the  Vengeance,  vqw'd,  he.jfince  per- 
TYgQrnksfw  true,theirRuiiuo pievatf  £form,<1: 
Have  to  the  Royal  Prieft.  his  Daughter,  font ; 
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But  frotfv their  haughty  Kin£  his  Heralds  caipe,* '* 
And-feSiM*  bytiis  Command*  my  Captive  Dame, 
By  comtrifcn  Suffrage  giv'h ;  but,  thou,  be  won," 
If  in  thy  Pow'r,  t'avenge  thy  injur'd  Son : 
Afcend  thfe  Skies ;  and  fupplicating  move 
-Thy  jufl  Complaint,  to  Cfoud^compelling  Jov*. 
If  thou  by  either  Word  or  Deed  hatt  wrought 
A  kind  Remembrace  in  his  grateful  Thought,    , 
Urgehim  by  *hat :  Fpr  often  haft  thou  faid 
Thy  PowV  wjis  once  not  ufelefs  in  his  Aid, 
When  Hd-who  high  above  the  Higheft  reigns, 
Surpriz'd  by  Traitor-Gods,  was  bound  in  Chains. 
When  Junoy  Tallas,  with.  Ambition  fir'd, 
And  his  blue  Brother  of  the  Seas  cohfpir'd. 
Thou  freed'ft  the  Sovereign  from  unworthy  Bands, 
Thou  brought'ft  Briareus  with  his  hundred  Handsj 
(So  calPd  in  Heav'n,  but  mortal  Men  below 
By  his  terreftrial  Name  JEgeon  know; 
Twice  ftronger  than  his  Sire,  who  fate  above 
Affeflbr  to  the  Throne  of  thundring  Jove) 
The  Gods,  difmay'd  at  his  Approach,  withdrew, 
Nor  durft  their  unaccomplished  Crime  purfue, 

ft  5 
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That  Aftion  to  his  grateful  Mind  fecal  i 
Embrace  his-  Knees,  and  at  his  Footftool  fall : 
That  now  if  ever,  he  will  aid  our  Foesj 
Let  Troy's  triumphant  Troops  the  Camp  inclofe: 
Ours  beaten  to  the  Shore*  the  Siege  forfake ; 
And  what  their  King  deferves  with  him  partake; 
That  the  proud  Tyrant,  at  his  proper  coft, 
May  learn  the  value  of  the  Man  he  loft* ; 

To  whom  the  Mother-Godded  thus  reply 'd, 
Sigh'd  ere  fliefpoke,  and  while  ihefpoke  fhe:cq£d, 
Abwretched  me !  by  Fates  averfe,  decreed, 
To  bring  thee  forth  with  Pain,  with  Care  to  breed  J 
Did  envious  Heav-n  not  otherwife  ordain, 
Safe  in  thy  hollow  Ships  thou  fliouMfl;  remain; 
Nor  ever  tempt  the  fa^  Field  agjaia,  ?.■ 
But  now  thy  Planet  fheda  his  pois'nans  Rays ? 
And  fhorc,  and  full-  of  Sorrow  are  thy  Days. 
For  what  remains,  to.  HeaY.'a  I  will  afoend, 
And  at  the  TTmad'rer's  Throne  thy  Suit  commend. 
'Till  then,  fecure  in  Shtpe,  abftain  from  Fight ; 
Indulge  thy  Grief  in  Tears,  and  vent  thy  Spight. 
For  yeftef  day  the  Court  of  Heav'n  with.  J#v*% 
Remov'd:  'Tis dead  Vacation  nowabove. 
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Twelve  Days  the  Gods  their  folemn  Revels  keep, 
And  quaff  with  blamelefs  Etbiofts  in  the  Deep,  j 
Return'd  from  thence,  to  tieav'n  my  Flight  I  take, 
Knock  at  the  brazen  Gates,  and  Providence  a  Wake, 
Embrace  his  Knees*  and  fuppliant  to  the  Sire, 
Doubt  not  I  will  obtain  the  grant  of  thy  Delire. 

She  faid :  And  parting  left  him  on  the  Place, 
Swoln  with  Difdain,  refenting  his  Diferace : 
Revengeful  Thoughts  revolving  in  his  Mind, 
He  wept  for  Anger,  and  for  Love  he  pin'd. 

Mean  time  with  profp'rous  Gales  Viyjfts  brought 
The  Slave,  and  Ship  with  Sacrifices  fraught, 
To  Cbryja's Port:  Where  entring  with  the  Tid$ 
He  drop'd  his  Anchors,  and  his  Oars  he  ply'd.  , 
Furl'd  every  Sail,  and  drawing  down  the  Malt, 
His  Veflel  moor'd ;  and  made  with  Hauliers  fa& 
Descending  on  the  PlaiB,  afljore  they  bring 
The  Hecatomb  to  pieafe  the  {hooter  King. 
The  Dame  before  an  Altar's  holy  Fire" 
Vlyfes  led ;  arid  thti?  feefpoke  her  Sire. 

Revereae'd  be  that*,  and  be  thy  God  ador'd: 
The  King  of  Men  thy  D&qghtgr  ha*  reftor  d ; 

■■  ■  !•  •    lRi'.4"i. 
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And  fent  by  me  with  Prefents  and  with  Pray'r ; 
He  recommends  him  to  thy  pious  Care. 
That  Phoebus  at  thy  Suit  his  Wrath  may  ceafe, 
And  give  the  penitent  Offenders  Peace. 

He  faid,  and  gave  her  to  her  Fathers  Hands, 
Who  glad  receiv'd  her,  free  from  fervite  Bands* 
This  done,  in  Order  they,  with  fober  Grace, 
TheirGifts  around  the  well-built  Altar  pk^-r/iQ^ 
Then  wafh'd,  and  took  the  Cakes ;  while  Chryfes 
With  Hands  upheld,  and  thus  invok'd  his  God. 

God  of  the  Silver  Bow,  whofe  Eyes  furvey 
The  facred  Cil/a,  thou  whofe  awful  Sway 
Chry/a  the  blefs'd,  and  Tenedos  obey : 
Now  hear,  as  thou  before  my  Pray'r  haft  heard, 
Againft  the  Grecians ,and  their  Prince,  preferred : 
Once  thou  haft  honour'd,  honour  once  again 
Thy  Prieft;  nor  let  his  fecond  Vows  be  vain. 
But  from  th'  affli&ed  Hod  an4  humbled  Prince 
Avert  thy  Wrath,  and  ceafe  thy  Peftilence. 
Apollo  heard,  and  conquering  his  Difdain, 
Unbent  his'  Bow,  and  Greece  reJgir'd  again. 

Now  when  the  folemn  Rites  of  Pray'r  were  paft, 
Their  faked' Cakes  on  crackling  Flames  theycaft- 
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Then*  turning  back,  the  Sacrifice  they  fped : 
The  fatted  Oxen  flew,  and  flea'd  the  Dead. 

V...  ■*»■  *-- -. 

<Chop?d  cff chejrnenrwisJThighs,  and  next  prepar'd 
T' involve  the  lean  in  Cauls,  and  mend  with  Lard. 
Sweet-breads  and  Collops,  were  with  Skewers 
prick'd  :. 

About  the  Sides ;  imbibing  What  they  deck'd.1    - 
The  Prieft  with  holy  Hands  was  feen  to  tine 
The  eloven  Wood,  and  pour  the  ruddy  Wine. 
The  Youth  approached  the  Fire,  and  as  it  burn'd 
On  hVeiftarpBroachers  rank'd,  theRoaft  they  turn'd: 
Thefe  Morfels  ftay  *d  their  Stomachs ;  then  the  reft 
They  cut  in  Legs  and  Fillets  for  the  Feaft ; 
Which  drawn  and  ferv?d,theirHunger  they  appeafe 
With  fav'ry  Meat,  and  fet  their  Minds  at  eafe. 
Now- when  the  rage  of  Eating  was  repell'd, 
The  Boys  with  generous  Wine  the  Goblets  fill'd. 
The  firft  Libations  to _  the  Gods  they  pour : 
And  then  with  Songs  indulge  the  Genial  Hour. 
Holy  Debauch!  Till  Day  to  Night  they  bring, 
With,  Hymns  and  Tains  to  the  Bovvyer  King, 
At  Sun-fet  to  their  Ship  they  make  return, 
And  fnore  fecure  on  Decks,  till  rofy  Morn. 


] 
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The  Skies  with  dawning  Day  were  purpled  o'erj 
Awak'd,  with  laboring  Oars  they  leave  the  Shore  i 
ThcPow'r  appeas'd,  with  Winds  fuffie'dthe  Sail, 

# 

The  bellying  Canvafs  ftrutted  with  the  Gale ; 
The  Waves  indignant  roar  with  furly  Pride, 
And  prefs  againft  the  Sides,  and  beaten  off  divide. 
They  cut  the  foamy  way,  with  Force  impell'd 
Superior,  till  the  Trojan  Port  they  held: 
The*  hauling  on  the  Strand  their  GaUy  moor, 
And  pitch  their  Tents  along  the  crooked  Shore. 

Mean  time  the  Goddefs-born  in  fecret  pin'd ; 
Nor  vifited  the  Camp,  nor  in  the  Council  joined, 
But  keeping  clofe,  his  gnawing  Heart  he  fed 
With  hopes  of  Vengeance  on  the  Tyrant's  Head: 
And  wifli'd  for  bloody  Wars  an4  mortal  Wounds* 
And  of  the  Greeks  opprefs'd  in  Fight  to  hear the 
■•::■'■     dying  Sounds.  ^^ 

Now,  when  twelve  Daygcomp lea t  had  run  their 
The  Gods  bethought  themjof  the  Cares  belonging 

to  their  Place. 
Jove  at  their  Head  afceadrag  from  the  Sea, 
A  fhoal  of  pony  Pow'rs  attend  Ms  way. 
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Then  Thetis,  not  unmindful  of  her  Son, 
Emerging  from  the  Deep,  to  beg  her  Boon, 
Purfu'd  their  Track;  and  wafcen'd  from  his  Reft, 
Before  the  Sovereign  flood  a,  Morning  Gueft 
Him  in  the  Circle,  but  apart,  fee  found : 
The  reft  at  awful  difUnce  flood  around.     •  -  r;  ■  <  •• 
She  tow'd,  and  ere  die  durft  her  Sute  begin, . 
One  Hand  embrtc'd  his  Knees.one  prop'd  hisChm. 
Then  thus.  If  I,  Geleftial  Sire,  in  aught 
Have  Xerv'd  thy  Will,  or  gratify'd  thy  Thought, 
One  glimpfe  of  Glory  to  my  IfTue  give  -,    r.~ 
Grac'd  for  the  little  time  be  has  to  live. 
Dilhonour'd  by  the  King  of  Men  he  Hands :  . , 
His  rightful  Prize  is  raviuYd  from  his  Hands. 
But  thou,  O  Father*  in  my  Son's  Defence, 
Afiume  tiny  Pow'r,  aflert  thy  Providence. 
Let  Troy  prevail,  till  Grate e  th?  Affront  has  patd* 
With  doubled  Honows;  and  redeemed  his  Aid. 

Sheceas'd,  batthacoa&TrijigGQd  was  mute: 
'Till  foe,  refoiv'd  to  win,  renewed  her  Sutgi. 
Nor  loosM  her  Hold,  but  forced  him  to  reply, 
Or  grant  me  my  Petition,  or  deny : 
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Jove  cannot  fear:  Thenrtell  me 46  my  Face 
That  I,  of  all  the  Gods*  am  leaft  in  grace. 
This  I  can  bear :  The  Clcwi^f  Qompeller  mournM  ^ 
And,  fighing  firft,  this  Anfwer  lie  returned;  r- 
Know'ft  thou  whatClamours  will  difturb  my  &eign* 
What  my  ftuimM  Ears  from  Juno  mtift  fuftain? 
In  Council  fee  gives  Licence  to  bev  Tongue* 
Loquacious,  Brawling,  ever  in  the  wrong.  "  . 
And  now  flie  will  my  partiai-Pbw'r  upbraid*    ' 
If,  alienate. from  Greece,  I  give  the  Trojans  Aid X 
But  thou  depart,  and  fliun  her  jealous  Sights ' 
The  Care  be  mine,  to  do  *P  elides  right. 
Go  then,  and  on  the  Faith  of  Jove  rely; 
When  nodding  to  thy  Suje,  he  bows  the  Sky. 
This  ratifies  th'  irrevocable  Doom: 
The  Sign  ordained,  that  what  I  will  (hall  come : 
The  Stamp  of  Heav?n,  and  Seal  of  Fate;  Hefaid, 
And  fhook  the  facred  Honours  of  his  Head. 
With  Terror  trembled  Heav'ns  fubfiding  Hill: 
And  from  his  fhaken  Curls  Ambrofial  Dews  diftil. 
Tbc  Goddefs  goes  exulting  from  his  Sight, 
And  feeks  the  Seas  profound ;  and  leaves  the 
Realms  of  Light. 
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He  moves  into  his  Hall:  The  Pow'rs  refort, 
Each. from  his  Houfe  to  fill  the  Sovereign's  Court 
Nor  waiting  Summons,  nor  expelling  flood;  .. 
But  met  with  Reverence,  and  receiv'd  the  God. 

c 

;'  He  mounts  the.Throne;  and  Juno  took  her  place : 
But  fullen.Difcontent  fate  barring  on  her  JEace, 
With  jealous  Eyes,  at  diftance  ihe  had  feen, 
Whifp'ring  with  Jove  the  Silvfcr-foofed  Queeji ; 
Then,  impotent  of  Tongue  (her  Silence  brpke) 
Thus  turbulent  in  rattling  Tone  lhe  fpoke. 

Author  of  Ills,  and  elbfe  Contriver  Jove, 
Which  of  thy  Dames,  what  Proftitute  of  Love, 
Has  held  thy  Ear  fo  long,  and  begg'd  fo  hard, 
For  fome  old  Service  done,  fome  new  Reward? 
Apart  you  talk'd,  for  that's  your  fpecial  care, 
The  CcmJbrt  never  muft  the  Council  lhare. 
One  gracious  Word  is  for  a  Wife  too  much :  r^^ 
Such  is'  a  Marriage-Vow,  and  Jove's  own  Faith  is 

Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  and  Men  below, 
What  I  have  hidden,  hope  not  thou  to  know, 
Ev'n  Goddeffes  are  Women:  And  no  Wife 
Has  Pow'r  to  regulate  her  Husband's  Life : .  . 
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Coanfel  flie  may  t  and  I  will  give  thy  Ear 
The  Knowledge  firfl,  of  what  is  fit  to  hear* 
What  I  tranfaft  with  others,  or  alone, 
Beware  to  learn  j  nor  prefs  too  near  the  Throne; 

To  whom  the  Goddefs  with  the  charming  Eyes, 
What  haft  thou  faid,  O  Tyrant  of  the  9kies, 
When  did  I  fearch  the  Secrets  of  thy  Reign,  rVam? 
Though  privileg'd  to  know,'  but  privileg'd  in 
Bat  well  thou  doft,  to  hide  from  common  Sight 
Thy  clofe  Intrigues,  too  bad  to  bear  the  Light, 
Nor  doubt  I,  but  the  Silver-footed  Dame, 
Tripping  from  Sea,  on  fuch  an  Errand  came, 
To  grace  her  Iflue,  at  the  Grecians  Coft, 
And  for  one  peevifh  Man  deftroy  an  Holt 

To  whom  theThund'rer  made  this  fternReply  f 
My  Houfhold  Curfe,  my  lawful  Plague,  the  Spy] 
Of  Jove's  Defigns,  his  other  fquinting  Eye  j 
Why  this  vain  prying,  and  for  what  avail? 
Jove  will  be  Mailer  ftffl,  and  Juno  fail. 
Shou'd  thy  fufpicious  Thoughts  divine  aright, 
Thou  but  becomlt  m&re  odious  to  my  Sight, 
For  this  Attempt ;  une&fie  Life  to  me 
Still  watch'd,  and  importttn'd,  but  worfe  for  thee, 
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Curb  that  impetuous  Tongue,  before  too  Itte 
The  Gods  behold,  and  tremble  at  tby  Fate. 
Pitying,  but  daring  not,  in  thy  Defence, 
To  lift  a  Hand  againft  Omnipotence4.        rpCar . 

This  heard,  th'  Imperious  Queen  fate  mute  with 
Nor  further  dgjfl  incenfe  the  gloomy  Thunderer. 
Silence  was  in  the  Court  at  this  Rebuke :  rr  0<0t 
Nor  cou'd  theGods  abafli'd,  fuftain  their  Sovereigns 

The  LimpinfeSmith  bbferv'd  the  faddeh'tf  Feaft* 
And  hopping  here  and  there  (himfelf  a  Jefl) 
Put  in  his  Word,  that  neither  might  offend  J 
To  Jove  obfequious,  yet  his  Mother's  Friend. 
What  end  in  Heav'n  will  be  of  civil  War, 
If  Gods  of  Pleafare  will  for  Mortal  jar  ? 
Such  Difcord  but  difturbs  our  Jovial  Feaftj 
One  Grain  of  Bad,  embitters  all  the  beft. 

mill    Hi"' 

Mother,  tho'  wife  your  felf,  my  Counfel  weigh  1 
'TIS  much  unfafe  my  Sire  to  difbbey. 
Not  only  you  provoke  him  to  ydttr  Coft, 
But  Mirth  is  rrian^d,  and  the  good  Qtfjir  is  loft 
Tempt  not  his  heavy  Hand ;  for  he  has  Bow'r 
To  throw  you  headlong,  from  his  Heav'nly  Tow'r. 
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ButjaDeJubnii^j.ye  Word,  which  you  let  fall, 
Will  make  him  in  good  HumqCu*  with  us  All. 

He  faid  no  more ;  but  crown'd  a  Bowl,  unbid : 
The  laughing  Ne&ar  overlook'd  the  Lid : 
Then  put  it  to  her  Hand;  and  thus  purfu'd, 
This  curfed  Quarrel  be  no  more  renew'd. 
Be,  as  becomes  a  Wife,  obedient  dill; 
Though  griev'd,  yet  fubjeft  to  her  Husband's  Will. 
I  wou'd  not  fee  you  beaten ;  yet  afraid 
Of  Jove's  fuperior  Force,  1  dare  not  aid. 
Too  well  I  know  him,  fince  that  haplefs  Hour 
When  I,  and  all  the  Gods  employ'd  our  Pow'r 
To  break  your  Bonds :  Me  by  the  Heel  he  drew ; 
And  o'er  HeavVs  Battlements  with  Fury  threw. 
All  Day  I  fell ;  My  Flight  at  Morn  begun, 
And  ended  not  but  with  the  fetting  Sun. 
Pitch'd  on  my  Head  ,at  length  theLemnian  Ground 
Receiv'd  my  batter'd  Skull,  the  Slntbians  heal'd 
my  Woun<J. 

At  Vulcan's  homely  Mirth  his  Mother  fmil'd, 
And  fmiling  took  the  Cup  the  Clown  had  fiU'd. 

The 
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The  Reconciler  Bowl  went  round  the  Board, 
-  W jiich  empty'd,  the  rude  Skinker  ftill  reftor'd. 
Lo»(iEks.i)f.Ltughter  fdz!<Lthe  Guefts,  tojeie 
The  limping  God  fp  deft  at  his  new  Miniftry. 
The  Feaft  continu'd  till  declining  Light: 
They  drank,  they  laugh'd,  they  lovVI,:  and  theiv 

'twas  Night. 
Nor  wanted  tuneful  Harp,  nor  vocal  Quire ; 
The  Mufes  fung ;  Apollo  touch'd  the  Lyre. 
Drunken  at  laft,  and  drowfie  they  depart, 
Each  to  his  Houfe ;  Adorn'd  with  labourM  Art 
Of  the  lame  Architect:  The  thund'ring  God       \ 
Ev'n  he  withdrew  to  Reft,  and  had  his  Load. 
His  fwimming  Head  to  needful  Sleep  apply'd ;    ■ 
And  Juno  lay  unheeded  by  his  Side. 


THE 

COCK  and  the  FOX: 

OR,    THE 

Tale  of  the  Nun's  Priest, 

From      C  H  A  V  C  E  R. 

"HERE  liv'd,  as  Authors  tell,    in 
Days  of  Yore, 
A  Widow  fomewhat  old,  and  very 
poor : 

Deep  in  a  Cell  her  Cottage  lonely  (lood, 
Well  thatch'd,  and  under  Covert  of  a  Wood. 
This  Dowager,  on  whom  my  Tale  I  found, 
Since  laft  Ihe  laid  her  Husband  in  the  Ground, 
A  fimple  fober  Life,  in  Patience  led, 
And  had  but  juft  enough  to  buy  her  Bread : 
but  Hufwifing  the  Utile  Heav'n  had  lent, 
She  duly  paid  a  Groat  for  Quarter-Rent ; 
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And  pinch'd  her  Belly  with  her  Daughters  two, 
To  bring  the  Year  about  with  much  ado. 

The  Cattel  in  her  Homeftead  were  three  Sows, 
An  Ewe  caH'd  Molly ;   and  three  brioded  Cows. 
Her  Parlor- Window  ftuck  with  Herbs  around, 
Of  iav'ry  Smell ;  and  Rufhes  ftrew'd  the  Ground. 
A  Maple-tDrefTer  in  her  Hall  flie  had, 
On  which  full  many  a  tieader  Meal  flie  made: 
For  no  delicious  Morfel  pafs'd  her  Throat; 
According  to  her  Cloth  flie  cut  her  Coat : 
No  poynant  Sawce  (he  knew,  no  coftly  Treat, 
Her  Hunger  gave  a  Rdiih  to  her  Meat : 
A  fparing  Diet  did  her  Health  aiTure; 
Or  fick,  a  Pepper-Poflet  was  her  Cure. 
Before  the  Day  Was  done  her  Work  flie  fped, 
And  never  went  by  Candle-light  to  Bed: 
With  Exercife  Ihe  fweatili  Humours  out, 
Her  Dancing  was  not  hinder'd  by  the  Gout. 
Her  Poverty  was  glad ;  her  Heart  content, 
Nor  knew  ihe  what  the  Spleen  or  Vapours  meant* 

Of  Winie  flie  never  tailed  through  the  Year, 
But  White  and  Black  was  ail  her  homely  Chear; 

Si 
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Brownr  Bread,  and  Milk,  (but  firft  flie  skim'd 

her  Bowls) 
And  Rafters  of  findgM  Bacon,  on  the  Coals. 
On  Holy-Days,  an  Egg,  or  two  at  mod; 
But  her,  Ambition  never  reach'd  to  Roaft. 
!  A  Yard  (he  had  with  Pales  enclos'd  about, 
Some  high,  fome  low,  and  a  dry  Ditch  without. 
Within  this  Homefteadliy'd,  without  a  Peer 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer: 
So  hight  her  Cock,  whofe  finging  did  furpafs 
The  merry  Notes  of  Organs  at  the  Mafs. 
More  certain  was  the  crowing  of  a  Cock 
To  number  Hours,  than  is  an  Abbey^clock ; 
And  fooner  than  the  Mattin-Bell  was  rung, 
He'clap'd  his  Wings  upon  his  Rooft,  and  fung: 
For  when  Degrees  fifteen  afcended  right, 
By  fure  Inftinft  he  knew  'twas  One  at  Night* 
High  was  his  Comb,  and  Coral-red  withal, 
In  Dents  embatterd  like  aCaftle-Wall; 
His  Bill  was  Raven-black*  and  fhone  like  Jet, 
Blue  were  his  Legs,,  and  Orient  were  his  Feet: 
White  were  his  Nails,  like  Silver  tobehold, 
His  Body  glittering  like  the  burnifh'd  Gold. 
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This  gentle  Cock,  for  folace  of  his  Life, 
Six  Mifles  had  befide  his  lawful  Wife ; 
Scandal  that  fpares  no  King,  tho'  ne'er  fo  good, 
Says,  they  were  all  of  his  own  Flefli  and  Blood: 
His  Sifters  both  by  Sire,  and  Mother's  fide, 
And  fure  their  Likenefs  fhowM  them  near  ally'd. 
But  make  the  worft,  thelVlonarch  did  no  more, 
Than  all  the  Tto/omeys  had  done  before: 
When  Inceft  is  forl&tfifcft  of  a  Nation, 
*Tis  made  no  5m  oynoly nEfifpenfation. 
Some  Lines  have  been  maintained  by  this  alone, 
Which  by  their  common  Uglinefs  are  known. 

But  pafling  this  as  from  our  Tale  apart, 
Dame  Partlet  was  the  Sovereign  of  his  Heart: 
Ardent  in  Love,  outragious  in  his  Play, 
He  featherM  her  a  hundred  times  a  Dsiy : 
And  fhe  that  was  not  only  pafling  fair, 
But  was  withal  difcreet,  and  debonair, 
Refolv'd  the  paflive  Doftrine  to  fulfil 
Tho'  loath:  Afld  let  him  work  his  wicked  Will. 
At  Board  and  Bed  was  affable  and  kind> 
According  as  their  Marriage- Vow  did  bind, 
And  as  the  Churches  Precept  had  enjoin'd. 
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Ev'n  fince  fhe  was  a  Sennight  old,  they  fay, 
Was  chaft,  and  humble  to  her  dying  Day, 
Nor  Chick  nor  Hen  was  known  to  difobey. 

By  this  her  Husband's  Heart  Ihe  did  obtain  ; 
What  cannot  BeaOty,  join'd  with  Virtue,  gain ! 
§he  was  his  only  Joy,  aftd  he  her  Pride, 
She,  when  he  Walk'd,  went  pecking  by  his  fide; 
If  fpurning  up  the  Grduttd,  he  fprung  a  Corn, 
The  Tribute  in  hts  Bill  to  her  was  born. 
J  But  oh !  what  Joy  it  Was  to  hear  him  fing 
In  Summer,  when  the  Day  began  to  fpring, 
Stretching  hisNeck,  and  warbling  in  his  Throat, 
Solus  cum  Sola,  then  was  all  his  Note. 
For  in  the  Days  of  Yore,  the  Birds  of  Parts 
Were  bred  tofpeak,  and  fing,  and  learn  the  lib'ral 
Arts. 

It  happ'd  that  perching  on  the  Parlor- beam 
Amiclft  his  Wives  be  had  a  deadly  Dream ; 
Juft  at  the  Dawn,  and  fighM,  andgroan'd  fofaft, 
As  ev'ry  Breath  he  drew  wou'd  be  his  laft. 
Dame  Partlet,  ever  neareft  to  his  Side, 
Heard  all  bis  piteous  Moan,  and  how  he  cry'd 


.,.,.. 
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For  Help  from  Gods  and  Men :  And  fore  aghaflt 
She  peck'd  and  pull'd,  and  waken'd  him  at  laft. 
Dear  Heart,  faid  (he,  for  Love  of  Hea v'n  declare 
Your  Pain,  and  make  me  Partner  of  your  Care. 
You  groan,  Sir,  ever  fince  the  Morning-light, 
As  fome thing  had  difturb'd  your  noble  Spright. 
And  Madam,  well  I  might,  faid  Chanticleer, 
Never  was  Shrovetide -Cock  in  fuch  a  fear. 
Ev'n  flill  I  run  all  over  in  a  Sweat, 
My  Princely  Senfes  not  recover'd  yet. 
For  fuch  a  Dream  I  had  of  dire  Portent, 
That  much  I  fear  my  Body  will  be  lhent : 
It  bodes  I  fliail  have  Wars  and  woful  Strife, 
Or  in  a  ioathfoip  Dungeon  end  my  Life. 
Know  Dame,  I  dreamt  within  my  troubled  Breaft/ 
That  in  our  Yard  I  faw  a  murd'roqs  Beaft, 
That  on  my  Body  would  have  made  ArrefL 
With  waking  Eyes  I  ne'er  beheld  his  Fellow, 
His  Colour  was  betwixt  a  Red  and  Yellow: 
Tipp'd  was  his  Tail,  and  both  his  pricking  Ears 
With  black ;  and  much  unlike  his  other  Hairs : 
The  reft,  in  fhape  a  Beagle's  Whelp  throughout, 
With  broa4er  Forehead,  aijd  a  fharper  Snout: 
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Deep  in  his  Front  were  funk  his  glowing  Eyes, 
That  yet  methinks  I  fee  him  with  Surprize. 
Reach  out  your  Hand,  I  drop  with  clammy  Sweat, 
And  lay  it  to  my  Heart,  and  feel  it  beat. 

Now  fie  for  Shame,  quoth  fhe,  by  Heav'n  above, 
Thou  haft  for  ever  loft  thy  Lady's  Love; 
No  Woman  can  endure  a  Recreant  Knight, 
He  muft  be  bold  by  Day,  and  free  by  Night : 
Our  Sex  defires  a  Husband  or  a  Friend, 
Who  can  our  Honour  and  his  own  defend ; 
Wife,  Hardy,  Secret,  lib'ral  of  his  Purfe: 
A  Fool  is  naufeous,  but  a  Coward  worfe : 
No  bragging  Coxcomb,  yet  no  baffled  Knight. 
How  dar'it  thou  talk  of  Love,  and  dar'ft  not  Fight  ? 
How  dar'ft  thou  tell  thy  Dame  thou  art  afer'd, 
Haft  thou  no  manly  Heart,  and  haft  a  Beard  ? 

If  ought  from  fearful  Dreams  may  be  divin'd, 
They  fignifie  a  Cock  of  Dunghill-kind. 

All  Dreams,  as  in  old  Galen  I  have  read, 

« 

Are  from  Repletion  and  Complexion  bred  : 
From  rifiog  Fumes  of  indigefted  Food, 
And  noxious  Humours  that  infeft  the  Blood : 
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-And  fare,  my  Lord,  if  lean  read  aright, 
Thefe  foolifh  Fancies  you  have  had  to  Night; 
Are  certain  Symptoms  (in  the  canting  Stile) 
Of  boiling  Choler,  and  abounding  Bile: 
This  yellow  Gaul  that  in  your  Stomach  floats, 
Ingenders  all  thefe  vifionary  Thoughts. 
When  Choler  overflows,  then  Dreams  are  bred 
Of  Flames  and  all  the  Family  of  Red ; 
Red  Dragons,  and  red  Beafts  in  Sleep  we  view; 
For  Humours  are  diftingqifh'd  by  their  Hue. 
From  hence  we  dream  of  Wars  and  WarlikeThings, 
And  Wafps  and  Hornets  with  their  double  Wings. 

Choler  aduft  congeals  our  Blood  with  Fear ; 
Then  black  Bulls  tofs  us,  and  black  Devils  tear* 
In  fanguine  airy  Dreams  aloft  we  bound, 
With  Rhumes  opprefs'd  we  fink  inRivers  drown'd. 

More  I  could  fay,  but  thus  conclude  my  Theme, 
The  dominating  Humour  makes  the  Dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  time  accounted  Wife, 
And  he  condemns  them  all  for  empty  Lies. 
Take  my  Advice,  and  when  we  fly  to  Ground 
With  Laxatives  preferve  your  Body  found, 
And  purge  the  peccant  Humours  that  abound. 
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I  fhould  be  loath  to  lay  you  oft  a  Bier ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'Pothecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prefcribe  for  your  Difeafe, 
Andfave  long  Bills,  and  a  damn'd  Dodor's  Fees, 
Two  Soveraign Herbs,  which  I  by  Praftice  know, 
And  both  at  Hand,  (for  in  our  YardiSiey  grow ;) 
On  peril  of  my  Soul  (hall  rid  you  wholly 
Of  yellow  Choler,  and  of  Melancholy : 
Yqu,  rauft  both  Purge,  and  Vomit ;  but  obey, 
And  for  the  love  of  Heav'n  make  no  delay. 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  Complexion  join, 
Beware  the  Sun  when  in  a  vernal  Sign ; 
For  when  he  mounts  exalted  in  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  Body  in  a  Flame, 
Replete,  with  Choler,*  I  dare  lay  a  Groat, 
A  Tertian  Ague  is  at  leaft  your  Lot. 
Perhaps  a  Fever  (which  the  Gods  forefend) 
May  bring  your  Youth  to  fome  untimely  end. 
And  therefore,  Sir,  as  you  defire  to  live, 
A  Day  or  two  before  your  Laxative, 
Tike  juft  three  Worms,  nor  over  nor  above, 
JJecaqfe  the  Gods  unequal  Numbers  lqye. 
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Thcfe  Digeilives  prepare  you  for  your  Purge* 
Of  Fumetery,  Centaury,  and  Spurge, 
And  of  Ground-Ivy  add  a  Leaf,  or  two, 
All  which  within  our  Y^rd  or  Garden  grow. 
Eat  thefe,  and  be,  my  Lord,  of  better  Cheer ; 
Your  Father's  Son  was  never  bom  to  fear, 
,  Madam,  quothhe,  Grammercy  foryour  Care,? 
But  Cato9  whom  you  quoted,  you  may  fparet .  • 
'Tis  true,  a  wife  and  worthy  Man  he  feeras, 
And  (as  you  fay)  gave  no  Belief  to  Dreams ;  , .  * 
But  other  Men  of  more  Authority, 
And,  by  th'Immortal  Pow'rs,  as  wife  as  He, 
Maintain,  with  fpunderSenfe,  thatDreams  forbode; 
For  Homer  plainly  fays  they  come  from  God*    . 
Nor  Cato  faid  it:  But  fome  modern  Fool, 
Impos'd  in  Gift's  Name  on  Boys  at  School. 

Believe  me,  Madam,  Morning  Dreams  forefho w 
Th'  Events  of  Things,  and  future  Weal  or  Woe : 
Some  Truths  are  not  by  Reafon  to  be  try'd, 
But  we  have  fure  Experience  for  our  GuidQ. 
An  ancient  Author,  equal  with  the  bed, 
Relates  this  Tale  ©f  Dreams  among  the  reft, 

•  ■  .  •  •  •  •  •  ■ 
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Two  Friends,  or  Brothers,  with  devout  Intent, 
On  fome  far  Pilgrimage  together  went. 
It  happened  fo  that  when  the  Sun  was  down, 
They  juft  arriv'd  by  twilight  at  a  Town ; 
That  Day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  Bull, 

► 

*Twas  at  a  Feaft,  and  ev'ry  Inn  fo  full, 
That  no  void  Room  in  Chamber,  or  on  Ground, 
And  but  one  forry  Bed  was  to  be  found: 
And  that  fo  little  it  would  hold  but  one, 
Though  till  this  Hour  they  never  lay  alone. 

So  were  they  forcM  to  part;  one  ftay'd  behind, 
His  Fellow  fought  what  Lodging  he  could  find: 
At  laff  he  found  a  Stall  where  Oxen  flood, 
And  that  he  rather  chofe  than  lie  abroad. 
Twas  in  a  farther  Yard  without  a  Door, 
But  for  his  Eafe,  well  litter'd  was  the  Floor. 

His  Fellow,  who  the  narrow  Bed  had  kept, 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  Rocker  flept: 
Supine  he  fnorM ;  but  in  the  dead  of  Night, 
He  dreamt  his  Friend  appeared  before  his.  Sight, 
Who,  with  a  ghaftly  Look  and  doleful  Cry, 
Said  Help  me  Brother,  Or  this  Night  I  die : 
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Arife,  and  help,  before  all  Help^  be  vain, 
Or  in  an  Oxes  Stall  I  {hall  be  (lain. 

Rowz'd  fropa  his  Reft  he  waken'd  in  a.ftart, 
Shiv'ring  with  Horror,  and  with  aking  Heart ;  / 
At  length  to  cure  himfelf  by  Reafon  tries; 
Twas  but,aDream,andwhat  areDreamsbutLies?1 
So  thinking  changed  his  Side,  and  clos'dhis  Eyes. 
His  Dream  returns*  his  Friend  appears  again, 
The  Murd'rers  come ;  now  help,  or  I  amflain: 
'Twas  but  a  Vifion  ftill,  and  Vifions  are  but  vain. 

He  dreamt  the  third :  But  now  hisFriend  appeared 
Pale,  naked,  pierc'd  with  Wounds,  with  Blood 

befmear'd : 
Thrice  warn'd awake,  faid  he;  Relief  is  late,. 
The  Deed  is  done ;  but  thou  revenge  my  Fate : 
Tardy  of  Aid,  unfeal  thy  heavy  Eyes, 
Awake,  and  with  the  dawning  Day  arife : 
Take  to  the  Weftern  Gate  thy  ready  way, 
For  by  that  Paflage  they  my  Corps  convey : 
My  Corps  is  in  a  Tumbril  laid ;  among 
The  Filth,  and  Ordure,  and  endos'd  with  Dung. 
That  Cart  arrett,  and  raife  a  commpg  Cry ; 
For  facred  Hunger  of  my  Gold  1  die; 


■.# 
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Then  fliew'd  htegrifly  W<wmd9;aiid  laft  heodrew 
A  piteous  Sigh  rand  took  a  lon£  Adieu. 

The  frighted  Friend  arofe  by  break  of  Day, 
And  found  the  Stall  whete  late  his  Fellow  lay. 
Xhen  of  his  impious  Hoft  enquiring  more, 
Was  anfwet  Vi  that  his  Gueft  was  gone  before : 
Muttering  he  went,  faid  he,  by  Morning-light, 
And  much  complained  of  his  ill  Reft  by  Night, 
This  rais'd  Sufpicion  in  the  Pilgrim's  Mind ; 
Becaufe  all  Hefts  are  of  an  evil  Kind, 
And  oft,  to  (hare  the  Spoil,  with  Robbers  join'd. 

His  Dream  confirra'dJiis  Thought:  With  trou- 
bled Look 
Strait  to  the  Wsflern-Gate  his  Way  he  took. 
There,  as  his  Dream  foretold,  a  Cart  he  found, 
That  carry'd  Compofs  forth  to  dung  the  Ground* 
This, when  the  Pilgrim  faw,  he  ftretch'd  hisThroat, 
And  cry'd  out  Murther,  with  a  yelling  Note. 
My  murther'd  Fellow  in  this  Gart  lies  dead, 
Vengeance  and  Jultice  on  the  Villain's  Head. 
You,  Magiftrates,  who  facred  Laws  difpenfe. 
On  you  I  call  to  punifti  this  Offence. 
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The  Word  thus  giv'n,  within  a  little  fpace, 
The  Mob  came  roaring  out,and  throng'd  the  Place. 
All  in  a  trice  they  caft  the  Cart  to  Ground, 
And  in  the  Dung  the  murther'd  Body  bound ; 
Tho'  breathlefs,  warm,  and  reeking  from  the| 

Wound. 

Good  Heav'n,  whofe  darling  Attribute  we  find 
Is  boundlefs  Grace,  and  Mercy  to  Mankind, 
Abhors  the  Cruel ;  and  the  Deeds  of  Night 
By  wond'rous  Ways  reveals  in  open  Light  \ 
Murther  may  pafs  unpunifh'd  for  a  time, 
But  tardy  Juftice  will  o'ertake  the  Crime. 
And  oft  a  fpeedier  Pain  the  Guilty  feels ;  rHeeis 
The  Hue  and  Cry  of  Heav'n  purfues  him  at  the 
Frefli  from  the  Fad ;  as  in  the  prefent  Cafe ; 
The  Criminals  are  feiz'd  upon  the  Place : 
Carter  and  Hoft  confronted  Face  to  Face. 
Stiff  in  denial,  as  the  Law  appoints, 
On  Engines  they  diftend  their  tortur'd  Joints: 
So  was  Confeflion  forc'd,  th*  Offence  was  known, 
And  publick  Juftice  on  th' Offenders  done. 

Here  may  you  fee  that  Vifions  are  to  dread  i 
And  in  the  Page  that  follows  this ;  I  read    - 
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Of  two  young  Merchants,  whom  the  hope  of  Gain 
Induc'd  in  Partnership  to  crofs  the  Main : 
Waiting  till  willing  Winds  their  Sails  fupply'd, 
Within  a  Trading-Town  they  long  abide, 
Full  fairly  fituate  on  a  Haven's  fide. 

One  Evening  it  befel  that  looking  out, 
The  Wind  they  long  had  wifli'd  was  come  about: 
Well  pleas'd  they  went  to  Reft;  and  if  the  Gale 
'Till  Morn  continu'd,  both  refolv'd  to  Sail. 
But  as  together  in  a  Bed  they  lay, 
The  younger  had  a  Dream  at  break  of  D?y.    - 
A  Man,  he  thought,  flood  frowning  at  his  fide. 
Who  warn'd  him  for  his  Safety  to  provide, 
Not  put  to  Sea,  but  fafe  on  Shore  abide. 
I  come,  [thy  Genius,  to  command  thy  Stay ; 
Truft  not  the  Winds,  for  fatal  is  the  Day, 
And  Death  unhop'd  attends  the  watry  way. 

The  Vifion  faid :  And  yanifli'd  from  his  fight, 
The  Dreamer  waken'd  in  a  mortal  Fright : 
Then  pulPd  his  drowzy  Neighbour,  and  declared 
What  in  his  Slumber  he  had  feen,  and  heard. 
HisFrienid  fmil'd  fcornful,and  with  proudConteropt 
Rejeds  as  idle  what  his  Fellow  dreamt. 

Stay, 
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Stay,  who  will  ftay:  For  me  no  Fears  reftrain, 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  God  of  Gain ; 

•  * 

Let  each  Man  do  as  to  his  Fancy  feems,    • 
I  wait,  not  I,  till  you  have  better  Dreams. 
Dreams  are  but  Interludes,  which  Fancy  makes  j 
When  Monarch-Reafon  fleeps,this  Mimick  wakes; 
Compounds  a  Medley  of  disjointed  Things, 
A  Mob  of  Coblers,  and  a  Court  of  Kings : 
Light  Fumes  are  merry,  grofler  Fumes  are  fad  j 
Both  are  the  reafonable  Soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monftrous  Forms  in  Sleep  we  fee, 
That  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e'er  can  be. 
Sometimes,  forgotten  Things  long  caft  behind 
Ruih  forward  in  the  Brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  Nurfes  Legends  are  for  Truths  received, 
And  the  Man  dreams  but  what  the  Boy  believ'd. 

Sometimes  we  but  rehearfe  a  former  Play, 
The  Night  reftores  our  Aftions  done  by  I)ay  ? 
As  Hounds  in  Sleep  will  open  for  their  Prey. 
In  mort,  the  Farce  of  Dreams  is  of  a  piece, 
Chimera's  all ;  and  more  abfurd,  or  Iefs  J 
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You,  who  believe  in  Tales,  abide  alone; 
Whate'er  I  get  this  Voyage,  is  my  own- 

Thus  while  he  fpoke  he  heard  the  ihouting  Crew 
That  call'd  aboard,  and  took  his  laft  adieu: 
The  Vcflel  went  before  a  merry  Gale, 
And  for  quick  PafTage  put  on  ev'rf  Sail: 
But  when  leaft  fear'd,  and  ev'n  in  opeirf  tfefi 

The  Mifchief  overtook  fier  in  the  way : 

■  -  ■•..*■  <•*-.. 

Whether  flie  fprung  a  Leak,  I  cannot  find, 
Or  whether  ihe  was  overfet  with  Wind, 
Or  that  fome  Rock  below  her  Bottom  rent; 
But  down  at  once  with  all  her  Crew  ihe' Went: 
Her  Fellow-Ships  from  far  Her  Lofs  defcry'd;; 
But  only  ihe  was  funk,  and  all  were  fafief  betide. 

By  this  Example  you  are  taught  again, 
That  Dreams  and  Vifions  are  not  always  vairi: 
But  if,  dearPartlet,  you  are  yet  in  doubt, 

Another  Tale  ihall  make  the  former  out. 

»  » 

Kenelm  the  Son  of  Ketiulph,  Mefcia'slRitig, 
Whdfe  holy  Life  the  Legends  loudly  {tag, 
Warn'd,  in  a  Dream,  his  Mufth'er  did  fbretef 
From  Point  to  Point,  as  after  it  befel : 
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All  Circumftances  to  his  Nurfe  he  told, 
(A  Wonder,  from  a  Child  of  fev'n  Years  old :) 
The  Dream  with  Horror  heard,  the  goo&old  Wife 
From  Treafon  counfelPd  him  to  guard  his  Life : 
But  clofe  to  keep  the  Secret  in  his  Mind-, 
For  a  Boy's  Virion  fmall  Belief  would  find. 
The  pious  Child,  by  Promife  bound,  obey'&y 
Nor  was  the  fatal  Murther  long?  delay'd :  "'•' 
By  Quenda  flain  he  fell  before  his  time, - ' 
Made  a  young  Martyr  by  his  Sifter's  Crime.      • 
The  Tale  is  told  by  venerable-' Bede,    -        •■  - '  ' 
Which,  at  your  better  leifure,  ytou'ri^feacfi 

Macrobius  too  relates  the  Vifion  fefit 
To  the  great ; Sciftoy  with  the  fam'd  Event;  ;-  • 
Objections  makes,  but  after  m*kes  Replied  "  ■  " 
And  adds,  that  Dreams  are  often  Proph£eife& 

Of  foaniel,  yoti  may  read  in  Holy  Writ;- f  -' 
Who,  when  the  Ring  his1  Vifibh  didibrget,  & 
Cou'd  Word  for  Wbrd'  the  wond'rous  f)r&trf( 

repeat. 
Nor  lefs  of  Patriarch  Jo/lpB'iui&erfaii&r 
Who  by  a  Dream  inflav'd  th1  Egpj>ti4iilaxi&r 
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The  Years  of  Plenty  and  of  Dearth  foretold, 
When,  for  their  Bread,  their  Liberty  they  fold. 
Nor  muft  th'  exalted  Buttler  be  forgot, 
Nor  he  whofe  Dream  prefag'd  his  hanging  Lot. 
And  did  not  Crafts  the  fame  Death  forefee, 
Rais'd  in  his  Vifion  on  a  lofty  Tree? 
The  Wife  of  He  ft  or  y  in  his  utmoft  Pride, 
Dreamt  of  his  Death  the  Night  before  he  dy'd: 
Well  was  he  warn'd  from  Battel  to  refrain, 
But  Men  to  Death  decreed  arewarnd  in  vain- 
He  dar'd  the  Dreamland  by  his  fatal  Foe  was  flain. 
Much  more  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to  fpeak, 
For  fee  the  ruddy  Day  begins  to  break: 
Let  this  fuffice,  that  plainly  I  forefee 
My  Dream  was  bad,  and  bodes  Adverfity : 
But  ideither  Pills  nor  .Laxatives  I  like, 
tThey.oply  fcrve  to  make  a  well-man  fick: 

Of  tfcfe-ltf s  Gain  the  fkarp  Phyfician  makes, 

#  * 

"A»4  oftep  giyes  a, Purge,  but  feldom  takes: 
They  not  correft,  but  poyfon  all  the  Blood, 
And  ne'e*  did  any  but  the  Doftors  good. 
TTufir  Tribe,  Trade,  Trinkets,  I  defy  them  all, 
With  ev'ry  Work  of  apothecary's  Hall. 
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But  let  me  tell  Thee,  Partlet  mine,  and  fwear, 
That  when  I  view  the  Beauties  of  thy  Face, 
I  fear  not  Death,  nor  Dangers,  nor  Difgrace: 
So  may  my  Soul  have  Blifs,  as  when  I  fpy 
The  Scarlet  Red  about  thy  Partridge  Eye, 
While  thou  art  conflant  to  thy  own  true  Knight, 
While  thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thy  Delight, 
All  Sorrows  at  thy  Prefence  take  their  flight. 
For  true  it  is,  as  in  *PrincipiQ> 
Mulicr  eft  hominis  confufio. 
Madam,  the  Meaning  of  this  Latin  is, 
That  TOoman  is  to  Man  his  Sovereign  Blifs. 
For  when  by  Night  I  feel  your  tender  Side, 
Though  for  the  narrow  Perch  I  cannot  ride, 
Yet  I  have  fuch  a  Solace  in  my  Mind, 
That  all  my  boding  Cares  are  caft  behind ; 
And  ev'n  already  I  forget  my  Dream: 
He  faid,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the  Beam. 
For  Day-light  now  began  apace  to  fpring, 
The  Thrufli  to  whiffle,  and  the  Lark  to  fing. 
Then  crowing  clap'd  his  Wings,  th'  appointed  Call 
To  chuck  his  Wives  together  in  the  Hall. 
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By  this  the  Widow  had  unbarr'd  the  Door, 
And  Chanticleer  went  ftrutting  out  before, 
With  Royal  Courage,  and  with  Heart  fo  light, 
As  fliew'd  he  fcorn'd  the  Vifioos  of  the  Night. 
Now  roaming  in  the  Yard  he  fpurn'd  the  Ground, 
And  gave  to  Partlet  the  firfl  Grain  he  found. 
Then  often  feather'd  her  with  wanton  Play, 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  ere  prime  of  Day ; 
And  took  by  turns  and  gave  fo  much  Delight, 
Her  Sifters  pin'd  with  Envy  at  the  fight. 

He  chuck'd  again,  when  other  Corns  he  found, 
And  fcarcely  deign'd  jto  fet  a  Foot  to  Ground. 
But  fwagger'd  like  a  Lord  about  his  Hall,    , 
And  bis  fev'n  Wiyes  came  running  at  his  Call. 

5T\yas  po  w  the  Month  in  which  the  World  began, 
(If  March  beheld  the  firft  created  Man:) 
And  fince  the  vernal  Equinox,  the  Sun, 
In  Aries  twelve  Degrees,  or  more  had  run, 
When  calling  up  his  Eyes  againft  the  Light, 
Both  Month.andDay ,and  Hour  he  meafur'd  right ; 
And  told  more  truly,  than  th'  Ephemeris, 
For  Art  may  err,  but  Nature  cannot  mifs. 
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Thus  numbVingTimes,and  Seafons  in  his  Breaft, 
His  fecoud  .Crowing  the  third  Hour  confefs'tf. 
Then  .turning,  faid  .to  Partlet,  See,  my  Dear, 
How  lavifh  Nature  has  adornM  the  Year ; 
How  the  pale  Primrofe,  and  blue  Violet  fpring, 
And  Birds  eflay  their  Throats  diius'd  to  fmg: 
All  thefe  are  ours ;  and  I  with  Pleafure  fee 
Man  ftrutting  on  two  Legs,  and  aping  me! 
An.unfledg'd  Creature,  of  a  lumpilh  Frame, 
Indew'd  with  fewer  Particles  of  Flame: 
Our  JPa.me  fits  couring  o'er  a  Kitcheo-fire, 
I  draw  frejh  Air,  and  Nature's  Works  admire: 
And  ev'o  this  Day,  ia  more  delight  abound. 
Than  fince  I  was  an  Egg,  I  ever  found. 

The  time  fhall  come  when  Chanticleer  fliall  wifh 
His  Words  unfaid,  and  hate  his  boafled  Blijfs : 
The  crefted  Bird  fhall  by  Experience  know, 
Jove  made  not  him  his  Mafter-piece  below; 
And  learn  the  latter  end  of  Joy  is  Woe. 
The  Veflel  of  his  Blifs  to  Dregs  is  run, 
And  Heav'n  will  have  him  tafte  his  other  Tun, 

Ye  Wife  draw  near,  and  harken  to  my  Tale, 
Which  proves  that  oft  the  Proud  by  Ftew'ry  fell; 
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Ttie  Legend  is  as  true  I  undertake 
As  Triftram  is,  and  LaunceUt  of  the  Lake : 
Which  all  our  Ladies  in  fuch  reverence  hold, 
As  if  in  Book  of  Martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  Fox  full  fraught  with  feeming  San&ity, 
That  fear'd  an  Oath,  but,  like  the  Devil,  would  lie, 
Who  look'd  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  Leer, 
And  durft  not  fin  before  he  fay'd  his  Pray'r: 
This  pious  Cheat  that  never  fuck'd  the  Blood, 
Norchaw'dtheFlefhof  Lambs  butwhenhecou'd.i 

Had  pafs'd  threeSummersin  the  neighboring  Wood: 
And  mufing  long,  whom  next  to  circumvent, 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  Fancy  bent: 
And  in  his  high  Imagination  call, 
By  Stratagem  to  gratifie  his  Tafte. 

The  Plot  contrived,  before  the  break  of  Day, 
Saint  Reynard  thro'  the  Hedge  had  made  his  way ; 
The  Pale  was  next,  but  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  lept  the  Fence  of  the  forbidden  Ground: 
Yet  fearing  to  be  feen,  within  a  Bed 
Of  Coleworts  he  concealed  his  wily  Head ; 
There  fculk'd  till  Afternoon,  and  watch'd  his  time, 
1  (As  Murd'rers  ufe)  to  perpetrate  his  Crime, 
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O  Hypocrite,  ingenious  todeftroy, 
O  Traitor,  worfe  than  Sinon  was  to  Troy ; 
O  vile  Subverter  of  the  Gallic k  Reign, 
More  falfe  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemaign! 
O  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhappy  Hour 
Didft  thou  forfake  the  Safety  of  thy  BowY : 
Better  for  Thee  thou  hadft  believ'd  thy  Dream, 
And  not  that  Day  defcended  from  the  Beam! 

But  here  the  Doftors  eagerly  difpute : 
Some  hold  Predeftination  abfolute : 
Some  Clerks  maintain,  that  Heav'n  at  firft  forefees, 
And  in  the  Virtue  of  Forefight  decrees. 
If  this  be  fo,  then  Prefcience  binds  the  Will, 
And  Mortals  are  not  free  to  Good  or  111 : 
For  what  he  firft  forefaw,  he  muft  ordain, 

i 

Or  its  eternal  Prefcience  may  be  vain  : 
As  bad  for  us  as  Prefcience  had  not  bin : 
For  firft,  or  laft,  he's  Author  of  the  Sin. 
And  who  fays  that,  let  the  Blafpheming  Man 
Say  worfe  ev'n  of  the  Devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  Eternal  Pow'r  be  juft 
To  punifh  Man,  who  fins  becaufe  he  muft  ? 
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Or,  how  can  He  reward  a  virtuous  Deed, 
Which  is  not  done  by  us ;  but  firft  de,cre&4? 
I  cannot  boult  this  Matter  to  the  Bran, 

« 

As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Aufiin  can : 
If  Prefcience  can  determine  Aftions  fo 
That  we  muft  do,  becaufe  he  did  foreknow. 
Or  that  foreknowing,  yet  our  Choice  is  free^ 
Not  forc'd  to  Sin  by  drift  Neceflity : 
This  ftrift  Neceflity  they  fipiple  call, 
Another  fort  there  is  conditional. 
Thefirft  fo  hinds  the  Will,that  Things  foreknown 
By  Spontaneity,  not  Choice,  are  done.- 
Thus  Galley-Slaves  tug  willing;  at  their  Oar, 
Confent  to  work,  in  profpeft  of  the  Shore; 
But  wou'd  not  work  at  all,if  not  conftrain'd  Jaefote.! 
That  other  does  not  Liberty  conftrain, 
But  Man  may  either  aft,  or  may  refrain. 
Heav'n  made  us  Agents  free  to  Good  or  111, 
And  forc'd  it  not,  tho'  he  forefaw  the  Will. 
Freedom  was  firft  beftowM  ,on  humaji  Race, 
And  Prefcience  only  he^d  the  fecqnd  plaqe.  . 
If  he  could  majte  fuch  Agents  wholly  free, 
I  not  difpute ;  the  Point's  too  high  for  me ; 
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For  HeavVs  wififltiom'd  Pow'r  what  Man  can 
Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  Bound  ?  UPund> 
He  made  us  to  jhis  Image,  all  agree ; 
That  Jmage  is  t&e'Soul,  amjUbAt  mud  be, 
Or  not  the  Maker's  Image,  or  be  free. 

But  whether  it  w«re  better  Man  had  been 
By  Nature  hound  toXJoo.d,  not  free  to  -Sin,, 
1  wave,  for  fe#r  of  Splitting  on  a  Rock. 
The  Tate  I  teH  ds  only  of  a  Cock ; 
Who  had  not  rua  the  hazard  of  his  Life, 
Had  he  heliev'd  his  Dream,  and nothis  Wife: 
For  fifoxneo*  with  a  Mifchief  to  their  Kind, 
Pre  vert,  with  bad  Advice,  our  better  Miod. 
A  Woman's  Couafel  brought  us  firft  to  Woe, 
And  made  her  Man  his  Paradife  forego, 
WhereatHeart'seafeheliv'd;  andjnight  haveheen 
As  free  from  Sorrow  as  he  was  from  Sin. 
For  what  the  Devil  had  their  Sex  to  do, 
That,  bora  to  Folly,  they  prefum'd  to  know. 
And  could  not  fee  the  Serpent  in  the  Grafs? 
But  I  my  fejf  prefiwne,  and  let  it  pafs. 

Silen.ce  in  times  of  Stiff 'ring  is  the  beft, 
'Tis  dang'rous  to  difturb  a  Hornet's  Neft. 
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In  other  Authors  you  may  find  enough, 
But  all  they  fay  of  Dames  is  idle  Stuff. 
Legends  of  lying  Wits  together  bound, 

The  Wife  of  Bath  would  throw  'em  to  the  Ground  : 
Thefe  are  the  Words  of  Chanticleer,  not  mine, 
I  honour  Dames,  and  think  their  Sex  divine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  Tale  begun. 
Lay  Madam  Partlet  basking  in  the  Sun, 
Breaft-high  in  Sand :  Her  Sifters  in  a  row, 
EnjoyM  the  Beams  above,  the  Warmth  below. 
The  Cock  that  of  his  Fleih  was  ever  free, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  Mermaidin  the  Sea : 
And  fo  befel,  that  as  he  caft  his  Eye, 
Among  the  Colworts  on  a  Butterfly, 
He  faw  falfe  Reynard  where  he  lay  full  low, 
I  need  not  fwear  he  had  no  lift  to  Crow : 
But  cry'd  Cock,  Cock,  and  gave  a  fudden  ftart, 
As  fore  difmaid  and  frighted  at  his  Heart. 
For  Birds  and  Beads,  informed  by  Nature,  know 
Kinds  oppofite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  Foe. 
So,  Chanticleer,  who  never  faw  a  Fox, 
Yet  fhun'd  him  as  a  Sailor  fliuns  the  Rocks. 
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But  the  falfe  Loon,  who  cou'd  not  work  his  Will 
By  open  Fores,  employ'd  his  flatfring  Skill ; 
I  hope,  my  Lord,  faid  he,  I  not  offend ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  that  am  your  Friend? 
I  were. a  Beaft  indeed  to  do  you  wrong,  ' 

I,  who  have  lov'd  and  honoured  you  fo  long : 
Stay,  gentle  Sir,  nor  take  a  falfe  Alarm, 
For  on  my  Soul  J  never  meant  you  harm. 
I  come  no  Spy,  nor  as  a  Traitor  prefs,. 
To  learn  the  Secrets  of  your  foft  Recefs : 
Far  be  from  Reynard  fo.prophane  a  Thought, 
But  by  the  fweetnefs  of  your  Voice  was  brought : 
For,  as  I  bid  my  Beads,  by  chance  I  heard, 
The  Song  as  of  an  Angel  in  the  Yard : 
A  Song  that  wou'd  have  charm'd  th'  infernal  Gods, 
And  banifh'd  Horror  from  the  dark  Abodes: 
Had  Orpheus  fung  it  in  the  neather  Sphere,     1 
So  much  the  Hymn  had  pleas'd  the  Tyrant's  Ear,( 

The  Wife.had  been  detain'^,  to  keep  the  Huf-f 

v 

band  there.  .  J 

My  Lord,  your  Sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  Peer  deferving  fuch  a  Son,  as  you: 


i* 
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He,  with  your  Lady-Mother  (whom  Heav'nreft) 

Has  often  graced  myHoufe,  and  been  my  Guefh 

* 

To  view  his  living  Features  does  me  good, 
For  I  am  your  poor  Neighbour  in  the  Wood ; 
And  in  my  Cottagb  fliou'd  be  proud  to  fee 
The  worthy  Heir*  of  my  Friend's  Family. 
But  fiAce  I  fpeak  of  Singing,  let  me  fay, 
As  with*  an  upright  Heart  I  fafely  may, 
That,  fave  your  felf,  there  breaths  not  on  the 
One  like  your  Father  for  a  Silver  found.  ^rounc*> 
So  fleetly  wou'd  he  wake  thfe  Winter-day,     ~ 
That  Matrons  to  the  Church  miftook  their  way,C 
And  thought  they  heard  the  merry  Organ  play,  j 
And  he  to  raife  his  Voice  with  artful  Care, 
(What  will  not  Beaux  attempt  to  pleafethe  Fair  ?) 
On  Tiptoe  flood  to  firig  with  greater  Strength, 
And  ftretch'd  his  comely  Neck  at  all  the  length: 
And  while  he  pain'd  his  Voice  to  pierce  the  Skies, 
As  Saints  in  Raptures  ufe,  would  fhut  his  Eyes, 
That  the  Sound  ftriving  thro'  the  narrow  Throat, 
His  winking  migtit  avail,  to  mend*  the  Note. 
By  this,  in  Sotlg,  he  never  had  his  Peer, 
From  fweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer ; 


".-    »1.v.*r. 
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,ot  Mart?*  Mufe  who*  fang  the  mighty  Man, 
iiorP  in  Jar's  heiv'nlyLyi*  tjxorHorace  when  a  Swari. 
Your  Anceftors  prefceed'  from  Race  divine, 
Frorii  BrentoUs  and  Befonus  is  your;  Line : 
Who  gave  to  fov^reigft  Rome  fuch  loud  Alarms, 
That  ev'n  the Priefts#ere  not  exciisM  from  Arm& 

Befidfes,  *  famous  Mbiik  of  modern  times, 
Has  left  of  Cocks  recorded  in  hisf  Rhimps, 
That  of  a  Parifl^Prieff  the  Son  arid  Heir, 
(  When  Sbnfrof  Pneffewere  frbmthe Proverbdew ) 
Affronted' dhce  a  Cock  of  noble  Kind* 
A'rid'eitfibr  lam'd  his  Legs^  or  ftriick  him  Mind; 
For  which  the  Clerk  his  Father  Was-  dHgrac'd, ' 
And  in  his  Benefice  another  plac'd. 
Now  fing,  my  Lord,-  ifJ  not  for"  love  df  me, 

...  .  r 

Yet  for  the  fake  of  fweet  Saint  GHarity ;:  • 

Make  Hills,  and  Dales',  and  ETarth  and  Heav'n  re- 
Andenlulat^  your  Father^  Angel-Voice.    U0"^ 
TheGockiwas  pleased  t6  hear' him;  l>eak  fo  fatf, 
And"  ptokd  befide*  a*  folar  People  are : 
Nor  cou'd:  the  Trefaifchftom  the"  ^rtrtri  deferft 
So  was  he  ravilh'd  with  this  Flattery : 

t 
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So  much  the  more  as  from  a  little  Elf, 

m  i 

He  had  a  high.  Opinion  of  himfelf : 

Tho'  fickly,  (lender,  and  not4arge  of  Limb, 

Concluding  all.the  World  was  made  for  him., 

Ye  Princes  raisM  by  Pqets  to  the  Gods, 
And  Ak$*nde?d  up  in  lying  Odes, 
Believe  not  ev'ry  flatt'ripg  Knave's  Report, 
There's  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  Court; 
And  he  fhall  be  receivM  with  more  regard, , 
And  liften'd  to,  than  modeft  Truth  is  heard* 

This  Chanticleer,  of  whom  the  Story  lings, 
Stood  high  upon  his  Toes,  and  clap'd  his  Wings  j 
Then  ltretch'd  his  Neck,  and  wink'd  with  both 

his  Eyes ; 
Ambitious,  as  he  fought  thrOlympick  Prize. 
But  while  he  pain'd  himfelf  to  raife  his  Note, 
FzlfcReyttard  rufh'd,and  caught  him  by  theThroat. 
-Then  on  his  Back  he  laid  the  precious  Load, 
And  fought  fyis  wonted  Shelter  of  the  Wood;^ 
Swiftly  he  made  his  Way,  the  Mifchief  done, 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  purfu'd  by  none.  " 


■  > 

X     - 


Alas, 
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Alas,  what  flay  is  there  in  human  State, 
Or  who  can  fhun  inevitable  Fate  ? 
The  Doom  was  written,  the  Decree  was  pad, 
Ere  the  Foundations  of  the  World  were  caft! 
In  jfries  though  the  Sun  exalted  flood, 
His  Patron- Planet  to  procure  his  good ; 
Yet  Saturn  was  his  mortal  Foe,  and  he 
In  Libra  rais'd,  opposM  the  fame  Degree: 
The  Rays  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  Pow'r, 
Each  thwarting  other  made  a  mingled  Hour. 

On  Friday-mom  he  dreamt  this  direful  Dream, 
Crofs  to  the  worthy  Native,  in  his  Scheme ! 
Ah  blifsful  Venus,  Goddefs  of  Delight, 
How  cou'dit  thou  fuffer  thy  devoted  Knight, 
On  thy  own  Day  to  fall  by  Foe  opprefs'd, 
The  Wight  of  all  the  World  who  fervM  thee beft? 
Who  true  to  Love,  was  all  for  Recreation, 
And  minded  not  the  Work  of  Propagation. 
Gaufride,  who  cou'dft  fo  well  in  Rhime  complain, 
The  Death  of  Richard  with  an  Arrow  (lain, 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Mufe,  or  thou  my  Heart, 
To  fing  this  heavy  Dirge  with  equal  Art  \ 

■   ■  U 
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That  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain ; 
For  on  that  Day  was  Ceur  de  Lion  flain. 

Not  louder  Cries  when  Ilium  was  in  Flames, 
Were  fent  to  Heav'n  by  woful  Trojan  Dames, 
When  Pyrrbus  tofs'd  on  high  his  burnifli'd  Blade, 

And  offer'd  Triam  to  his  Father's  Shade, 
Than  for^fhe  Cock  the  widow'd  Poultry  made. 
Fair  Partlet  firft,  when  he  was  born  from  light, 
With  fovereign  Shrieks  bewaiPd   her  Captive 
Farlowder  than  the  Carthaginian  Wife,    £KmSht- 
When  Afdrubal  her  Husband  loft  his  Life, 
When  fhe  beheld  the  fmouldring  Flames  afcend, 
And  all  the  Tunick  Glories  at  an  end : 
Willing  into  the  Fires  flie  piung'd  her  Head, 
With  greater  Eafe  than  others  feek  their  Bed. 
Not  more  aghaft  the  Matrons  of  Renown, 
When  Tyrant  Nero  burn'd  th'  Imperial  Town, 
Shriek'd  for  the  downfall  in  a  doleful  Cry, 
For  which  their  guiltlefsLords  were  doom'd  to  die. 

Now  to  my  Story  I  return  again  : 
The  trembling  Widow,  and  her  Daughters  twain, 
This  woful  cackling  Cry  with  Horror  heard, 
Of  rhofe  diftrafted  Damfels  in  the  Yard ; 
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And  ftarting  up  beheld  the  heavy  Sight, 
How  Reynard  to  the  Foreft  took  his  Flight, 
And  crofs  his  Back,  as  in  triumphant  Scorn, 
The  Hope  and  Pillar  of  the  Houfe  was  born. 
The  Fox,  the  wicked  Fox,  was  all  the  Cry; 
Out  from  his  Houfe  ran  ev'ry  Neighbour  nigh : 
The  Vicar  firft,  and  after  him  the  Crew, 
With  Forks  and  Staves  the  Fellon  to  purfue. 
Ran  Coll  our  Dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  Band, 
And  Ma  Ik  in,  with  her  Diftaffin  her  Hand: 
Ran  Cow  and  Calf,  and  Family  of  Hogs, 
In  Panique  Horror  of  purfuing  Dogs, 
With  many  a  deadly  Grunt  and  doleful  Squeak, 
Poor  Swine,  as  if  their  pretty  Hearts  would  break; 
The  Shouts  of  Men,  the  Women  in  difmay, 
With  Shrieks  augment  the  Terror  of  the  Day. 
The  Ducks  that  heard  the  Proclamation  cry'd, 
And  fear'd  a  Perfecution  might  betide, 
Full  twenty  Mile  from  Town  their  Voyage  take, 
Obfcure  in  Ruflies  of  the  liquid  Lake. 
The  Geefe  fly  o'er  the  Barn ;  the  Bees  in  Arms, 
Drive  headlongfrom  their  WaxenCells  in  Swarms. 

U  % 
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Jack  Straw  at  London-Rone,  with  all  his  Rout, 
Struck  not  the  City  with  fo  loud  a  Shout ; 
Not  when  with  Englijh  Hate  they  did  purfue 
A  French  Man,  or  an  unbelieving  Jew: 
Not  when  the  Welkin  rung  with  one  and  all; 
And  Echoes  bounded  back  from  Tox's  Hall ;  r^ajj 
Earth  feem'd  to  fink  beneath,  and  Heav'n  above  to 
With  Might  and  Main  they  chas'd  the  murd'rous 

Fox, 
With  Brazen  Trumpets,  and  inflated  Box, 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  Sounds, 
Nor  wanted  Horns  t'infpire  fagacious  Hounds. 

But  fee  how  Fortune  can  confound  the  Wife, 
And  when  they  leaft  exped  it,  turn  the  Dice. 
The  Captive  Cock,  who  fcarce  cou'd  draw  his 
And  lay  within  the  very  Jaws  of  Death ;  l>>reatll> 
Yet  in  this  Agony  his  Fancy  wrought, 
And  Fear  fupply'dhim  with  this  happy  Thought: 
Yours  is  the  Prize,  vi&orious  Prince,  faid  he, 
The  Vicar  my  Defeat,  and  all  the  Village  fee. 
Enjoy  your  friendly  Fortune  while  you  may, 
And  bid  the  Churls,  that  envy  you  the  Prey, 
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Call  back  their  mungril  Curs,  and  ceafe  their  Cry, 
See  Fools,  the  Shelter  of  the  Wood  is  nigh, 
And  Chanticleer  in  your  defpight  (hall  die. 
He  fliall  be  pluck'd,  and  eaten  to  the  Bone. 

'Tis  well  advis'd,  in  Faith  it  (hall  be  done; 
This  Reynard {a.i&:  But  as  the  Word  he  fpoke, 
The  Pris'ner  with  a  Spring  from  Prifon  broke: 
Then  ftretch'd  his  feather'dFans  with  all  his  might; 
And  to  the  neighboring  Maple  wing'd  his  flight. 
Whom  when  the  Traitor  fafe  on  Tree  beheld, 
Hecurs'd  the  Gods,  with  Shame  and  Sorrow  fill'd ; 
Shame  for  his  Folly ;  Sorrow  out  of  time, 
For  Plotting  an  unprofitable  Crime  : 
Yet  maft'ring  both,  th'  Artificer  of  Lies 
Renews  th'Aflault,  and  his  lait  Batt'ry  tries. 

Though  I,faid  he,  did  ne'er  in  Thought  offend. 
How  juftly  may  my  Lord  fufpeft  his  Friend  ? 
Th' appearance  is  againft  me,  I  confefs, 
Who  feemingly  have  put  you  in  Diftrefs : 
You,  if  your  Godnefs  does  not  plead  myCaufe, 
May  think  I  broke  all  hofpitable  Laws, 
To  bear  you  from  your  Palace-yard  by  Migfyt, 
And  put  your  noble  Perfon  in  a  Fright : 
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This,  fince  you  take  it  ill,  I  muft  repent, 
Though,  Heav'n  can  witnefs,  with  no  bad  Intent ; 
I  pra&is'd  it,  to  make  you  tafte  your  Cheer 
With  double  Pleafure,  firft  prepared  by  fear. 
So  loyal  Subje&s  often  feize  their  Prince, 
Forc'd  (for  his  Good)  to  feeming  Violence, 
Yet  mean  his  facred  Perfon  not  the  leaft  Offence. 
Defcend ;  fo  help  me  Jove  as  you  lhall  find 
That  Reynard  comes  of  no  diffembling  Kind. 

Nay,  quoth  the  Cock ;  but  I  befhrew  us  both 
If  I  believe  a  Saint  upon  his  Oath : 
An  honeft  Man  may  take  a  Knave's  Advice, 
But  Idiots  only  will  be  cozen'd  twice  : 
Once  warn'd  is  well  bewar'd :  Not  flatt'ring  Lies 
Shall  footh  me  more  to  fing  with  winking  Eyes, 
And  open  Mouth,  for  fear  of  catching  Flies. 
Who  blindfold  walks  upon  a  River's  Brim 
When  he  Ihould  fee,  has  he  deferv'd  to  fwim  ? 
Better,  Sir  Cock,  let  all  Contention  ceafe, 
Come  down,  faid  Reynard,  let  us  treat  of  Peace, 
A  Peace  with  all  my  Soul,  faid  Chanticleer ; 
But,  with  your  Favour,  I  will  treat  it  here : 
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And  leaft  the  Truce  with  Treafon  fhould  be  mixt, 
'Tis  my  concern  to  have  the  Tree  betwixt. 

The  MORAL. 

In  this  plain  Fable  you  th'  EfFeft  may  fee 
Of  Negligence,  and  fond  Credulity: 
And  learn  befides  of  Flatt'rers  to  beware, 
Then  moil  pernicious  when  they  fpeak  too  fair. 
The  Cock  and  Fox,  the  Fool  and  Knave  imply ; 
The  Truth  is  moral,  though  the  Tale  a  Lie. 
Who  fpoke  in  Parables,  I  dare  not  fay; 
But  fure,  he  knew  it  was  a  pleafing  way, 
Sound  Senfe,  by  plain  Example,  to  convey. 
And  in  a  Heathen  Author  we  may  find, 
That  Pleafure  with  Inftru&ion  mould  be  join'd  '\ 
So  take  the  Corn,  and  leave  the  ChafT  behind. 


• 
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Theodore  and  Tionoria. 

FROM 

BO    C  C  A  C  E. 


F  all  the  Cities  in  Romanian  Lands, 
The  chief,  and  moft  renown'd  Ra- 
venna (lands : 
Adorn'd  in  ancient  Times  with  Arms  and  Arts, 
And  rich  Inhabitants,  with  generous  Hearts. 
But  Theodore  the  Brave,  above  the  reft, 
With  Cifts  of  Fortune  and  of  Nature  blefs'd, 
The  foremoft  Place  for  W  ealth  and  Honour  held, 
And  all  in  Feats  of  Chivalry  excell'd. 

This  noble  Youth  to  Madnefs  lovM  a  Dame, 
Of  high  Degree,  Honor ia  was  her  Name: 
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Fair  as  the  Faireft,  but  of  haughty  Mind, 
And  fiercer  than  became  fo  foft  a  Kind ; 
Proud  of  her  Birth ;  (for  Equal  ihe  had  none ;) 
The  reft  ftie  fcorn'd ;  but  hated  him  alone. 
His  Gifts,  his  conftant  Courtfhip,  nothing  gain'd ; 
For  Ihe,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  more  difdain'd: 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  Pomp  he  cou'd  devife, 
At  Tilts  and  Turnaments  obtained  the  Prize, 
But  found  no  Favour  in  his  Lady's  Eyes: 
Relentlefs  as  a  Rock,  the  lofty  Maid 
Turned  all  to  Poyfon  that  he  did,  or  faid: 
Nor  Pray'rs,    nor  Tears,    nor    offer'd   Vows") 
could  move ;  ( 

The  Work  went  backward;  and  the  more  he  ftrovef 
T' advance  his  Sute,  the  farther  from  her  Love.  J 

Weary'd  at  length,  and  wanting  Remedy, 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  refolv'd  to  die. 
But  Pride  flood  ready  to  prevent  the  Blow, 
For  who  would  die  to  gratifie  a  Foe? 
His  gen'rous  Mind  difdain'd  fo  mean  a  Fate; 
That  pafs'd,  his  next  Endeavour  was  to  Hate. 
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Bu  vainer  that  Relief  than  all  the  reft,  -> 

The  lefs  he  hop'd  with  more  Defire  poffefs'd ;  \ 
Love  flood  the  Siege,  and  would  not  yield  his 
Bread. 

Change  was  the  next,butChange  deceived  his  care; 
He  fought  a  Fairer,  but  found  none  fo  Fair. 
He  would  have  worn  her  out  by  flow  degrees, 

As  Men  by  failing  ftarve  th*  untam'd  Difeafe : 
But  prefent  Love  requir'd  a  prefent  Eafe. 
Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famiih'd  Eyes, 
Feeds  lingring  Death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
Yet  flill  he  chofe  the  longeft  way  to  Fate, 
Wafting  at  once  his  Life,  and  his  Eftate. 

His  Friends  beheld,  and  pity'd  him  in  vain, 
For  what  Advice  can  eafe  a  Lover's  Pain ! 
Abfence,  the  beft  Expedient  they  could  find 
Might  fave  the  Fortune,  if  not  cure  the  Mind : 
This  Means  they  long  propos'd,  but  little  gain'd, 
Yet  after  much  Purfuit,  at  length  obtained. 

Hard,  you  may  think  it  was,  to  give  Confent* 
But,  ftrugglipg  with  his  own  Defires,  he  went : 


Theodore  and  Honoria,  1 9  9 

With  large  Expence,  and  with  a  pompoijs  Train, 
Provided,  as  to  vifit  France  or  Spain* 
Or  for  fome  diftant  Voyage  o'er  the  Main. 
But  Love  had  clipp'd  his  Wings,  and  cut  him  Ihort, 
Confin'd  within  the  Purlieus  of  his  Court : 
Three  Miles  he  went,  nor  farther  could  retreat  $ 
His  Travels  ended  at  his  Country*  Seat: 
To  Chaffs  pleafing  Plains  he  took  his  way, 
There  pitched  his  Tents,  and  there  refolv'd  to  flay. 
The  Spring  was  in  the  Prime ;  the  neighboring 
Grove 
Supply'd  with  Birds,  the  Chorifters  of  Love : 
Mufick  unbought,  that  minifter'd  Delight 
To  Morning-walks,  and  lulPd  his  Cares  by  Night : 
There  hedifcharg'd  hisFriends;but  not  th'Expence 
Of  frequent  Treats,  and  proud  Magnificence. 
He  liv'd  as  Kings  retire,  tho'  more  at  large, 
From  publick  Bufinefs,  yet  with  equal  Charge ; 
With  Houfe,  and  Heart  ftill  open  to  receive ; 
As  well  content,  as  Love  would  give  him  leave : 
He  would  have  liv'd  more  free ;  but  manyaGuefi^ 
Who  could  forfake  the  Friend,  purfu'd  the  Feaft. 
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It  happ'd  cine  Morning,  as  his  Fancy  led, 
Before  his  ufual  Hour,  he  left  his  Bed; 
To  walk  within  a  lonely  Lawn,  that  flood 
On  ev'ry  fide,  furrounded  by  the  Wood : 
Alone  he  walk'd,  to  pleafe  his  penfive  Mind, 
And  fought  the  deepeft  Solitude  to  find  : 
'Twas  in  a  Grove  of  fpreading  Pines  he  flray  M  ; 
The  Winds  within  the  qui v'ring  Branches  plaid, 

And  Dancing-Trees  a  mournful  Mufick  made- 
The  Place  it  felf  was  fuiting  to  his  Care, 
Uncouth,  and  Savage,  as  the  cruel  Fair. 
He  wanderM  on,  unknowing  where  he  went, 
Loll  in  the  Wood,  and  all  on  Love  intent  : 
The  Day  already  half  his  Race  had  run, 
And  fummon'd  him  to  due  Repaft  at  Noon, 
But  Love  could  feel  no  Hunger  but  his  own. 
*  While  lifTning  to  the  murm'ring  Leaves  he  flood, 
More  than  a  Mile  immers'd  within  the  Wood, 
At  once  the  Wind  was  laid ;  the  whifp'ring  Sound 
Was  dumb;a  rifingEarthquake  rock'd  theGround: 
With  deeper  Brown  the  Grove  was  overfpread : 
A  fudden  Horror  feizM  his  giddy  Head, 

And  his  Ears  tinckled,  and  his  Colour  fled. 
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Nature  was  .in  alarm ;  fome  Danger  nigh 
Seem'd  threatened,  though  unfeen  to  mortal  Eye: 
Unus'd  to  fear,  he  fummon'd  all  his  Soul, 
And  flood  collected  in  himfelf,  and  whole ; 
Not  long:  For  foon  a  Whirlwind  rofe around, 
And  from  afar  he  heard  a  fcreaming  Sound, 
As  of  a  Dame  diftrefs'd,  who  cry'd  for  Aid, 
And  fiird  with  loud  Laments  the  fecret  Shade; 

A  Thicket  clofe  befide  the  Grove  there  flood, 
With  Briers  and  Brambles  choak'd,  and  dwar- 

filh  Wood :  [near, 

From  thence  the  Noife :  Which  now  approaching 

With  more  diftinguifli'd  Notes  invades  his  Ear: 

He  raised  his  Head,  and  faw  a  beauteous  Maid, 

With  HairdifhevelPd,  iffuing  through  the  Shade ; 

Stripp'd  of  herCloaths,and  e'en  thofeParts  reveal'd, 

Which  modeft  Nature  keeps  from  Sight  conceaPd. 

Her  Face,  her  Hands,  her  naked  Limbs  were  torn, 

With  pafling  thro'  the  Brakes,  and  prickly  Thorn: 

Two  MaftifFs  gaunt  and  grim  her  Flight  purftfd, 

And  oft  their  faften'd  Fangs  in  Blood  embru'd  : 

Oft  they  came  up  and  pinch'd  her  tender  Side, 

Mercy,  O  Mercy,  Heav'n,  fhe  ran,  and  c^'<Sa 
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When  Heav'n  was  namM  they  loos'd  their  Hold 

again, 
Then  fprung  flie  forth,  they  followed  her  amain. 

Not  far  behind,  a  Knight  of  fwarthy  Face, 
High  on  a  Cole-black  Steed  purfu'd  the  Chace ; 
With  flafhing  Flames  his  ardent  Eyes  were  filPd, 
And  in  his  Hands  a  naked  Sword  he  held : 
He  chear'd  the  Dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled, 
And  vow'd  Revenge  on  her  devoted  Head. 

As  Theodore  was  born  of  noble  Kind, 
The  brutal  Aftion  rowz'd  his  manly  Mind : 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  Ufage  of  the  Maid, 
He,  though  unarm'd,  refolv'd  to  give  her  Aid. 
A  Saplin  Pine  he  wrench'd  from  out  the  Ground, 
The  readieft  Weapon  that  his  Fury  found. 
Thus  furnifli'd  for  Offence,  he  crofs'd  the  way 
Betwixt  the  gracelefs  Villain,  and  his  Prey. 

The  Knight  came  thund'ring  on,  but  from  afar, 
Thus  in  imperious  Tone  forbad  the  War : 
Ceafe,  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  Relief, 
Nor  flop  the  Vengeance  of  fo  juft  a  Grief; 
But  give  me  leave  to  feize  my  deftin'd  Prey, 
And  let  eternal  Jufticc  take  die  way : 
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I  but  revenge  my  Fate ;  difdain'd,  betray'd, 
And  fufPring  Death  for  this  ungrateful  Maid. 

Hefay'd;  at  once  difmounting  from  the  Steed; 
For  now  the  Hell-hounds  with  fuperior  Speed 
Had  reach'd  the  Dame,  and  faft'ning  on  her  Side, 
The  Ground  with  ifHiing  Streams  of  Purple  dy?d. 
Stood  Theodore  furpriz'd  in  deadly  Fright, 
With  chatt'ringTeethandbriftlingHair  upright  $ 
Yet  arm'd  wifih  inborn  Worth,  Whatever,  faid  he, 
Thou  art,  whofcnow'ft  me'  better  £han  I  thee; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  Caufe,  or  be  defy 'd: 
The  Spedtre,  fiercely  flaring,  thus  reply'd. 

Know,  Theodore,  thy  Anceftry  I  claim, 
And  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  my  Name. 
One  common  Sire  our  Fathers  did  beget, 
My  Name  and  Story  fome  remember  yet:        j 
Thee,  then  a  Boy,  within  my  Arms  I  laid, 
When  for  my  Sins  I  lov'd  this  haughty  Maid  j 
Not  lefs  ador'd  in  Life,  nor  ferv'd  by  Me, 
Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  lov'd  by  Thee. 
What  did  I  not  her  ftubborn  Heart  to  gain? 

But  all  my  Vows  were  anfwer'd  with  Difdain ;: 
She  fcorn'd  my  Sorrowsi  and  defpis'd  my  Pain. 
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Long  time  I  dragg'd  my  Days  in  fruitlefs  Cafe; 
Then  loathing  Life,  and  plung'd  indeepDefpair, 
To  finifli  my  unhappy  Life,  I  fell 
On  this  fliarp  Sword,  and  nowamdamn'din  Hell. 
Short  was  her  Joy ;  for  foon  th'infulting  Maid 
By  HeavVs  Decree  in  the  cold  Grave  was  laid, 
And  as  in  unrepenting  Sin  fiie  dy'd,  TPride  • 

Doom'd  to  the  fame  bad  Place,  is  punifli'd  for  her 
Becaufe  ftie  deem'd  I  well  deferv'd  to  die, 
And  made  a  Merit  of  her  Cruelty. 
There, then,  we  met;both  try7d,and  both  were  caft, 
And  this  irrevocable  Sentence  pafs'd  ; 
That  flie  whom  I  fo  long  purfu'd  in  vain, 
Should  fuffer  from  my  Hands  a  lingring  Pain : 
Renewed  to  Life,  that  fhe  might  daily  die, 
I  daily  doom'd  to  follow,  ftie  to  fly ; 
No  more  a  Lover  but  a  mortal  Foe, 
I  feek  her  Life  (for  Love  is  none  below :) 
As  often  as  my  Dogs  with  better  fpeed 
Arreft  her  Flight,  is  flie  to  Death  decreed. 
Then  with  this  fatal  Sword,  on  which  I  dy'd* 
I  pierce  her  opened  Back  or  tender  Side, 

And 
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And  tear  that  harden'd  Heart  frOm  out  her  Bread, 
Which,  with  her  Entrails,   makes  my  hungry 

Hounds  a  Feaft. 
Nor  lies  fhe  long,  but  as  her  Fates  ordain, 
Springs  up  to  Life,  and  frefh  to  fecond  Pain, 
Is  fav'd  to  Day,  to  Morrow  to  be  (lain. 

This,  vers'd  in  Death,  th'  infernal  Knight  relates, 
And  then  for  Proof  fulfili'd  their  common  Fates ; 
Her  Heart  and  Bowels  through  her  Back  he  drew, 
And  fed  the  Hounds  that  help'd  him  to  purfue* 
Stem  look'd  the  Fiend,  as  fruftrate  of  his  Will, 
Not  half  fuffic'd,  and  greedy  yet  to  kill. 
And  now  the  Soul  expiring  through  the  Wound, 
Had  left  the  Body  breathlefs  on  the  Ground, 
When  thus  the  grifly  Spe&re  fpoke  again: 
Behold  the  Fruit  of  ill-rewarded  Pain : 
As  many  Months  as  I  fuftain'd  her  Hate, 
So  many  Years  is  flie  condemn'd  by  Fate 
To  daily*Death ;  and  ev'ry  feveral  Place, 
Confcious  of  her  Difdain,  and  my  Difgrace, 
Muffi  witriefs  her  juft  Punimment;  and  be 
A  Scene  of  Triumph  and  Revenge  to  me. 

X 


?qS 
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Hardly  the  Dime  was  drawn  to  this  Repaft ; 

Ba:  yet  re[olv'd,  becaufe  it  was  the  laft. 

Th  c  Day  was  come ;  the  Guefts  invited  came , 

And,  with  the  reft,  th' inexorable  Dame : 

4  Feaft  prepared  with  riotous  Expence, 

Much  Coil,  more  Care,  and  moft  Magnificence. 

The  Place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted  Grove> 

4 
\ 

Where  the  revenging  Ghoft  purfu'd  his  Love : 
The  Tables  in  a  proud  Pavilion  fpread, 
With  Floors  below,  and  Tiflue  over-head: 
The  reft  in  rank ;  Honoria  chief  in  plgcQ,. 
Was  artfully  contriv'd  to  fet  her  f'ace 
To  front,  the 'Thicket,,  and  behold  the  Chace. 
The  Feaft  w$s  ferv'd ;.  the  time  fo  well  forecaft, 

*      * 

That  juft  whejn  the  Deffert,  and  Fruits  were 

plac'd, 
The  Fiend's  Alarm  begin*  the  hollow  found    \ 
Sung  in  the  Leaves,  the  Foreft :  fljoolf?  ,aroun-d,  / 
Air  blacfcetf  d  ;  rowl?d.  the.  Thunder ;  gsoan'df 

the  Ground.        ':  ■         J 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  Laments  ariife, 
Of  one  diltrefs'd,  and  Maftiffs  miflgletf  Ciaes"; 


'■"»  r 


\ 
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And  firfl  the  Dame  came  mfhing  through  the 

Wood>  fFoo'd 

And  next  the  famiflt'd  Hounds  that  fought  their  I 

And  grip'd  her  Flanks,  and  oft  effay'd  their 

Jaws  in  Blood.  j 

Laft  came  the  Fellon  on  the  Sable  Steed,  rf0  ^     j . 

ArmM  with  his  naked  Sword,  and  urg'd  his  Dogs 

Sheran,andcry'd;  herFlightdire&ly  bent, 

(A  Guett  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  Tent,     rment  \ 

TheScene  of  Death,  andPlace  ordain'd  forPaniih-' 

Loud  was  the  Noife,  aghaft  was  every  Gueft, 

The  Women  fliriek'd,  the  Menforfook  the  Feaff ; 

The  Hounds  at  nearer  diftance  hoarfly  bay'd ;  1 

The  Hunter  closed  purfu'd  the  vifionary  Maid,    ( 

She  rent  theHeav'n  withlQudLaments,impIoringf 

Aid.  } 

The  Gallants,  to  proteft  the  Lady's  Right, 

Their  Fauchions  brandiih'd  at  the  grifly  Spright ; 

High  on  hisStirupSjheprovok'd  the  Fight. 

Then  on  the  Crowd  he  caft  a  furious  Look, 

And  wither'd  all  their  Strength  before  he  ftrook  : 

Back,  on  your  Lives;  let  be,faidhe,  my  Prey, 

And  let  my  Vengeance  take  the  deftin'd  wa^\ 
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,  Vaia  are  your  Arms,  and  vainer  your  Defence, 
Againft  th*  eternal  Doom  of  Providence : 

■ 

Mine  is  th' ungrateful  Maid  by  Heav'n  defign'd : 
Mer cy  Ihe  would  not  give,  nor  Mercy  fliall  me  find. 
At  this  the  former  Tale  again  he  told 
With  thund'riqgTone,  and dreadful to  behold : 
Sunk  were  their  Hearts  with  Horror  of  the  Crime, 
Nor  needed  to  be  warn'd  a  fecond  Time, 
But  bore  each  other  back ;  fome  knew  the  Face, 
And  all  had  heard  the.  much-lamented  Cafe, 
Ofhim  who  fell  for  Love,  and  this  the  fatal  Place. 

And  now  th' infernal  Minifter  advanced, 
Seiz'd  the  dueVi&im,  and  with  Fury  launched  ' 
Her  Back,  and  piercing  through  her  inmoft  Heart, 
Drew  backward,  as  before,  th' offending  Part. 
The  reeking  Entrails  next  he  tore  away, 
And  to  his  meagre  MaftifFs  made  a  Prey: 
The  pale  Affiftants  on  each  other  ftar'd, 
tVitiigaping  Mouths  for  ifluing  Words  prepared ; 
The  ftill-born  Sounds  upon  the  Palate  hung, 
And  dy'd  imperfeft  on  the  faltring  Tongue. 
The  Fright  was  general;  but  the  Female  Band 
(A  helplefs  Train)  in  more  Confufion  ftandj 
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With  Horror  flmddring,  on  a  heap  they  run, 
Sick  at  the  fight  of  hateful  Juftice  done ; 
For  Confcience  rung  th'  Alarm,  and  made  the) 
Cafe  their  own. 

So  fpread  upon  a  Lake  with  upward  Eye 
A  plump  of  Fowl,  behold  their  Foe  on  high, 
They  clofe  their  trembling  Troop ;  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  fowfing  Eagle  will  defcend. 

But  moft  the  proud  Honoria  fear'd  th'  Event, 
And  thought  to  her  alone  the  Vifion  fent. 
Her  Guilt  prefents  to  her  dtftradted  Mind 
Heav'n's  Juftice,  Theodore's  revengeful  Kind, 
And  the  fame  Fate  to  the  fame  Sin  affign'd  ; 
Already  fees  her  felf  the  Monfter's  Prey, 
And  feels  her  Heart  and  Entrails  torn  away. 
'Twas  a  mute  Scene  of  Sorrow,  mix'd  with  Fear, 
Still  on  the  Table  lay  th'unfinifti'd  Cheer; 
The  Knight  and  hungry  Maftifts  flood  around, 
The  mangled  Dame  lay  breathlefs  on  the  Ground  # 
When  on  a  fudden,  re-infpired  with  Breath, 
Again  flie  rofe,  again  to  fuffer  Death ; 
Nor  ftay'd  the  Hell-hounds,  nor  the  Hunter  flay 'dt 
But  foHow'd,  as  befpre,  the  flying  Maid ; 


■ 
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TO  Avenger  took  from  Earth  th'  avenging  Sword , 
And  mounting  light  as  Air,his  SableSteed  he  fpurr'd: 
The  Clouds  difpell'd,  the  Sky  refum'd  her  Light, 
And  Nature  flood  recover'd  of  her  Fright. 

But  Fear,  the  laft  of  Ills,  remained  behind, 
And  Horror  heavy  fate  on  ev'ry  Mind. 
Nor  Theodore  incourag'd  more  his  Feaft, 
But  fternly  look'd,  as  hatching  in  his  Breaft 
Some  deep  Defign,  which  when  Honoria  view'd, 
The  frefh  Impuife  her  former  Fright  renew'd: 
She  thought  herfelf  the  trembling  Dame  who  fled, 
And  him  the  grifly  Ghoft  that  fpurr'd  th' infernal 

Steed : 
The  more  difmay'd,for  when  theGuefts  withdrew^ 
Their  courteous  Hoft  faluting  all  the  Crew,      / 
Regardlefs  gafs'd  her  o'er ;  nor  grac'd  with  kindf 
Adieu.  ) 

That  Sting  infix'd  within  her  haughty  Miijd, 
The  downfal  of  her  Empire  fhe  divin'd  ; 
And  her  proud  Heart  withfecret  Sorrow  pi  n'd. 
Home  as  they  went,  the  fad  Difcourfe  reugw'd 
Of  the  relentlefs  Dame  to  Death  purfu'd, 
Apd  pf  the  Sight  obfcene  fo  lately  view'd. 
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/ 
None  durft  araign  the  righteous  Doom  fiie  bore, 

Ev?n  they  who  pity'd  moft  yet  blam'd  her  more : 

The  Parallel  they  needed  not  to  name, 

But  in  the  Dead  they  damn'd  the  living  Dame/ 

At  ev'ry  little  Noife  Ihe  taok'd  behind, 
For  ftiU  the  Knight  was  prefent  to  her  Mind: 
And  anxiows  oft  fhe  farted  on  the  way, 
And  thought  the  Harfeman-Ghoft  came  thundring 

for  his  Prey. 
Return'd,  fhe  took  her  Bed,  v  with  little  Reft, 
But  in  {hart  Slumbers  dreamt  the  Funeral 
Awak'd,  (he  turn'dher  Side,  and  flept  again; 
The  fame  black  Vapours  mounted  in  her  Brain,1 
And  the  fame  Dreams  return'd  with  d  oublePain. 

Now  forc'd  to  wake,  becaufe  afraid  to  fleep, 
Her  Blood  all  FeverM,  with  a  furious  Leap 
She  fpruog  from  Bed,  diftra&ed  in  her  Mind, 
And  feax'd,at  ev'ryStep,a  twitchingSpright  behind. 
Darkling  and  defp'rate  wkh  a  ftagg'ritig  paee* 
0£  Death  afraid*  and  confck>us  of  Difgrace  $ 
Fear,  Pride,  Reawfe*  at  once  her  Heart  aflail'd, 
Pride  put  Rempjfe,  to  #igbt>  but  Fear  prevaU'd, 
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Friday j  the  fatal  Day,  when  next  it  came, 

Her  Soul  forethought  the  Fiend  would  change  his 

Game, 
And  her  purfue,  or  Theodore  be  (lain,  rfjie  pjajn 
AndtwoGhofls  join  their  Packs  to  hunt  her  o'er 

This  dreadful  Image  fo  poflefs'd  her  Mind, 
That  defp'rate  any  Succour  elfe  to  find,. 
;  She  ceas*d  all  farther  hope ;  and  now  began 
To  make  refleftion  on  tV  unhappy  Man. 
Rich,  Brave,  and  Young,  who  paft  expreflion  lov'd, 
Proof  to  Difdain;  and  not  to  be  removed: 
Of  all  the  Men  refpefted  and  admir'd, 
Of  all  the  Dames,  except  her  felf,  defir'd. 
Why  not  of  her?  Preferred  aboVe  the  reft         "] 

By  him  with  Knightly  Deeds,  and  open  Love 

.       Profrfs'd?  ^      [drefs'd.j* 

So  had  another  been ;   where  he  his  Vows  ad-  j 

'  This  quell'd  her  Pride,  yet  other  Doubts  remained, 

That  once  difdaining  (he  might  be  difdain'd . 

1  he  Fear  was  juft,  but  greater  Fear  prevail'd, 

Fear  of  her  Life  by  Hellifli  Hounds  aflaiPd  : 

He  took  a  low'ring  leave ;  but  who  can  tell, 

What  outward  Hate,  might  inward  Love  conceal  ? 
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Her  Sexes  Arts  lhe  knew,  and  why  not  then, : 
lyiight  deep  Diflembling  have  a  Place  in  Men? 
Here  Hope  began  to  dawn ;  refolv'd  to  try, 
She  fix'd  on  this  her  utmofl:  Remedy; 
Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die. 
'Twas  time  enough  at  lad  on  Death  to  call, 

The  Precipice  in  fight :  A  Shrub  was  all, 
That  kindly  ftood  betwixt  to  break  the  fatal  Fall. 
One  Maid  fhe  had,  belov'd  above  the  reft, 
Secure  of  her,  the  Secret  lhe  confefs'd  : 
And  now  the  chearful  Light  her  Fears  difpell'd, 
She  with  no  winding  turns  the  Truth  conceal'd, 
But  put  the  Woman  off,  and  flood  reveaPd  : 
With  Faults  confefs'd  commiffion'd  her  to  go, 
If  Pity  yet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her  Foe: 
The  welcome  Meffage  made,  was  foon  received ; 
'Twas  what  he  wifh'd,  and  hop'd,  but  fcarce  be- 
lieved ; 
Fate  feemM  a  fair  Occafion  to  prefent, 
He  knew  the  Sex,  andfear'd  flie  might  repent, 
Should  he  delay  the  moment  of  Confent. 
There  yet  remained  to  gain  her  Friends  (a  Care 
TheMpdefty  of  Maidens  well  might  fpare;) 

/ 
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But  (he  with  fuch  i  Zeal  the  Caufe  embraced, 

(As  Women,  where  they  will,  are  all  in  hafte). 

That  Father,  Mother,  and  the  Kin  befide, 

Were  overborn  by  fury  of  the  Tide : 

With  full  Confent  of  all,  me  chang'd  her  State, 

Refiftlefs  in  her  Love,  as  in  her  Hate. 

By  her  Example  warn'd,  the  reft  beware ; 
More  Eafie,  lefs  Imperious,  were  the  Fair; 
And  that  one  Hunting  which  the  Devil  defign'd, 
For  one  fair  Female,  loft  him  half  the  Kind. 
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Conneftioa  of  this  Fable  with  the  former. 

Ceyx,  the  Sou  if  Lucifer  (the  Minting  Star}  and 
King  of  Tracbin  in  Theflaly,  .-was  untried tt 
Alcyone  Daughter  to  iEolus  God  of  the  Winds. 
Both  the  Husband  and  the  Wife  lov'd  each  o- 
ther  with  an  entire  yifeffion.  Dsdalion,  the 
Elder  Brother  of  Ceyx  (whom  he  fucceeded) 
having  teen  turn'd  into  a  Falcon  hj  Apoito; 
and  Chione,  DCdalionV  'Daughter^  pin  hj  > 
Diana,  Ceyx  Jreparee  a  Ship  to  Jail  «CJ*. 
ras  there  to  confute  the  Oracle  of  Apollo,  and 
(as  Ovid  feems  to  intimate)  to  enaiiire  how  the 
Alger  of  the  Gods  might  he  otto/to".  ' 
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HESE  Prodigies  affecT:  the  pious 

Prince, 
But  more  perplex'd  with  thofe  that 
^^*        happened  fince, 
He  purpofes  to  feek  the  Clarian  God,  -» 

Avoiding  <Dei^b&si  his  more  fam'd  Abode  j     S. 
SinceThlegyan  Robbers  made unfafethe Road.  J 
Yet  could  he  not  from  her  he  lov'd  fo  well 
The  fatal  Voyage,  he  refolv'd,  conceal; 
But  when  fee  fa w  her  Lord  prepar'd  to  part, 
A  deadly  Cold  ran  flriv'ring  to  her  Heart : 
Her  faded  Cheeks  are  chang'd  to  Boxen  Hue, 
And  in  her  Eyes  the  Tears  are  ever  new : 
She  thrice  eiFay'd  to  (peak ;  her  Accents  hung 
And  faltring  dy'd  unnniuYd  on  her  Tongue, 
Or  vaninVd  into  Sighs:  With  long  Delay 
Her  Voice  return'd ;  and  found  the  wonted  way. 
Tell  mejmyLord, me  faid,what  Fault  unknown^ 
Thy  once  belov'd  Alcyone  has  done  ?    '  % 

Whither,  ah  whither  is  thy  Kindnefs  gone !        j 
Can  Ceyx  then  fuftain  to  leave  his  Wife, 
And  unconcernM  forfake  the  Sweets  of  Life? 
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What  can  thy  Mind  to  this  long  Journey  move, 
Or  need'ft  thou  Abfence  to  renew  thy  Love  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  go'ft  by  Land,  tho'  Grief  poffefs 
My  Soul  ev'n  then,  my  Fears  will  be  the  lefs. 
But  ah!  be  warn'd  to  fhun  the  Watry  Way, 
The  Face  is  frightful  of  the  ftormy  Sea. 
For  late  1  faw  a-drift  disjointed  Planks, 
And  empty  Tombs  erefted  on  the  Banks* 
Nor  let  falfe  Hopes  to  Truft  betray  thy  Mind, 
Becaufe  my  Sire  in  Caves  conftrains  the  Wind, 
Can  with  a  Breath  their  clamorous  Rage  appeafe, 
They  fear  his  Whiflle,  and  forfake  the  Seas  % 
Not  fo,  for  once  indulged,  they  fweep  the  Main ; 
Deaf  to  the  Call,  or  hearing  hear  in  vain ; 
But  bent  on  Mifchief  bear  the  Waves  before, 
And  not  content  with  Seas  infult  the  Shore, 
When  Ocean,  Air,  and  Earth,  at  once  ingage, 
And  rooted  Forelts  fly  before  their  Rage : 
At  once  the  clafhing  Clouds  to  Battel  move, 
And  Lightnings  run  acrofs  the  Fields  above : 
I  know  them  well,  and  mark'd  their  rude  Comport, 
While  yet  a  Child,  within  my  Father's  Court: 
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In  times  of  Tempeft  they  command  alone* 
And  he  but  fits  precarious  on  the  Throne: 
The  more  I  know,  the  more  my  Fears  augment, 
And  Fears  are  oft  prophetick  of  th'  Event. 
But  if  not  Fears,  or  Reafons  will  prevail, 
If  Fate  has  fix'd  thee  obftinate  to  fail, 
Go  not  without  thy  Wife,  but  let  me  bear       ^ 

My  part  of  Danger  with  an  equal  fhare,  C 

And  prefent,  what  I  fuffer  only  fear :  jfr 

Then  o'er  the  bounding  Billows  ffiall  we  fly, 
Secure  to  live  together,  or  to  die. 

Thefe  Reafofts  mov'd  her  ftarlike  Husband's 
But  ftill  he  held  his  Furpofe  to  depart :    [He*rt* 
For  as  he  lov'd  her  equal  to  his  Life, 
He  wou'd  not  to  the  Seas  expofe  his  Wife ; 
Nor  Gou'd  be  wrought  his  Voyage  to  refrain, 
But  fought  by  Arguments  to  footh  her  Pain : 
Nor  thefe  avaiPd ;  at  length  he  lights  on  one, 
With  which  fo  difficult  a  Caufe  he  won : 
My  Love,  fo  fliort  an  Abfencte  ceafe  to1  fear4, 
For  by  my  Father's  holy  Flattie,  I  fwrear, 

4 
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Before  two  Moons  their  Orb  with  Light  adorn, 
If  Heav'n  allow  me  Life,  I  will  return. 

This  Promife  of  fo  fhort  a  Stay  prevails  $ 
He  foon  equips  the  Ship,  fupplies  the  Sails, 
And  gives  the  Word  to  launch;  flie  trembling  views 

1 

This  pomp  of  Death,  and  parting  Tears  renews: 
Laft  with  a  Kifs,  Ihe  took  a  long  Farewel, 
Sigh'd,  with  a  fad  Frefage,  and  fwooning  fell : 
While  Ceyx  feeks  Delays,  the  lufty  Crew, 
Rais'd  on  their  Banks,  their  Oars  in  order  drew] 
To  their  broad  Breads,  the  Ship  with  fury  flew. 
The  Queen  recovered  rears  her  humid  Eyes, 
And  firft  her  Husband  on  the  Poop  efpies 
Shaking  his  Hand  at  diftance  on  the  Main  $ 
She  took  the  Sign ;  and  ihook  her  Hand  again. 
Still  as  the  Ground  recedes,  contracts  her  View 
With  fharpen'd  Sight,  till  Ihe  no  longer  knew 
The  much-lbv'd  Face ;  that  Comfort  loft  fupplies 
With  lefs,  and  with  the  Galley  feeds  her  Eyes ; 
The  Galley  born  from  view  by  rifing  Gales, 
She  folio w'd  with  her  Sight  the  flying  Sails: 
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Wheik  ev'n  the  flying  Sails  were  feeri  no  more, 
Forfaken  of  all  Sight*  flie  left  the  Shoar. 

Then  on  her  Bridal-Bed  her  Body  throws, 
And  fought  in  Sleep  her  weary'd  Eyes  to  clofe : 
Her  Husband's  Pillow,  and  the  WidowM  part 
Which  once  he  prefs'd,  renew'd  the  former  Smart. 

And  now  a  Breeze  from  Shoar  began  to  blow, 
The  Sailors  Ihip  their  Oars,  and  ceafe  to  row ; 
Then  hoift  their  Yards  a^trip,  and  all  their  Sails 
Let  fall,  to  court  the  Wind,  and  catch  the  Gales: 
By  this  the  Veffel  half  her  Courfe  had  run, 
And  as  much  refled  till  the  rifing  Sun  ; 
Both  Shoars  were  loft  to  Sight,  when  at  the  clofe 
Of  Day,  a  ftiffer  Gale  at  Eaft  arofe : 
The  Sea  grew  White,  the  rowling  Waves  from  far, 
Like  Heralds,  firft  denounce  t1«  Wat'ry  War. 

This  feen,  the  Matter  foon  began  to  cry, 
Strike,  ftrike  the  Top-fail;  let  the  Main-flieet  fly, 
And  furl  your  Sails:  The  Winds  rdpel  the  found, 
And  in  the  Speaker's  Mouth  theSpeech  isdrown'd. 
Yet  of  their  own  accord,  as  Danger  taught 
Each  in  his  way,  officioufly  they  wrought ; 


Ceyx  and  Alcyone,  j  13 

Some  flow  their  Qars,  or  flop  the  leaky  Sides, 
Another  bolder  yet  the  Yard  beftrides, 
And  folds  the  Sails ;  a  fourth  with  Labour,  lavea 
Th'  intruding  Seas,  and  Waves  ejects  on  Waves* 

In  this  Confufion  while  their  Work  they  ply* 
The  Winds  augment  the  Winter  of  the  Sky, 
And  wage  inteftine  Wars ;  the  fufPring  Seas 
Are  tofs'd,  and  mingled  as  their  Tyrants  pleafe. 
The  Matter  wou'd  command,  but  in  defpair 
Of  Safety,  ftands  amaz'd  with  ftupid  Care, 
Nor  what  to  bid,  or  what  forbid  he  knows, 
Th*  ungovern'd  Tempeft  to  fuch  Fury  grows : 
Vain  is  his  Force,  and  vainer  is  his  Skill ; 
With  fuch  a  Concburfe  comes  the  Flood  of  III : 
The  Cries  of  Men  are  mix'd  with  rattling  Shrowds? 
Seas  dafli  on  Seas,  and  Clouds  encounter  Clouds : 
At  once  from  Eaft  to  Weft,  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
The  forky  Lightnings  flaft,  the  roaring  Thunders 
rou).  * 

Now  Waveson  Waves  afhrndingfcale  the  Skies, 
And  in  the  Fires  above,  the  Water  finest?* 


r  «--'■•'' 
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'  When  Yellow  Sands  are  fifted  from  below, 
The  glittering  Billows  give  a  golden  Show : 
And  when  the  fouler  Bottom  fpews  the  Black, 
The  Stygian  Dye  the  tainted  Waters  take: 
Then  frothy  White  appear  the  flatted  Seas, 
And  change  their  Colour,  changing  their  Difeafe.   . 
Like  various  Fits  the  Trachin  Veflel  finds, 
And  now  fublime,  fhe  rides  upon  the  Winds ; 
As  from  a  lofty  Summet  looks  from  high, 
And  from  the  Clouds  beholds  the  neather  Sky; 
Now  from  the  depth  of  Hell  they  lift  their  Sight, 
And  at  a  diftance  fee  fuperior  Light : 
The  lafhing  Billows  make  a  loud  report, 
And  beat  her  Sides,  as  battering  Rams,  a  Fort : 
Or  as  a  Lyon,  bounding  in  his  way 
With  Force  augmented  bears  againft  his  Prey; 
Sidelong  to  feize ;  or  unapaPd  with  Fear 
Springs  on  the  Toils,  and  ruflies  on  the  Spear: 
So  Seas  impelPd  by  Winds  with  added  Pow'r 
Aflanlt  the  Sides,  and  o'er  the  Hatches  towY 

The  Planks  (their  pitchy  CovVing  wafh'd  away) 
Now  yield ;  and  now  a  yawning  Breach  difplay : 
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The  roaring  Waters  with  a  hoftile  Tide 
Rufti  through  the  Ruins  of  her  gaping  Side. 
Mean  time  in  Sheets  of  Rain  the  Sky  defcends, 
And  Ocean  fwelPd  with  Waters  upwards  tends, 
One  riling,  falling  one,  the  Heav'ns,  and  Sea 
Meet  at  their  Confines,  in  the  middle  Way : 
The  Sails  are  drunk  with  Show'rs,  and  drop  with 
Sweet  Waters  mingle  with  the  briny  Main.  C^410* 
No  Star  appears  to  lend  his  friendly  Light: 
Darknefs  and  Tempeft  make  a  double  Night. 
But  flafliing  Fires  difclofe  the  Deep  by  turns, 
And  while  the  Light'nings  blaze,  the  Water  burns. 
Now  all  the  Waves  their  fcatter'd  Force  unite, 
And  as  a  Soldier,  foremoft  in  the  Fight 
Makes  way  for  others,  and  an  Hoft  alone 
Still  preffes  oh,  and  urging  gains  the  Town; 
So  while  th'  invading  Billows  come  a-breft, 
The  Hero  tenth  advanc'd  before  the  reft, 
Sweeps  all  before  him  with  impetuous  Sway, 
And  from  the  Walls  defcends  upon  the  Prey ; 
Part  following  enter,  part  remain  without, 
With  Envy  hear  their  Fellows  conqu'ring  Shou 
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And  mount  on  other!  Backs,  in  hope  to  fhare 
The  City,  thus  become  the  Seat  of  War. 

Ahuniverfal  Cry  refounds  aloud,' 
The  Sailors  run  in  heaps,  a  helplefs  Crowd  i 
Art  fails,  and  Courage  falls*  •no  Succour  near ; 
As  many  Waves,  as  many  Deaths  appear. 
One  weeps,  and  yet  defpairs  of  late  Relief; 
One  cannot  weep,  his  Fears  congeal  his  Grief, 
But  ftupid,  with  dry  Eyes  expetts  his  Fate; 
One  with  loud  Shrieks  laments  his  loft  Eftate, 
And  calls  thofe  happy  whom  their  Fun'rafc  wait., 
This  Wretch  with  Pray'rs  and  Vows  the  Godsim*, 
And  ev'n  the  Skies  he  cannot  fee,  adores;  [Plores» 
That  other  on  his  Friends  his  Thoughts  beftows, 
His  careful  Father,  and  his  faithful  Spoufe. 
The  covetous  Worldling  in  his  anxious  Mind 
Thinks  only  on  the  Wealth  he  left  behind. 

All  Ceyx  his  Alcyone  employs, 
For  her  he  grieves,  yet  in  her  Abfence  joys: 
His  Wife  he  wiflies,  and  wou'd  Kill  be  near, 
Not  her  with  him,  but  wiflies  him  with  Tier; 
;  $pw  with  laft.  Looks  he  feeks  his  Native  Shoarr 
Whicli  fate  has  SeftinVf  turn  Jp  fee  aq  more? 
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He  fought,  but  in  the  dark  {empeftuous  Night  ' 
He  knew  not  whither  to  direft  his  Sight.  : 

So  whirl  the  Seas,  fuch  Darknefs  blinds  the  Sky,' 
That  the  black  Night  receives  a  deeper  Dye. 

The  giddy  Ship  ran  round  1  the  Tempeft  tore 
Her  Maft,  and  over-board  the  Rudder  bore. 
One  Billow  mounts ;  and  with  a  fcornful  Brow,  . 
Proud  of  her  Conqueft  gain'd,  infults  the  Waves 
Nor  lighter  falls,  than  if  fome  Giant  tore  P>elow* 
Tyndus  and  At  bos,  with  the  Freight  they  bore, 
And  tofs'donSeas  ;prdVd  with  the  pondrousBlow 
Down  finks  the  Ship  within  th' Abyfs  below : 
Down  with  the  Veffel  fink  into  the  Main 
The  many,  never  more  to  rife  again. 
Some  few  on  fcatter'd  Planks  with  fruitlefs  Care 
Lay  bold,andfwim,  but  while  they  fwim,defpauv 

Ev'n  he  who  late  a  Scepter  did  command 
Now  grafps  a  floating  Fragment  in  his  Hand, 
And  while  he  ftruggles  on  the  ftormy  Mais, 
Invokes  his  Father,  and  his  Wife's,  in  vaia 
But  yet  his  Confort  is  his  greateft  Care ; 
Alcyone  he  names  amidft  his  Pray'r, 
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Names  as  a  Charm  againftthe  Waves,  and  Wind  $ 
Moil  in  his  Mouth,  and  ever  in  his  Mind : 
Ttr'd  with  his  Toil,  all  hopes  of  Safety  paft, 
From  Prayers  to  Wifhes  he  defcends  at  lafi : 
That  his  dead  Body  wafted  to  the  Sands, 
Might  have  its  Burial  from  her  Friendly  Hands. 
As  oft  as  he  can  catch  a  gulp  of  Air, 
And  peep  above  the  Seas,  he  names  the  Fair, 
.*:. . 1    v'n  when  plung'd  beneath,  on  her  he  raves, 
'  :uiiii  ring  Alcyone  below  the  Waves: 

t 

t\i  laft  a  falling  Billow  flops  his  Breath, 
Breaks  o'er  his  Head, and  whelms  him  underneath. 
Bright  Lucifer  unlike  himfelf  appears 
TliatNight,his  heav'nly  Form  obfeur'd  withTears, 
And  fince  he  was  forbid  to  leave  the  Skies, 
He  muffled  with  a  Cloud  his  mournful  Eyes. 

Mean  time  Alcyone  (his  Fate  unknown) 
Computes  how  many  Nights  he  had  been  gone, 
Obferyes  the  waning  Moon  with  hourly  view, 
Numbers  her  Age,  and  wiflies  for  a  new ; 
Againft  the  promised  Time  provides  with  Care, 
And  haflens  in  the  Woof  the  Robes  he  was  to  we^r : 


k\. . 
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And  for  her  Self  employs  another  Loom,         1 
New-drefc'd  to  meet  her  Lord  returning  home,  ( 
Flatt'ring  her  Heart  withjoysthat  never  were  tof 
come:  J 

She  fum'd  the  Temples  with  an  od'rous  Flame,- 
And  oft  before  the  facred  Altars  came, 
To  pray  for  him,  who  was  an  empty  Name. 
All  Pow'rs  implor'd,  but  far  above  the  reft 

•  ■  ■ 

To  Juno  fhe  her  pious  Vows  addrefs'd. 
Her  much-lov'd  Lord  from  Perils  to  protect 
And  fafe  o'er  Seas  his  Voyage  to  direct : 
Then  pray'd  that  me  might  ftill  poflefs  his  Heart, 
And  no  pretending  Rival  fliare  a  Part ; 
This  laft  Petition  heard  of  all  her  Prayer, 
The  reft  difpers'd  by  Winds  were  loft  in  Air. 
But  me,  the  Goddefs  of  the  Nuptial-Bed, 
Tir'd  with  her  vain  Devotions  for  the  Dead, 
Refolv'd  the  tainted  Hand  fhould  be  repell'd, 
Which  Incenfe  offer'd,  and  her  Altar  held : 
Then  Iris  thus  befpoke;  Thou  faithful  Maid, 
By  whom  thyQueen' sCommands  are  well  convey'd, 
Hafte  to  the  Houfe  of  Sleep,  and  bid  the  God 
>Vho  rules  the  Night  by  Vifions  with  a  Nod* 
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Prepare  a  Dream,  in  Figure  and  in  Form 
Refembling  him  who  perifh'd  in  the  Storm ; 
This  Form  before  Alcyone  prefent, 
To  make  her  certain  of  the  fad  Event. 

Indu'd  with  Robes  of  various  Hue  ihe  flies, 
And  flying  draws  an  Arch,  (a  Segment  of  theSkies:) 
Then  leaves  her  bending  Bow,  and  from  the  fleep 
Defcends  to  fearch  the  filent  Houfe  of  Sleep. 

Near  the  Cymmerians,  in  his  dark  Abode 
Deep  in  a  Cavern,  dwells  the  drowzy  God ; 
Whofe  gloomy  Manfion  nor  the  riling  Sun 
Nor  fetting,  vifits,  nor  the  lightfome  Noon : 
But  lazy  Vapours  round  the  Region  fly, 
Perpetual  Twilight,  and  a  doubtful  Sky ; 
No  crowing  Cock  does  there  his  Wings  difplay, 
Nor  with  his  horny  Bill  provoke  the  Day: 
Nor  watchful  Dogs,  nor  the  more  wakeful  Geefe, 
Difturb  with  nightly  Noife  the  facred  Peace : 
Nor  Beaft  of  Nature,  nor  the  Tame  are  nigh, 
Nor  Trees  with  Tempefts  rock'd,  nor  human  Cry, 
But  fafe  Repofe  without  an  air  of  Breath 
Dwells  here,  and  a  dumb  Quiet  next  to  Death. 
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An  Arm  of  Lethe -,  with  a  gentle  flow 
Arifing  upwards  from  the  Rock  below, 
The  Palace  moats,  and  o'er  the  Pebbles  creeps, 
And  with  foft  Murmurs  calls  the  coming  Sleeps : 
Around  its  Entry  nodding  Poppies  grow, 
And  all  cool  Simples  that  fweet  Reft  beftow ; 
Night  from  the*  Plants  their  fleepy  Virtue  drains, 
And  palling  fheds  it  on  the  filent  Plains  : 
No  Door  there  was  th'  unguarded  Houfe  to  keep, 
On  creaking  Hinges  turn'd,  to  break  his  Sleep. 

But  in  the  gloomy  Court  was  rais'd  a  Bed 
SturPd  with  black  Plumes,  and  on  an  Ebon-fted: 
Black  was  the  Cov'ring  too,  where  lay  the  God 
And  flept  fupine,  his  Limbs  difplay'd  abroad  : 
About  his  Head  fantailick  Vifions  fly, 
Which  various  Images  of  Things  fupply,  rmore 
And  mock  their  Forms  j  the  Leaves  on  Trees  not 
Nor  bearded  Ears  in  Fields,  nor  Sands  upon  the 
Shore. 

The  Virgin  entring  bright  indulg'd  the  Day 
To  the  brown  Cave,  and  brufli'd-the  Dreams  away : 
The  God  difturb'd  with  this  new  glare  of  Light, 
Cait  fudden  on  his  Face,  unfeaPd  his  Sight, 
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And  rais'd  his  tardy  Head,  which  funk  again, 
And  finking  on  his  Bofom  knock'd  his  Chin ; 
At  length  fliook  ofFhimfelf;-  andask'd  the  Dame, 
(And  asking  yawn'd)  for  what  Intent  flie  came  ? 

To  whom  the  Goddefs  thus :  O  facred  Reft, 
Sweet  pleafing  Sleep,  of  all  the  Pow'rs  the  beft! 
O  Peace  of  Mind,  Repairer  of  Decay,       .— 
Whofe  Balms  renew  the  Limbs  to  Labours  of  the] 
Care  fhuns  thy foft Approach,  and  fullen flies  away! 
Adorn  a  Dream,  expreffing  human  Form, 
The  Shape  of  him  who  fufler'd  in  the  Storm, 
And  fend  it  flitting  to  the  Trachin  Court, 
The  Wreck  of  wretched  Ceyx  to  report : 
Before  his  Queen  bid  the  pale  Speftre  {land, 
Who  begs  a  vain  Relief  at  Juno\  Hand. 
She  faid,  and  fcarce  awake  her  Eyes  cou'd  keep, 
Unable  to  fupport  the  Fumes  of  Sleep : 
But  fled  returning  by  the  way  me  wenti 
And  fwerv'd  along  her  Bow  with  fwift  Afcent. 

The  God,  uneafie  till  he  ilept  again, 
Refolv'd  at  once  to  rid  himfelf  of  Pain ; 
And  tho'  againft  his  Cuftom,  call'd  aloud, 
Exciting  Morpheus  from  the  fleepy  Crowd : 
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Morpheus  of  all  his  numerous  Train  exprefs'd 
The  Shape  of  Man,  and  imitated  beft;  . 
The  Walk,  the  Words,  the  Gefture  cou'd  fupply, 
Hie  Habit  mimick,  and  the  Mien  belyj 
Plays  well,  but  all  his  Aftion  is  confin'd ; 
Extending  not  beyond  our  human  Kind. 
Another  Birds,  and  Beafts,  and  Dragons  apes, 
And  dreadful  Images,  and  Monfter  fliapes : 
This  Demon,  Icelos,  in  Heav'ns  high  Hall 
The  Gods  have  nam'd ;  but  Men  Thobetor.  call: 
A  third  is  Tbantafus*  whofe  Aftipns  roul 
On  meaner  Thoughts,  and  Things  devoid  of  Souls 
£arth,Fruits  and  Flow'rs,  he  reprefents  in  Dreams, 
And  folid  Rocks  unmov'd,  and  running  Streams : 
Thefe  three  to  Kings  and  Chiefs  their  Scenes  dif- 
The  reft  before  th' ignoble  Commons  play:  LP1*?* 
Of  thefe  the  chofen  Morpheus  is  difpatch'd, 
Which  done,  the  lazy  Monarch  overwatch'd 
Down  from  his  propping  Elbow  drops  his  Head, 
DuTolv'd  in  Sleep,  andfhrinks  within  his  Bed. 

'Darkling  the  Demon  glides  for  Flight  prepared, 
So  foft  that  fcarce  his  fanning  Wings  are  heard. 
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To  Trachin,  fwift  as  Thought,  the  flitting  Sha*fe| 
Through  Air  his  momentary  Journey  made : 
Then  lays  afide  the  fteerage  of  his  Wings, 
Iforfakes  his  proper  Form,  aftumes  the  King's; 
And  pale  as  Death,  defpoil'd  of  his  Array, 
Into  the  Queen's  Apartment  takes  his  way, 
And  (lands  before  the  Bed  at  dawn  of  Day : 
Unmov'd  his  Eyes,  and  wet  his  Beard  appears ; 

And  (hedding  vain,  but  feeming  real  Tears ; 
The  briny  Water  dropping  from  his  Hairs ; 
Then  (taring  on  her  with  a  ghaftl y  Look 
And  hollow  Voice,  he  thus  the  Queen  befpoke. 

Know'ft  thou  not  me  ?  Not  yet,  unhappy  Wife? 
Or  are  my  Features  perifh'd  with  my  Life  ? 
Look  once  again,  and  for  thy  Husband  loft, 
Lo  all  that's  left  of  him,  thy  Husband's  Ghoft ! 
Thy  Vows  for  my  Return  were  all  in  vain ; 
The  ftormy  South  overtook  us  in  the  Main ; 
And  never  (halt  thou  fee  thy  living  Lord  again. 
Bear  witnefs  Heav'n  I  call'd  on  Thee  in  Death, 
And  while  I  cali'd,  a  Billow  ftopp'd  my  Breath : 
Think  not  that  flying  Fame  reports  my  Fate ; 
Iprefent,  I  appear,  and  my  own  Wreck  relate. 
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1  Rife  wretched  Widow,  rife,  nor  undeplor'd 
Permit  my  Gfaott  to  pafs  the  StygUn  Ford: 
But  rife,  prepar'd  in  Black,  to  mourn  thy  .  pe-( 
riih'd  Lord. 
Thus  faid  the  Player-God;  and  adding  Art 
Of  Voice  and  Gefture,  fo  perform'd  his  Part,    .' 
She  thought  (fo  like  her  Love  theShade  appears) 
TnatQjw  fpake  the  Words^andO>vftied  theTearsj 
She  groan'd,  her  inward  Soul  with  Grief  oppreft, 
She  figh'd,  me  wept ;  and  fleeping  beat  her  Breaft: 
Then  ftretch'd  her  Arms  t' embrace  his  Body  bare, 
Her  ckfping  Arms  indofe  but  empty  Air : 
At  this  not  yet  awake  ihe  cry'd,  O  Hay, 
One  is  our  Fate,  and  common  is  our  Way ! 
So  dreadful  was  the  Dream,  fo  loud  ihe  fpoke, 

•  That  flatting  fudden  up,  the  Slumber  broke : 
Then  caft  her  Eyes  around  in  hope  to  view 
Her  vaniih'd  Lord,  and  find  the  Vsfion  true: 
For  now  the  Maids,  who  waited  her  Commands, 
Ran  in  with  lighted  Tapers  in  their  Hands. 
Tir'd  with  the  Search,  not  finding  wfaatfbe.feeks, 
With  cruelBlows  ihe  pounds  her  blubber'dCheeks: 
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Then  from  her  beaten  Breaft  the  Linnen  tare* 
And  cut  the  golden  Gaul  that  bound  her  Hair. 
Her  Nurfe  demands  the  Caufe  with  louder  Cries, 
She  profecutes  her  Griefs,  and  thus  replies. 

No  more  Alcyone  %  fhe  fufter'd  Death 
With  her  lov'd  Lord,  when  Ceyx  loft  his  Breath: 
No  Flatt'ry,  no  falfe  Comfort,  give  me  none, 
My  Shipwrecked  Ceyx  is  for  ever  gone : 
I  faw,  I  faw  him  manifeft  in  view, 
His  Voice,  bis  Figure,  and  his  Geftures  knew: 
His  Luftre  loft,  and  ev'ry  living  Grace, 
Yet  I  retained  the  Features  of  his  Face;    rrr  . 
Tho*  with  pale  Cheeks,  wet  Beard,  and  dropping 
None  but  my  Ceyx  cou'd  appear  fo  fair : 
I  would  have  ftrain'd  him  with  a  ftrid  Embrace, 
But  through  my  Arms  he  flipp'd,  and  vanifh'd 

from  the  Place : 
There,  ev'n  jnft  there  he  flood;  andasfhefpoke, 
Where  laft  the  Spectre  was,  flie  caft  her  Look : 
Fain  wou'd  ihe  hope,  and  gaz'd  upon  the  Ground 
If  any  printed  Footfteps  might  be  found. 

Then 
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Then  fighM  and  faid ;  This  I  too  well  foreknew, 
And  my  prophetick  Fear  prefag'd  too  true : 
'Twas  what  I  beg'd,when  with  a  bleeding  Heart 
I  took  my  leave,  and  fuffer'd  Thee  to  part ; 
Or  I  to  go  along,  or  Thou  to  ftay, 
Never,  ah  never  to  divide  our  way ! 
Happier  for  me,  that  all  our  Hours  affign'd 
Together  we  had  livM ;  ev*n  not  inDeath  disjoined  1 
So  had  my  Ceyx  ftili  been  living  here, 
Or  with  my  Ceyx  I  had  perifh'd  there : 
Now  I  die  abfent,  in  the  vaft  Profound ; 
And  Me  without  my  Self  the  Seas  have  drownM: 
The  Storms  were  not  fo  cruel ;  ihould  1  ftrive 
To  lengthen  Life,  and  fucha  Grief  furvive ; 
But  neither  will  I  ftrive,  nor  wretched  Thee 
In  Death  forfake,  but  keep  thee  Company. 
If  not  one  common  Sepulcher  contains 
Our  Bodies,  or  one  Urn  our  laft  Remains, 
Yet  Ceyx  and  Alcyone  (hall  join, 
Their  Names  remember'd  in  one  common  Line. 

No  farther  Voice  her  mighty  Grief  affords, 
For  Sighs  come  rufhing  in  betwixt  her  Words, 
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And  ftopp'd  her  Tongue ;  but  what  her  Tongue 

deny'dj  (My* 

Soft  Tears,and  Groans,  and  dumb  Complaints  wp- 
'Twas  Morning ;  to  the  Port  {he  takes  her  w*y, 
And  (lands  upon  the  Margin  of  the  Sea: 
That  Place,  that  very  Spot  of  Ground  fie  fought* 
Or  thither  by  her  Deftiny  was  brought, 
Where  iaft  he  flood :  And  while  ftefcdly  &id 
Twas  here  he  left  me,  lingring  here  deUy'd 
His  parting  Kifs ;  and  there  bis  Anchors  we^gfcVl, 

Thusfpeaking,  while  her  Thoughts  paft  A$iej$ 
And  call  to  mind  admonifh'd  by  the  Place,  £trac*> 
Sharp  at  her  utmoft  Ken,  flie  caft  her  Eyeft, 
And  fo  me  what  floating  from  afar  defcries: 
It  feemM  a  Corps  adrift,  to  diftant  Sight, 
But  at  a  Diftance  who  could  judge  aright  I 
It  wafted  nearer  yet,  aa4  then  flie  knew 
That  what  before  flie  but  furmis'd*  was  time: 
A  Corps  it  was,  l?ut  whpfe  it  was,  unkaown. 
Yet  roov'd,  howe'er,me.  made  the  Cafe  bcr-QW&: 

t 

Took  the  bad  Omen  of  a  Shipwrecked  Man, 
As  for  a  Stranger  wept,  and  thus  began, 
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Poor  Wretch,  on  ftormy  Seas  to  lofe  thy  Life, 
Unhappy  thou,  but  more  thy  widow'd  Wife ! 
At  this  (he  paus'd ;  for  now  the  flowing  Tide 
Had  brought  the  Body  nearer  to  the  fide: 
The  more  me  looks,  the  more  her  Fears  increafe, 
At  nearer  Sight ;  and  fhe's  her  felf  the  lefs : 
Now  driv'n  afliore,  and  at  her  Feet  it  lies, 
She  knows  too  much,  in  knowing  whom  ihe  fees ; 
Her  Husband's  Corps ;  at  this  ihe  loudly  fhrieks, 
'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  fhe  cries,  and  tears  her  Cheeks, 
Her  Hair,  her  Veil,  and  (looping  to  the  Sands 
About  his  Neck  Ihe  caft  her  trembling  Hands. 

And  is  it  thus,  O  dearer  than  my  Life* 
Thus,  thus  return'ft  Thou  to  thy  longing  Wife! 
She  faid,  and  to  the  neighboring  Mole  ihe  ftrode, 
(Rais'd  there  to  break  th'  Incurfions  of  the  Flood ;) 

Headlong  from  hence  to  plunge  her  felf  fhe 
But  (hoots  along fuppor ted  on  her  Wings,  **  Pnn8s» 
A  Bird  new-made  about  the  Banks  Ihe  plies, 
Not  far  from  Shore ;  and  Ihort  Excurfions  tries; 
Nor  feeks  in  Air  her  humble  Flight  to  raife, 
Content  to  skim'the  Surface  of  the  Seas : 

Z  % 
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Her  Bitl>  tho'  {lender,  fends  a  creaking  Noiftf, 

And  imitates  a  lamentable  Voice :  .   . . 

Now  lighting  where  the  bloodlefs  Body  lies, 
She  with  a  Fun'ral  Note  renews  her  Cries. 
At  all  her  ftretch  her  little  Wings  flic  fpread, 
And  with  her  feather'd  Arras  embrac'd  the  Dead : 
Then  jflick'ring  to  his  palid  Lips,  fhe  ftrove 
To  print  a  Kifs,  the  laft  Effay  of  Love: 
Whether  the  vital  Touch  reviv'd  the  Dead, 
Or  that  the  moving  Waters  rais'd  his  Head 
Tfo  meet  the  Kifs,  the  Vulgar  doubt  alone ; 
For  fure  a  prefent  Miracle  was  fhown. 
The, Gods  their  Shapes  to  Winter-Birds  tranflate,. 
But  both  obnoxious  to  their  former  Fate.    . 
Their  conjugal  Afieftion  ftill  is  ty'd, 
And  Hill  the  mournful  Race  is  multiplyM  : 
They  bill,  they  tread;  Alcyone  comprefs'd 
Sev'n  Days  fits  brooding  on  her  floating  Neft : 
A  wintry  Queen :  Her  Sire  at  length  is  kind, 
Calms  ev'ry  Storm;  and  hufhes  ev'ry  Wind ; 
Prepares  his  Empire  for  his  Daughter's  Eafe, 
And  for  his  hatching  Nephews  fmooths  the  Seas. 


1 


THE      ' 

flower  and  the  Leaf: 

OR,    THE 

Lady  in  the  Arbour. 
-        a    v  i  s  i  o  N. 

OW  turning  from  the  wintry  SignS, 

the  Sun 
His  Courfe  exalted  through  the  Ram 
had  run 

And  whirling  up  the  Skies,  his  Chariot  drove 
Thro'7^»r»j,  and  the lightfome  Realms  of  Love; 
Where  Venus  from  her  Orb  defcends  in  Show'rs 
To  glad  the  Ground,  and  paint  the  Fields  with 

Flow'rs: 
When  firft  the  tender  Blades  of  Grafs  appear, 
And  Buds  that  yet  the  Blaft  of  Eurus  fear,        I 
Stand  at  the  door  of  Life ;  and  doubt  to  cloath  S" 
tjie  Year ;  k 
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Tin  gentle  Heat,  and  fofc  repeated  Rains, 
Make  the  green  Blood  to  dance  within  their  Veins : 
Then,  at  their  Call,  embdlden'd  out  they  come, 
And  fwell  the  Gems,  and  burft  the  narrow  Room ; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  Blooms  difplay, 
Salute  the  welcome  Sun,  and  entertain  the  Day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  Souls  the  Sweets  repair 
To  fcent  the  Skies,  and  purge  th'unwholfome  Air : 
Joy  fpreads  the  Heart,  and  with  a  general  Song, 
*  Spring  iffues  out,  and  leads  the  jolly  Months  along. 

In  that  fweet  Seafon,  as  in  Bed  I  lay. 
And  fought  in  Sleep  to  pals  the  Night  away, 
I-  turn'd  my  weary  Side,  but  ftilt  in  tain, 
Tho7  full  of  youthful  Health,  and  void  of  Pain : 
Cares  I  had  none,  to  keep  me  from  my  Reft, 

•  •  *  • 

For  Love  had  never  entered  in  my  Breaft ; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  fupply, 
Nor  did  flie  Slumber  till  that  Hour  deny: 
I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true, 
Much  Joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  Dew : 

■  * 

Seas  wouM  be  Pools,  without  the  brufhing  Air, 
To  curl  the  Waves ;  and  fure  fome  little  Care 
Shou'd  wearyNaturefo,to  make  her  wantRepair. 


■  • » 
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When  Chanticleer  the  fecond  Witch  had  ftiflg, 
Scorning  the  Scorner  Sleep  from  Bed  I  tyrung. 
And  •drtfling,  by  the  Moon,  in  loofe  Array, 
Pafs'd  out  in  open  Air*  preventing  Day, 
And  fought  a  goodly  Grove*  as  Fancy  led  ttiy  way.] 
Strait  as  a  Line  in  beauteous  Order  flood 
Of  Oaks  unfliorn  a  venerable  Wood ; 
Frefh  was  the  Grafs  beneath,  and  ev'f  y  Tree 
At  diftance  planted  in  a  due  degree, 
Their  branching  Arms  in  Air  with  equal  fpace 
Stretch'd  to  their  Neighbours  with  a  longEmbraee: 
And  the  new  Leaves  on  ev'ry  Bough  were  feen, 
Some  ruddy-colour'd*  fome  of  lighter  green. 
The  painted  Birds,  Companions  of  the  Spring, 
Hopping  from  Spray  to  Spray,  were  heard  to  fing ; 
Both  Eyes  and  Ears  receiv'd  a  like  Delight, 
Enchanting  Mufick,  and  a  charming  Sight. 
On  Thikmel  I  fix'd  my  whole  Defif  e ; 
And  liftenM  for  the  Queen  of  all  the  Quire ; 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heav'nly  Voice  to  fihg ; 

1 

And  wanted  yet  an  Omen  to  the  Spring,- 

Attending  long  in  vain ;  I  took  the  Way, 
Which,  thrqugh  a  Pa,th,  butfcarcely  printed, lay. 
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In  narrow  Mazes  oft  it  feem'd  to  meet, 

And  look'd,  as  lightly  prefs'd  by  Fairy  Feet. 

Wandring  I  walk'd  alone,  for  ftill  methought 

To  fome  ftrangeEnd  fo  ftrange  aPath  was  wrought: 

At  laft  it  led  me  where  an  Arbour  flood. 

The  facred  Receptacle  of  the  Wood  : 

This  Place  unmark'd  tho'oft;  I  walked  theQreen, 

In  all  my  Progrefs  I  had  never  feen: 

And  feizM  at  once  with  Wonder  and  Delight, 

Gaz'd  all  around  me,ne  w  to  the  tranfpor  ting  Sight. 

'Twasbench'd  with  Turf,  and  goodly  to  be  feen, 

The  thick  young  Grafs  arofe  in  frefher  Green: 

The  Mound  was  newly  made,  no  Sight  could  pafs 

Betwixt  the  nice  Partitions  of  the  Grafs ; 

The  well-united  Sods  fo  clpfely  lay; 

-And  all  around  the  Shades  defended  it  from^Day. 

For  Sycamours  with  Eglantine  were  fpread, 

A  Hedge  about  the  Sides,  a  Covering  over  Head. 

And  fo  the  fragrant  Brier  was  wove  between, 

TheSycamoUr  and  Flpw'rs  were  mix'd  withGreen, 

That  Nature  feem'd  to  vary  the  Delight ; 

And  fatisfy'd  at  once  the  Smell  and  Sight. 

-  t  . 
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The  Matter  Workman  of  the  Bow'r  was  known 
Through  Fairy-Lands,  and  built  for  Obtron ; 
Who  twining  Leaves  with  fuch  Proportion  drew, 
They  rofe  by  Meafure,  and  by  Rule  they  grew : 
No  mortal  Tongue  can  half  the  Beauty  tell ; 
For  none  but  Hands  divine  could  work  fo  well. 
Both  Roof  and  Sides  were  like. a  Parlour  made, 
A  foft  Recefs,  and  a  cool  Summer  {hade ; 
The  Hedge  was  fet  fo  thick,  no  foreign  Eye 
The  Perfons  plac'd  within  it  could  efpp^: 
But  all  that  pafs'd  without  with  Eafe  was  feen, 
As  if  nor  Fence  nor  Tree  was  plac'd  between. 
'Twas  bordered  with  a  Field ;  and  fome  was  plain 
With  Grafs ;  and  fome  was  fow'd  with  rifing  Grain. 
That  (now  the  Dew  with  Spangles  decked  the 

Ground :) 
A  fweeter  fpot  of  Earth  was  never  found. 
I  look'd,  and  looked,  and  (till  with  new  Delight; 
Such  Joy  my  Soul,  fuch  Pleafures  fill'd  my  Sight: 
And  the  freih  Eglantine  exhaPd  a  Breath} 
Whofe  Odours  were  ofPow'r  to  raife  from  Death: 
Nor  fullen  Difcontent,  nor  anxious  Care, 
Ev'n  tho'  brought  thither,  could  inhabit  there  *• 
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But  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  Foe* 
'For  this  fweet  Place  cou'd  only  Pleafure  know. 

Thus,  as  I  mus'd,  I  caft  afide  my  Eye, 
And  faw  a  Medlar-Tree  was  planted  nigh  % 
The  spreading  Branches  made  a  goodly  Show, 
And  full  of  opening  Blooms  was  ev'ry  Bough: 
A  Goldfinch  there  I  faw  with  gawdy 
Of  painted  Plumes,  that  hopp'd  from  fide  to  fide, 
Still  pecking  as  {he  pafs'd ;  and  Hill  flie  drew 
TheS  wefts  from  ev'ry  Flow*r,and  fuck'd  the  Dew : 
Suffic'd  at  length,  flie  warbled  in  her  Throat, 
And  tun'd  her  Voice  to  many  a  merry  Note, 
But  indiftinft,  and  neither  fweet  nor  clear, 
Yet  fuch  as  footh'd  my  Soul,  and  pleas'd  my  Ear. 

Her  fhort  Performance  was  no  fooner  try'd, 
When  (he  I  fought,  the  Nightingale,  reply'd ; 
So  fweet,  fo  fhrill,  fo  variously  flie  fung, 
That  the  Grove  eccho'd,  and  the  Valleys  rang: 
And  1  fo  ravifli'd  with  her  heav'nly  Nott 
I  flood  intranc'd,  and  had  no  room  for  Thought, 
But  all  o'er-pouer'd  with  Extafie  of  Blifs, 
Was  in  a  pleafing  Dream  of  Paradife ; 
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At  length  I  wakM  j  and  looking  round  the  Bow1* 
Search'd  evVy  Tree,  andpry*d  on  er'ry  Fiow'r, 
If  any  where  by  chance  I  might  efpy 
The  rural  iPoet  of  the  Melody: 
For  ftitt  methought  flte  fung  not  far  away ; 
At  Iaft  I  found  her  on  a  Laurel  Spray, 
Clofe  by  my  Side  we  fate,  an4  fair  in  Sight, 
Full  in  a  Line,  againft  her  oppofite  j 
Whereftoodwjth  Eglantine  ttfe  Lawreltwio'd  j 
And  hoth  their  native  Sweets  were  wejl  conjoin'd. 

On  the  green  Bank !  fete,  and  liften'd  long; 
(Sitting  was  more  comrement  for  the  Song  J) 
Nor  till  her  Lay  was  ended  could  I  move, 
But  wiih'd  to  dwell  for  em  m  the  Grove, 
Only  methought  the  Time  too  fwiftly  pais'd, 
And  ev'ry  Note  I  fear'd  wou'd  be  the  Iaft. 
My  Sight,  and  Smell,  and  Hearing  were  employ'd. 
And  all  three  Senfes  in  full  Guft  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  the  reft  furpafs, 
The  fweet  Potieffion  of  the  Fairy  Place  j 
Single,  and  confcious  to  my  Self  alone, 
Of  Pleafures  to  ta?  excluded  World  unknown. 


c 
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Pleafures  which  no  where  elfe  were  to  j?e  foimd, 
And  all  Elyjium  in  a  fpot  of  Ground;  ^. 

Thus  while  I  fate  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 
And  drew  Perfumes  of  more  than  vital  Air, 

,    All  fuddenly  I  heard  th7  approaching  found 
Of  vocal  Mufick,  on  th' enchanted  Ground  :   - 
An  Hoft  of  Saints  it  feem'd,  fo  full  the  Quire  j 
As  if  the  Blefs'd  above  did  all  confpire, 
To  join  their  Voices,  and  negleft  the  Lyre. 
At  length  there  iffu'd  from  the  Grove  behind 
A  fair  AHembly  of  the  Female  Kind : 
A  Train  lefs  fair,  as  ancient  Fathers  tell, 
Seduc'd  the  Sons  of  Heaven  to  rebel 
I  pafs  their  Form,  and  ev'ry  charming  Grace, 
Lefs  than  an  Angel  wou'd  their  Worth  debafe : 

*  But  their  Attire  like  Liveries  of  a  kind, 
AH  rich  and  rare  is  frefli  within  my  Mind.' 
In  Velvet  white  as  Snow  the  Troop  was  gown'd, 
The  Seams  with  fparkling  Emeralds  fet  around : 
Their  Hoods  and  Sleeves  the  fame;  and  purfled  o'er 
With  Diamonds,  Pearls, and  all  the  fliining  ftore 
Of  Eaftern  Pomp :  Their  long  defcending  Train 
With  Rubies  edg'd,  and  Saphires,  fwept  the  Plain: 


■ 
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High  on  their  Heads,  with  Jewels  richly  fet 
Each  Lady  wore  a  radiant  Coronet. 

•  ■ 

Beneath  the  Circles,  all  the  Quire  was  grac'd 
W  ithChaplets  green  on  their  fair  Foreheads  plac'd. 
Of  Lawrel  fome,  of  Woodbine  many  more ; 
And  Wreaths  of  Agnus  cafius9  others  bore: 
Thefe  laft  who  with  thofe  Virgin  Crowns  were 
Appear'd  in  higher  Honour  than  the  reft.  C^refe'd* 
They  danc'd  around,  but  in  the  midft  wasfeen 
A  Lady  of  a  more  majeftick  Mien;       rOueen ' 
By  Stature,  and  by  Beauty  mark'd  their  Sov'reign 

She  in  the  midft  began  with  fober  Grace; 
Her  Servants  Eyes  were  fix'd  upon  her  Face : 
And  as  flie  mov'd  or  turn'dher  Motions  vie w'd, 
Her  Meafures  kept,  and  Step  by  Step  purfu'd. 
Methought  (he  trod  theGround  with  greaterGrace, 
With  more  of  Godhead  fliining  in  her  Face ; 
And  as  in  Beauty  (he  furpafs'd  the  Quire,    - 
So,  nobler  than  the  reft, ., was  her  Attire. 
A  Crown  of  ruddy  Gold  inclos'd  her  Brow, 
Plain  without  Pomp,  and  rich  without  a  Show : 
A  Branch  of  Agnus  cdjlus  in  her  Hand 
She  bore  aloft  (her  Scepter  of  Command ;) 
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Admir'd,  ador'd  by  all  the  circling  Crowd, 
For  wherefoe'er  ihe  turn'd  her  Face,  they  bow'd: 
And  as  ihe  danc'd,  a  Roundelay  ihe  fung> 
In  honour  of  the  Lawrel,  ever  young : 
She  rais'd  her  Voice  on  high,  and  fung  fo  clear,) 
The  Fawns  came  fcudding  (torn  the  Groves  to> 
And  all  the  bending  Foreft  lent  an  Ear.    £hear :) 
At  ev'ry  Clofe  ihe  made,  th'  attending  Throng 
Reply 'd,  and  bore  the  Burden  of  the  Song: 
So  juft,  fo  fmall,  yet  in  fo  fweet  a  Note, 
It  fecm'd  the  Mufick  melted  in  the  Throae. 

Thus  dancing  on,' and  fmging  as  they  daric'd, 
They  to  the  middle  of  the  Mead  advanc'd : 
Till  round  my  Arbour  a  new  Ring  they  made, 
And  footed  it  about  the  fecret  Shade : 
O'erjoy'd  to  fee  the  jolly  Troop  fo  near, 
But  fomewhat  aw'd  I  ihook  with  holy  Fear ; 
Yet  not  fo  much,  but  that  I  noted  well 
Who  did  the  mod  in  Song,  or  Dance  excel. 

Not  long  I  had  obferv'd,  when  from  afar 
I  heard  a  fudden  Symphony  of  War  j 
The  neighing  Courfers,  and  the  Soldiers  cry, 
And  foundingTrumps  that  feem'd  to  teartheSky: 
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I  faw  foon  after  this,  behind  the  Grove 
From  whence  the  Ladies  did  in  order  move, 
Come  UTuipg  out  in  Arms  a  Warrior-Train, 
That  like  a  Deluge  pour'd  Upon  the  Plain : 
On  barbed  Steeds  they  rode  in  proud  Array, 
Thick  as  the  College  of  the  Bees  in  Mayt 
When  f warming  o'er  the  dusky  Fields  they  fly, 
New  to  the  Flow'rs,  and  intercept  the  Sky. 
So  fierce  they  drove,  their  Courfers  were  fo  fleet, 
That  the  Turf  trembled  underneath  their  Feet. 

To  tell  their  coftly  Furniture  were  long, 
The  Summer's  Day  wou'd  end  before  the  Song; 
To  purchafe  but  the  Tenth  of  all  their  Store, 
Would  make  the  mighty  Terjian  Monarch  poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  reft 
The  Trumpets  UTu'd  in  white  Mantles  drefs'd : 
A  numerous  Troop,  and  ail  their  Heads  around) 
With  Chapters,  green  of  Cerrial-Oak   were(^ 

crown'd,  f 

And  at  each  Trumpet  was  a  Banner  bound ;  J 
Which  waving  in  the  Wind  difplay'd  at  large 
Their  Matter's  Coat  of  Arms,and  KnightlyCharge. 
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Broad  were  the  Banners,  and  of  fnowy  Hue, 
A  purer  Web  the  Silk- worm  never  drew. 
The  chief  about  their  Necks  the  Scutcheons  wore, 
With  Orient  Pearls  and  Jewels  pouder'd  o'er: 
Broad  were  their  Collars  too,  and  ev'ry  one 
Was  fet  about  with  many  a  coftly  Stone. 
Next  thefe  of-Kings  at  Arms  a  goodly  Train > 
In  proud  Array  came  prancing  o'er  the  Plain : 
Their  Cloaks  were  Cloth  of  Silver  mixM  withGold, 
And  Garlands  gteen  around  their  Temples  rolFd: 
RichCro wns  were  on  their  royalScutcheons  placM, 
With  Saphires,  Diamonds,  and  with  Rubies  gracM. 
And  as  the  Trumpets  their  appearance  made,  - 
So  thefe  in  Habits  were  alike  array'd ; 
But  with  a  Pace  more  fober,  and  more  flow : 
And  twenty,  Rank  in  Rank,  they  rode  a-row. 
The  Pur  fevants  came  next,  in  number  more ; 
And  like  the  Heralds  each  his  Scutcheon  bore : 
Clad  in  white  Velvet  all  their  Troop  they  led, 
With  each  an  Oaken  Chaplet  on  his  Head. 

Nine  Royal  Knights  in  equal  Rank  fucceed, 
Each  Warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  St^ed  ; 

In 
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Jn  golden  Armour  glorious  to  behold %.' 
The  Rivets  of  their  Arms  were  <nail?il  with  Gold. 
Their  Surcoats  of  white  Ermin-Fiir  were  made  j 
With  Cloch  of  Gold  between,  that  eaft  a  glitt'ring 

Shade.  \  ' . 

The  Trappings  of  their  Steeds  were  of  the  fame ; 
The  golden  Fringe  ev'n  fet  the  .Ground  on  flame  \ 
And  drew  a  precious  Trail :  A  Crown  divine 
Of  Lawrel  did  about  their  Temples  twine. 

TbreeHenchmen  were  for  ev'ryKnightaffign'd, 
All  in  rich  Livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind :  ' : 
White  Velvet,  but  unihorn,  for  Qoaks  j&ey  wore, 
And  each  within,  his  Hand  a  Truncheon:  bore : 
The  foretnoft  held  a  Helm  of  ra*e  Device ; 
A  Prince's.  Rtnfom  .tyou'd  not  pay  the.  Pride. 
The  fecon^bojce.the  Buckler  of  iris  J£n$$bt» . 
1  he  third  of  Conoel- Wood  a  Speat  -ufcright. 
Headed  With  piercing  Steel,  and  polHb'd  bright. 
Like  to  their  Lords  their  Equipage!  #as  feen, 
And  all  their  Foreheads  crown'd  with  Garlands 
green.  «-  ' 

And  after  thefe  came  a'rm'd  with  Spear  aadShiel4 
4n  Hoft  fo  great,  as  cover'd  all  the  Field : 

A  a 
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And  all  their  Foreheads,  like  the  Knights  before. 
With  Lawrels  ever  green  were  ftiaded  o'er, 
Or  Oak,  or  other  Leaves  of  lading  kind, 
Tenacious  of  the  Stem,  and  firm  againft  the  Wind. 
Some  in  their  Hands,befides  the  Lance  andShield, 
The  Boughs  of  Woodbind  or  of  Hauthorn  held, 
Or  Branches  for  their  myftique  Emblems  took, 
Of  Palm,  of  Lawrel,or  of  Cerrial  Oak. 
Thus  marching  to  the  Trumpets  lofty  found, 

Drawn  in  twoLines  ad verfe  they  wheel'd  around,1 
And  in  the  middle  Meadow  took  their  Ground. 
Among  themfelves  the  Turney  they  divide, 
In  equal  Squadrons,  rang'd  on  either  fide. 
Then  turn'd  their  Horfes  Heads,  and  Man  to  Man, 
Arid  Steed  to  Steed  oppos'd,  the  Jufts  began. 
They  lightly  fet  their  Lances  in  the  Reft, 
And,  at  the  Sign,  againft  each  other  prefs'd : 
They  met,  I  fitting  at  my  Eafe  beheld 
The  mix'd  Events,  and  Fortunes  of  the  Field. 
Some  broke  their  Spears,  fome  tumbled  Horfe  and 

Man, 
And  round  the  Fields  the  lighten'd  Courfers  ran. 


i 
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An  Hour  and  more,  like  Tides,  in  equal  fwfey 
They  rufti'd,  and  won  by  turns,  and  loft  the  Day : 
At  length  the  Nine  (who  (till  together  held) 

Their  fainting  Foes  to  fhameful  Fight  compell'd, 
And  with  refiftlefs  Force  o'er-ran  the  Field. 
Thus,  to  their  Fame,  when  finifh'd  was  the  Fight, 
The  Viftors  from  their  lofty  Steeds  alight: 
Like  them  difmounted  all  the  Warlike  Train, 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  Plain : 
Till  to  the  fair  Aflembly  they  advanced, 
Who  near  the  fecret  Arbour  fung  and  danc'd. 

The  Ladies  left  their  Meafures  at  the  Sighti\ 
To  meet  the  Chiefs  returning  from  the  Fight/ 
And  each  with  open  Arms  embrac'd  her  chofenf" 

Knight.  ) 

Amid  the  Plain  a  fpreading  Lawrel  flood, 
The  Grace  and  Ornament  of  all  the  Wood  : 
That  pleafing  Shade  they  fought,  a  foft  Retreat, 
From  fudden  jfyril  ShowVs,  a  Shelter  from  the 

Heat. 
Her  leafie  Arms  with  fuch  extent  were  fpreaci, 
So  near  the  Clouds  was  her  afpiring  Head, 

Aat 
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That  Holts  of  Birds,  that  wing  the  liquid  Air, 
Perch'd  in  the  Boughs,  had  nightly  Lodging  there : 
And  Flocks,  of  Sheep  beneath  the  Shade  from  far 
Might  hear  the  ratling  Hail,  and  wintry  War ; 
From  Heay'ns  Inclemency  here  found  fe-treat, 
fjnjoy'd  the  cool,  and  fliflnn'd  the  fcprchtog  Hear: 
A  hundred  Knights  might  there  at  Safe  abide; 
And  ey'ry  Knight  a  Lacly  by  his  fide  : 
The  Tr«nk.it  felf  fuck  Odours  did  bequsath, 
That  a  Moluccan  ftreeze  to  thefe  was  common 

Bre^tfo. 
*X^e  Lords  and  Ladies  foere  approaching,  paid 
Theic  Homage,  withi  a  low  Qbeifance  made : 
And  fcem'd  to,  veaecase  the  (acred.  Shade. 
Thefe  Rites  performed ,  theirPleafure.?  they.purfue, 
With  Songs  of  ^ove,  and- mix  with  Meafures  new ; 
Around  the  holy  Tree  thei?  Dance  they  fi^me, 
And  ey'ry  Champion-leads,  his  chofen  Di&ne. 

I  ca#  my,Sigi*t  upoa,the  fertfier  FiaVfc 
And  a  frefli  Objeft  of  Delight  beheld  :,- 
For  from  the  Region,of  tfoe  We#  L  he^rd 
New  M^ck.fpun,d»  and  a  new  Troop  append  { 


Ihe  Lady  in  the-drhour.  $57 

Of  Knights,  and  Ladies  nlix'd  a  jolly  Band, 
But  all  on  Foot  they  tnarch'd,and  HdndinHand 

The  Ladies  drefs'd  in  rich  Sy mars  werefeen 
Of  i^r<?*ft?Satten,nW  Vd  with  W  hitfe  aadGreen,j 
And  for  a  Shade*  betwixt  the  bloorny  Oridelin. 
The  Borders  of  their  Petticoats  below 
Were  guarded  thibk  with  Rubies  on  a  row ; 
And  ev'ry  Damfel  wof e  upon  her  Head 
Of  Flow'rs  a  Garland  blended  White  ahd  Red. 
Attir'd  in  Mantles  all  theKriights  werefeen* 
That  gratify'd  ihe  view  with  ehearfal  Green: 
Their  Ghaplets  of  their  La&es  Colours  were  ru-if 
Comjxw'd  of  white  arid  red,to  fliade  their  ihinirig 

Before  the  merry  Trodip  the  Minftrel$  play'd* 
All  in  their  Matter's  Liv'ries  were  arrayed; :, 
And  clad  in  Green,  and  on  their  Temples  wore, 
The  Chaplets  White  and  Red  their  Ladies  bore, 
Their  Inftruments  were  various  in  their  kind, 
Some  for  the  Be w,  and£6me  for  breathing  Wind: 
The  Sawtry,  Pipe,  and  Hautboys  noifie  band, 
And  the  foft  Lute  tremblingbeneath  the  touching 
A  Tuft  of  Daifies  on  a  flow'ry  Lay  •  -  .  ^and! 
They  faw*  as4  thither wtr4.<hey  bent  t^ir  W4.V- 
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To  this  bothKhights  andDames  theirHomage  made, 
And  due  Obeifance  to  the  Daify  paid. 
And  then  the  Band  of  Flutes  began  to  play, 
To  which  a  Lady  fung  a  Virelay ; 
And  ftill  at  ev'ry  clofe  fhe  wouM  repeat 
The  Btirden  of  the  Song,  The  Daijy  $s/q  fweet. 
The  Daify  is  fo  fweet,  when  fhe  begun, 
The  Tioop  of  Knights  and  Dames  continued  on. 
The  Confort  and  the  Voice  fo  charm'd  my  Ear, 
AndfoothM  my  Soul,  that  it  was  Heav'n  to  hear* 
ButfoontheirPleafurepafs'd :  At  Noon  of  Day, 
The  Sun  with  fultry  Beams  began  to  play : 
Not  Syrius  flioots  a  fiercer  Flame  from  high, 
When  with  his  pois'nous  Breath  he  blafls  the  Sky: 
Then  drobpM  the  fading  Flow'rs  (their  Beauty 
fled) 

And  clos'd  their  fickly  Eyes,  and  hung  the  Head;( 
And,  riveird  up  withHeat,  lay  dying  in  their  Bed.  J 
The  Ladies  gafp'd,  and  fcarcely  could  refpire ; 
The  Breath  they  drew,  no  longer  Air,  but  Fire ; 
The  fainty  Knights  were  fcorch'd ;  and  knew  not 

where 
T«  run  for  Shelter,  for  no  Shade  was  near. 
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And  after  this  the  gathering  Clouds  amain, 
Pour'd  down  a  Storm  of  rattling  Hail  and  Rain. 
And  Lightning  flafh'd  betwixt :  the  Field,  and 

Flow'rs, 
Burnt  up  before,  were  bury'd  in  the  Show'rs. 
The  Ladies  and  the  Knights,  no  Shelter  nigh, 
Bare  to  the  Weather  and  the  wintry  Sky, 
Were  dropping  wet,  difconfolate  and  wan, 
And  through  their  thin  Array  receiv'd  the  Rain. 
While  thofe  in  White  prote&ed  by  the  Tree 
Saw  pafsthe  vaip  AfTault,and  flood  fromDanger  free. 
But  as  Companion  mov'd  their  gentle  Minds, 
When  ceas'd  the  Storm,  and  filent  were  the  Winds, 
Difpleas'd  at  what,  not  fufPring,  they  had  feen, 
They  went  to  chear  the  Fa&ion  of  the  Green : 
The  Queen  in  white  Array  before  her  Band, 
Saluting,  took  her  Rival  by  the  Hand ; 
So  did  the  Knights  andDames,  with  courtly  Grace, 
And  with  Behaviour  fweet  their  Foes  embrace. 
Then  thus  the  Queen  with  Lawrel  on  her  Brow, 
Fair  Sifter  I  have  fuffcr'd  in  your  Woe: 
Nor  mall  be  wanting  ought  within  my  Pow'r 
For  your  Relief  in  my  refreshing  Bow'c. 
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That  otter  anfwer'd  with  a  lowly  Look,  ; 
And  foon  the  gracious  Invitation  took;   >  y 
For  ill  at  eafe  both  fhe  and  all  her  Train 
The  fcorching  Sun  had  born,  and  beating  Rain. 
Like Courtefie  wasus'd  by  all  in  White,  rf^M.* 
Each  Dame  a  Dame  received,  andey'ry  Knjghf  a 
The  Lawrel-Champians  with  their  Swords,  invade 
The  neighb*ringForefts,where  thejufts  were  made* 
And  Sere  wood  from  the  rotten  Hedges  took, 
And  Seeds  of  latent  Fire  from  Flints  proyofce : 
A  chearful  Blaze  arofe,  land  by  theFif e  rwet  j\jtire 
They  warm'd  their  frozen  Feet,  and  4*Y'4  their 
Refrefti'4  with  Heat,  the  Ladies  fought  around 
For  virtuous  Herbs,  which  gather'd  from  the 

^round  [made, 

They  fqueez'd  the  Juice ;  and  cooling  Ointment 

Which  on  their  Sun-bur;nt  Cheeks,  and  their  chapt 

Skins  they,  laid  :•'.-....' 

Then  fought  green.Salads  which  they  bad  *m  eat, 

A  Sovereign  Remedy  for  intfard  He^t, 

TheLady.of  the  Leaf  ordain'd  aFeafl* 

And  made  the  Lady  of  the  Flow'r  her  Gueft : 
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When  lo,  a  Bpw'r  afcencted  oiute  Plain,  fTrain, 
With  fudden  S^ts  adorn'd,  and  large  for  either 
This  Bow'r  was  near  my  pleafant  Arbour  plac'^ 
That  I  could  hear  apd  fee  whatever  pafs'd :    r 
The  Ladies  fate,  witji  each  a  Knight  between, 
Diftingiiifli'd  by  their  Colours,  White  and  Greeq: 
The  vanqui/h'd  Party;  3«^th  the  Victors  join'dj 
Nor  wanted  fweet  Qifcourfe,  the  Banquet  of  the 
Mind.    ....  . 

...  1  ▼.■■ 

Mean  time  the  Minftrels  play'd  on  either  fide, 
Vain  of  their  Art,  ami  for  tlj?  Maft'ry  vy'd: 
The  fweet  Contention  Jafte4  for  a&  Hour,  - 
And  reached  my  fecret  Arlppijr.  frop*  the  Bfaw'r. 

The  Sun  was  fet ;  and  V^efferx  to  fupply 
His  abfent  Beams*  had  lighted  up  th,e  Sky : 
When*  Thilemtl)  c^cioijis  ^11  the  Day 
To  fing thje;$er vice of th' ending -May,       ;  r  . 
Fled  from  her  La wrel  Shade,  and  wipg'd  herFljght 
Dire&ly  to.tbe  Queen  array'd  in  wlute: 

p  ■  p 

And  hopping  fate  familiar  on  her  Hand,  ; 

A  new  Mufician,  and  increa&'d  the  Band,. 

The  Goldfinch,  who  to  fliun  the  fc  aiding  H@a{, 
Had  chang'd  the  Medlar  for  a  fafer  Seat, 
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And  hid  in  Buflies  fcap'd  the  bitter  Show'r, 
Now  perch'd  upon  the  Lady  of  the  Flow'r ; 
And  either  Songfler  holding  out  their  Throats, 
And  folding  up  their  Wings,  renewed  their  Notes 
As  if  all  Day*  preluding  to  the  Fight, 
They  only  had  rehearsM,  to  fing  by  Night. 
The  Banquet  ended,  and  the  Battel  done, 
They  danc'd  by  Star-light  and  the  friendly  Moon: 
And  when  they  were  to  part,  theLaureat  Queen 
Supply 'd  with  Steeds  the  Lady  of  the  Green. 
Hex  and  her  Train  condufting  on  the  way, 
The  Moon  to  follow,  and  avoid  the  Day. 

This  when  I  faw,  inquifitive  to  know 
The  fecret  Moral  of  the  Myftique  Show, 
I  darted  from  my  Shade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  Nymph  to  fatisfie  my  longing  Mind : 
And  as  my  fair  Adventure  fell,  I  found 
A  Lady  all  in  White  with  Lawrel  crown'd 
Who  clos'd  the  Roar,  and  foftly  pae'd  along, 
Repeating  to  her  felf  the  former  Song, 
With  due  refpeft  my  Body  I  inclined, 
As  to  fome  Being  of  Superior  Kind, 
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And  made  my  Court,  according  to  the  Day, 
Wilhing  her  Queen  and  Her  a  happy  May. 
Great  Thanks  my  Daughter,  with  a  gracious  Bow, 
She  faid ;  and  I,  who  much  defir'd  to  know 
Of  whence  (he  was,  yet  fearful  how  to  break 
My  Mind,  adventur'd  humbly  thus  to  fpeak. 
Madam,  Might  I  prefume  and  not  offend. 
So  may  the  Stars  and  fhining  Moon  attend 
Your  Nightly  Sports,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  tell, 
WhatNy mphs  they  were  who  mortal  Forms  excel, | 
And  what'thefttnights  who  fought  in  Med] 
Fields  fo  well. 
To  this  the  Dame  reply'd,  Fair  Daughter  know- 
That  what  you  faw  was  all  a  Fairy  Show: 
And  all  thofe  airy  Shapes  you  now  behold 
Were  human  Bodies  once,  and  cloath'd  with  earth- 
ly Mold: 
Our  Souls,  not  yet  prepar'd  for  upper  Light* 
Till  Doomfday  wander  in  the  Shades  of  Night; 
This  only  Holiday  of  all  the  Year, 

We  privileged  in  Sun-fhine  may  appear : 

•. 

With  Songs  and  Dance  we  celebrate  the  Day, 
And  with  due  Honours  ulher  in  the  May. 
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At  other  Times  we  reign  by  Night  alone, 

And  polling  through  the  Skies  purfue  the  Moon: 

But  when  the  Morn  arifes,  none  are  found ; 

For  cruel  cDemogdrgon  walks  the  round, 

And  if  he  finds  a  Fairy  lag  in  Light* 

He  drives  the  Wretch  before  j  and  lafties  intoNigbl 

All  Courteous  are  by  Kind;  and  ever  proud 
With  friendly  Offices  to  help  the  Good. 
In  every  Land  we  have  a  larger  Space         .  . 
Than  what  is  known  to  you  qf  mortal  Race : 
Where  we  with  Green  adorn  op^Fairy  Bow'rsj 
And  ev'n  this  Grove,  unfeen  before,  is  ours. 
Know  farther  j  Ev'ry  Lady  cloth'd  in  White-- 

i.  i  ^ 

And,  crown'd  with  Oak  and  Lawrel  ev'ryKnigbfc 

Are«Servants  to  the  Leaf,  by  Liveries  knowfi 

<  ■■■•-■■ 

Of  Innocence  $  and  I  my  felf  am  one. 

Saw  you  not  Her  fo  graceful  to  behold 

In  whke  Attire,,  and  crown'dwith  radiant  Gold? 

The  Sovereign  Lady  of  our  Land  is  She, 

'Diana  call'd,  the >  Queen  of  Chaftity: 

And,  for  the  fpotlefc  Name  of  Maid  fhe  bears, • 

That  Agms  tafius  ia  her  Hand  appears ; 
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And  all  her  Train  with  leafie  Cbaplets  crown'4, 
Were  for  unblam'd  Virginity  rendwn'd : 
But  thofe  the  chief  and  higheft  in  Command 
Who  hear  thofe  holy  Branches  in  their  Hand : 
The  Knight's adorn'd  with  La wrel- Crowns,  are") 
they,  / 

Whosn  Death  nor  Danger  ever  coo'd  dlfmay,    f 
Victorious  Names,  who  made  the  World  obey :  J 
Who  white  they  liv'd,  in  Deeds  of  Arms  excctt'd, 
And  after  Death  for  Deities  were  held. 
Bo*  thofe  who  wfar  the  Woodbine  on  their  Brow 
WereKmghts  of  Love,  who  never  broke  their  Vow: 
Firm;  to  their  pftghtedi  Faith,  and  ever  free 
From  Fears  and  fickle  Chance,  and  Jeakmlie. 
The  Lords,  and  Ladies,  who  the  Woodbine  bear, 
As  true  as  frlftram  and  Ifitta  were. 
.  But  what  are  thofe,  faid  I,  th'wicoiKfuef  M  Niwe, 
Who  crown'd  with  Lawret- Wreaths  in  goklett 

Aomctur  flwne?    . 
And  who  the  Knights  hi  Qreea ,  and  what  the  Train' 
Of  Ladies  drefs'd!  with  Dairies'  o»  the  Plain  ?      ~ 
Why  .both  the  Bands  in  WorAip  cKfagree, 
AndrfofBe  adore:  the  FlowV,  and  fometheTree? 
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Juft  is  your  Suit,  fair  Daughter,  faid  the  Dame, 
Thofe  la  wrell'd  Chiefs  were  Men  of  mighty  Fame ; 
Nine  Worthies  were  they  call'd  of  different  Rites, 
Three  Jews,  three  Pagans,  and  three  Chriffiao 

Knights. 
Thefe,  as  you  fee,  ride  foremoft  in  the  Field, 
As  they  the  foremoft  Rank  of  Honour  held. 
And  all  in  Deeds  of  Chivalry  excell'd. 
Their  Temples  wreath'd  with  Leaves,  that  ftill  re- 
For  deathlefs  Lawrel  is  the  Viftor's  due :  tnew  j 
W  ho  bear  theBows  wereKnights  inv/r/for'sReign, 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  Peers  of  Cbarlemain: 
For  Bows  the  Strength  of  brawny  Arms  imply, 
Emblems  of  Valour,  and  of  Viftory. 
Behold  an  Order  yet  of  newer  Date, 
Doubling  their  Number,  equal  in  their  State ; 
Our  England's  Ornament,  the  Crown's  Defence, 
In  Battel  brave,  Proteftors  of  their  Prince. 
Unchang'd  by  Fortune,  to  their  Sovereign  true, 
For  which  their  manly  Legs  are  bound  with  Blue. 
Thefe,  of  the  Garter  call'd,  of  Faith  unftain'd, 
In  fighting  Fields  the  Lawrel  have  obtained, 
And  well  repaid  thofe  Honours  which  they  gain'd 
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The  Lawrel- Wreaths  were  firft  by  Cafar  .worn, 
And  ftill  they  Cr/ir's  Succeffors  adorn : 
One  Leaf  of  this  is  Immortality, 
And  more  of  Worth,  than  all  the  World  can  buy. 
One  Doubt  remains,  foid  I,  the  Dames  in  Green, 
What  were  their  Qualities,  and  who  their  Queen? 
JF/flr^  command  s,faid  fhe,thofeNymphs  andKnights, 
Who  liv'd  in  flothful  Eafe,  and  loofe  Delights : 
Who  never  Afts  of  Honour  durft  purfue, 
The  Men  inglorious  Knights,the  Ladies  all  untrue : 
Who  nursM  in  Idlenefs,  and  trained  in  Courts, 
Pafs'd  all  their  precious  Hours  inPlays,and  Sports, 
Till  Death  behind  came  {talking  on,  unfeen, 
And  withered  (like  the  Storm)  the  frelhnefs  of 

their  Green. 
Thefe,  and  their  Mates,  enjoy  the  prefent  Hour, 
And  therefore  pay  their  Homage  to  the  Flow'r. 
But  Knights  in  Knightly  Deeds  fhould  perfevere. 
And  ftill  continue  what  at  firft  they  were ; 
Continue,  and  proceed  in  Honour's  fair  Career. 
No  room  for  Cowardife,  or  dull  Delay ; 
From  Good  to  Better  they  fhould  urge  their  war. 
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For  this  with  golden  Spurs  the  Chiefs  are  grac'd, 
With  pointed  Rowels  arm'd  to  mend  their  hafte; 
For  this  with  laltingLeaves  their  Br  ows  are  bound; ) 
For  Lawrel  is  the  Sign  of  Labour  crownM ;  ( 
Which  bears  the  bitter  Blaft,  nor  fliaken  falls  tof 

Ground :  j 

Prom  Winter-Winds  it  fuffers  no  decay, 
For  ever  frefli  and  fair,  and  ev'ry  Month  is  May. 
Ev'n  when  the  vital  Sap  retreats  below, 
Ev'n  when  the  hoary  Head  is  hid  in  Snow ; 
The  Life  is  in  the  Leaf,  and  flill  between 
The  Fits  of falIingSnows,appears  the  ftreaky Green. 
Not  fo  the  Flow'r,  which  lafls  for  little  fpace, 
A  fhort-livM  Good,  and  an  uncertain  Grace ; 
This  way  and  that  the  feeble  Stem  is  driv'n, 
Wea£  to  fuftain  the  Storms,and  Injuries  of  Heav'n. 
Propp'dby  the  Spring,  it  lifts  aloft  the  Head, 
But  of  a  fickly  Beauty,  foon  to  ihed ; 
In  Summer  living,,  and  in  Winter  dead. 
For  Things  offender  Kind,  for  Pleafure  ma4e, 
Shoot  up  with  fwift  Increafe,  and  fudden  are 
decay'd. 

With 
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With  humble  Words,  the  wifeft  I  could  frame, 
And  profler'd  Service,  I  repaid  the  Dame : 
That,  of  her  Grace,  ihe  gave  her  Maid  to  know 
The  fecret  Meaning  of  this  moral  Show. 
And  flic,  to  prove  what  Profit  1  had  made, 
Of  myftique  Truth,  in  Fables  firft  convey'd, 
Demanded,  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Whether  the  Leaf  or  Flow'r  I  would  obey  ? 
I  chofe  the  Leaf;  we  fmil'd  with  fober  Chear, 
And  wiflb'd  me  fair  Adventure  for  the  Year, 
And  gave  me  Charms  and  Sigils,  for  Defence 
Againft  ill  Tongues  that  fcandal  Innocence: 
But  I,  faid  fhe,  my  Fellows  mud  purfue, 
Already  pall  the  Plain,  and  out  of  view. 

We  parted  thus;  I  homeward  fped  my  Way, 
Bewilder 'd  in  the  Wood  till  Dawn  of  Day :  ^M    ' 
And  met  the  merry  Crew  who  danc'd  about  the, 
Then  late  refrelh'd  with  Sleep,  I  rofe  to  write 
The  vifionary  Vigils  of  the  Night: 
Blufti,  as  thou  may'ft,my  little  Book,  for  Shame, 
Nor  hope  with  homely  Verfe  to  purchafe  Fame  j 
For  fuch  thy  Maker  chofe;  and  fo  defign'd 
Thy  Ample  Stile  to  fute  thy  lowly  Kind. 

Bb 


&* 


Alexanders  Feaffc; 

OR,   THE 

POWER  of  MUSICK 

A  N 

O     D     E, 

In  Honour  of  St.  CECILIA'S  Day. 


I. 

W»s  at  theRoyal  Fea&,(otPerfia  won, 
By  Thilifs  Warlike  Son: 
Aloft  in  awful  State 
The  God-like  Heroe  fate 

On  his  Imperial  Throne: 
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His  valiant  Peers  were  plac'd  around ; 
Their  Brows  with  Rofes  and  with  Myrtles  bound. 

(So  fhou'd  Defert  in  Arms  be  Crown'd :) 
The  Lovely  Thais  by  bis  Side, 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eafiern  Bride 
In  Flow'r  of  Youth  and  Beauty's  Pride. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  Pair!  1 

None  but  the  Brave, 

None  but  the  Brave, 

None  but  the  Brave  deferves  the  Fair. 

CHORUS. 
Hafjy,  batfy,  bsgfiy  &4ir .' 
None  but  the  Brave* 
None  but  the  Brave, 
None  but  the  Brave  avfirvH  tfy  fair, 

II. 
Ttmotheus  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  Quire, 
With  flying  Fingers  touch'd  the  Lyre : 
The  trembling  Notes  afcend  the  Sky, 

And  Heav'nly  Joys  infpire. 
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The  Song  began  from  Jove ; 
Who  left  his  blifsful  Seats  above, 
(Such  is  the  Pow'r  of  mighty  Love.) 
A  Dragon's  fiery  Form  bely'd  the  God : 
Sublime  on  Radiant  Spires  He  rode, 
When  He  to  fair  Ofympia  prefs'd: 
And  while  He  fought  her  fnowy  Bread : 
Then,  round  herflenderWaifthecurl'd,™-    ., 
And  ftamp'd  an  Image  of  himfelf,  a  Sov'reign  of  the 
The  lift'ning  Crowd  admire  the  lofty  Sound, 
A  prefent  Deity,  they  fhout  around : 
A  prefent  Deity  the  vaulted  Roofs  rebound : 

With  ravifh'd  Ears 

The  Monarch  hears, 

A  flames  the  God, 

Affe&s  to  nod, 
And  feems  to  make  the  Spheres.         , 

CHORUS. 

fTith  raviflfd  Ears 
The  Monarch  hears, 
Affumes  the  God, 
Affcfts  to  nod, 
And  feems  tejbake  the  Spheres. 
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ra. 

rfaePraife  of 'Bacchus  then,the  fweetMuficianfung; 
Of  Bacchus  ever  Fair,  and  ever  Young : 
The  jolly  God  in  Triumph  comes ; 
Sound  the  Trumpets ;  beat  the  Drums ; 
Flufh'd  with  a  purple  Grace 
He  (hews  his  honeft  Face,  ["comes 

Now  gives  the  Hautboys  breath ;  He  comes,  He 
Bacchus*  ever  Fair  arid  Young, 
Drinking  Joys  did  firfl  ordain: 
Bacchus*  Bleilings  are  a  Treafure, 
Drinking  is  the  Soldier  Y  Pleafure; 
Rich  the  Treafure, 
Sweet  the  Pleafure ; 
Sweet  is  Pleafure  after  Pain. 

CHORUS. 
Bacchus'  Blejfings  are  a  Trea/ure ; 
^Drinking  is  the  Soldier's  Tleajure ; 
Rich  the  Treafure* 
Sweet  the  <Pleafiire\ 
Sweet  is  Tleajure  after  'Pain. 

B  b  i 


/ 
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IV. 

Sooth'd  with  the  Sotftid  the  King  grew  ▼tin; 
Fought  all  hisBattels  o'er  again  ;j-flew>  theflain 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  Foes ;  and  thrice  he 
The  Matter  faw  the  Madaefs  rife  «   „ 
His  glowing  Cheeks,  his  ardent  Eyes ; 
And  while  He  Heav'n  and  Earth  defy'd, 
Chang'd  his  Hand,  and  check'd  his  Pride. 
He  chofe  a  Mournful  Mufe 
Soft  Pity  to  infufe: 
He  fung  "Darius  Great  and  Good, 

By  too  fevere  a  Fate, 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen, 
Fallen  from  his  high  Eftate, 
And  weitring  in  his  Blood  i 
Defer  ted  at  his  utmoft  Need, 
By  thofe  his  former  Bounty  fed  j 
On  the  bare  Earth  expos'd  He  lies, 
With  not  a  Friend  to  clofe  his  Eyes. 

With  down-caftLoofcs  the  joylefcVi&or  fate, 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  Soul 
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The  various  Turns  of  Chance  below ; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  Sigh  he  ftole; 
And  Tears  began  to  flow. 
CHORUS. 
Revolving  in  his  altered  Sent 

The  various  Turns  of  Chance  Beiowt 
And>  now  and  then,  a  Sigh  he  ftole ; 
And  Teart  began  to  flow. 

V. 
The  Mighty  Mailer  fmil'd,  to  fee 
That  Love  was  in  the  next  Degree : 
Twas  but  a  Kindred-Sound  to  move ; 
For  Pity  melts  the  Mind  to  Love. 
Softly  fweet,  in  Indian  Meafures, 
Soon  he  footh'd  his  Soul  to  Pleafures. 
War,  he  fung,  is  Toil  and  Trouble ; 
Honour  but  an  empty  Bubble. 

Never'  ending,  (till  beginning, 
Fighting  ftill,  and  dill  deftroying, 

If  the  World  be  worth  thy  Winning, 
Think,  O  think,  it  worth  Enjoying. 
Lovely  Thais  fits  befides  thee, 
Take  the  Good  the  Gods  provide  thee. 
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The  Many  rend  the  Skies,  with  loud  Applaufe; 
So  Love  was  Crown'd,  but  Mufick  won  the  Caufe. 
The  Prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  Pain, 
Gafc'd  on  the  Fair 
Who  caus'd  his  Care, 
And  figh'd  and  look'd,  figh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again : 
At  length,  with  Love  and  Wine  at  once  opprefs'd, 
The  vanquifli'd  Victor  funk  upon  her  Breaft. 

CHQRUS. 
The  Trince,  unable  to  conceal  bis  2**iB, 
Gaz'd  en  the  Fair 
Who  caus'd  his  Car?, 
And  figh'd  and  look'd,  figh'd  and  hoPd% 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again : 
At  length,  with  Love and Wine at once  oj>frefs'd% 
The  vanquffid  Viftor  funk  upon  her  Br e aft. 

VL 

Now  ftrike  the  Golden  Lyre  again : 

A  lowder  yet,  and  yet  a  lowder  Straiiji. 

Break  his  Bands  of  Sleep  afimder, 

And  rouze  hira>,  lifce  a  rattling  Peal  of  Thunder? 
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Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  Sound 
Has  rais'd  up  his  Head, 
As  awak'd  from  the  Dead, 
And  amaz'd,  he  flares  around. 
Revenge,  Revenge,  Timotheus  cries, 
See  the  Furies  arife : 
See  the  Snakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hifs  in  their  Hair, 
And  the  Sparkles  that  flafh  from  their  Eyes! 
Behold  a  ghaftly  Band, 
Each  a  Torch  in  his  Hand ! 
Thofe  are  Grecian  Ghofts,  that  in  Battel  were  flain, 

And  unbury'd  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  Plain. 
Give  the  Vengeance  due 
To  the  Valiant  Crew. 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  Torches  on  high, 

How  they  point  to  the  'Perfim  Abodes, 
And  glittering  Temples  of  their  Hoftile  Gods ! 
The  Princes  applaud,  with  a  furious  Joy;  rftjoy. 
And  the  King  feiz'da  Flambeau,  with  Zeal  to  dc- 
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led  the  Way, 
To  light  him  to  his  Prey, 
And,  like  another  He  lien  y  fir'd  another  Troy. 

CHORUS. 

AndtheKingfei£dnFUmbeau{witbZealtodeftrvf\ 
Thais  led  the  Way, 

To  light  him  to  his  'Prey* 

Andy  like  another  Hellen,  fir V  another  Troy. 

VII. 

Thus,  long  ago, 

Ere  heaving  Bellows  learn'd  to  blow, 

While  Organs  yet  were  mate ; 

4 

Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  Flute 

And  founding  Lyre, 

Cou'd  fwell  the  Soul  to  Rage,  or  kindle  fof  t  Defire. 

At  laft  Divine  Cecilia  came, 

Inventrefs  of  the  Vocal  Frame ; 

The  fweet  Enthufiaft,  from  her  facred  Store, 

Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  Bounds, 

And  added  Length  to  folemn  Sounds, 

With  Nature's  Mother-Wit,  and  Arts  unknown 

[before. 


;    \ 
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Let  old  Timotbeus  yield  the  Prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  Crown; 
He  rais'd  a  Mortal  to  the  Skies ; 

She  drew  an  Angel  down. 

Grand  CHORUS. 

At  loft,  ^Divine  Cecilia  came., 
Inventrefs  of  the  Vocal  frame ; 
Thefweet  Enthuftaft,  from  her  Sacred  Store, 

Enlargd  the  former  narrow  Bounds, 

And  added  Length  to  folemn  Sounds y  rf 
With  Nature's  Mother-Wit ',  ant  Arts  unknown  be- 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  Trine* 

Or  both  divide  the  Crown ; 
He  rais'd  a  Mortal  to  the  Shies ; 

She  drew  an  Angel  down. 


THE 

TWELFTH  BO  OK 

OF 

Ovid's  Metamorphofes, 

Wholly  Translated 


Connexion  to  the  End  of  the  Eleventh  Book. 
/F.facus,  the  Son  a/Priam,  loving  a  Country-Life, 
forfakes  the  Court:  Living  obfcurely,  he  falls in 
Love  with  a  Nymph ;  who  flying  from  him,  was 
kit?  A  by  a  Serpent  \  for  Grief  of  this,  hewou'd 
have  drown' d  himfelf  t  but  by  the  pity  of 
the  Gods,  is  turned  into  a  Cormorant.  Priam, 
not  hearing  of  JE  focus,  believes  him  to  be  dead, 
and  raifes  a  Tomb  to  preferve  his  Memory.  By 

this 
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this  Tranfition,  which  it  me  of  the  finefl  in  all 
Ovid,  the  "Poet  naturally  falls  into  the  Story  of 
the  Trojan  War,  which  is  fkmm'dup,  in  the 
frefent  Book,  butfi  very  briefly,  in  many  Places, 
that  Ovid  feems  morefhort  tbaitV  irgi], contrary 
to  his  nfital  Style.  Tet  the  Houfe  of  Fame,  which 
is  here  deftrib'd,  is  one  of  the  mofl  beautiful 
'Pieces  in  the  whole  Metamorphofes.  The  Fight 
of  Achilles  WCygnus,  and  the  tray  betwixt  the 
Lapythae  and  Centaurs,  yield  to  no  other  fart  of 
this  "Poet:  And  farticularly  the  Loves  and 
Death  o/Cyllarus  «»<i  Hylonome,  the  Male  and 
Female  Centaur,  are  wonderfully  moving: 

RUM,  to  whom  the  Story  wa» 

unknown, 
As  dead,  deplor'd  his  Metamor- 
phos'd  Son: 

A  Cenotaph  his  Name  and  Title  kept,       r      t 
And  Heeler  round  the  Tomb,  with  all  his  Brothers 

This  pious  Office  'Paris  did  not  {hare, 
Abfent  alone ;  and  Author  of  the  War, 
Which,  for  the  Sfartan  Queen,  the  Grecians  drew 
T'  avenge  the  Rape;  and  Jfia  to  fubdue. 
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A  thoufand  Ships  were  mann'd,  to  fail  the  Sea: 
Nor  had  their  juft  Rcfentments  found  deity, 
Had  not  the  Winds  and  W  aves  oppos'd  their  way.] 
At  Aulh,  with  United  Pow'rs  they  meet, 
But  there,  Crofs-winds  or  Calms  detain'd  theFleet. 

Now,  while  they  raife  an  Altar  on  the  Shore, 
And  Jove  with  folemn  Sacrifice  adore ; 
A  boding  Sign  the  Priefts  and  People  fee : 
A  Snake  of  fize  immenfe  afcends  a  Tree, 
And,  in  the  leafie  Summet,  fpy'd  a  Ned, 
Which,  o'er  her  Callow  young,  a  Sparrow  prefs'd. 
Eight  were  the  Birds  unfledg'd ;  theirMother  flew; 
And  hover'd  round  her  Care ;  but  ftill  in  view : 
Till  the  fierce  Reptile  fir  ft  devoured  the  Brood ; 
Then  feiz'd  the  flutt'ringDam,and  drunk  her  Blood. 
This  dire  Oftent,  the  fearful  People  view ; 
Calchas  alone,  by  T hoe  bus  taught,  foreknew 
What  Heav'n  decreed ;  and  with  a  fouling  Glance, 
Thus  gratulates  to  Greece  her  happy  Chance. 
O  Argives,  we  fhall  Conquer :  Troy  is  ours, 
But  long  Delays  {hall  firft  afflicT:  our  Pow'rs : 
Nine  Years  of  Labour,  the  nine  Birds  portend ; 
The  Tenth  fhall  in  the  Town's  Deftrudion  end. 
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The  Serpent,  who  his  Maw  obfcene  had  filTd, 
The  Branches  in  his  curl'd  Embraces  held : 
But,  as  in  Spires  he  flood,  he  turn'd  to  Stone : 
The  ftony  Snake  retain'd  the  Figure  ftill  his  own. 

Yet,  not  for  this,  theWind-boundNavy  weigh'd, 
Slack  were  their  Sails ;  and  Neptune  difobey'd. 
Some  thought  him  loath  the  Town  feou'd  bede- 

ftroy'd, 
Whofe  building  had  his  Hands  divine  employ'd : 

4 

Not  fo  theSeer ;  who  knew,and  known  forelho  w'd, 
The  Virgin  Thabe*  with  a  Virgin's  Blood 
Muft  firft  be  reconcil'd ;  the  common  Caufe 

» 

Prevailed ;  and  Pity  yielding  to  the  Laws, 
Fair  Ipbigcnia  the  devoted  Maid  Trav'd  • 

Was,  by  the  weeping  Priefts,  in Linnen-Robesar- 
All  mourn  her  Fate ;  but  no  Relief  appear'd  : 
The  Royal  Viftim  bound,  the  Knife  already  rear'd: 
When  that  offended  Pow'r,  who  caus'd  their  Woe, 
Relenting ceas'd  her  Wrath;and  ftopp'd  the  coming 
A  Mift  before  the  Minifters  fee  caft;        £Blow* 
And,  in  the  Virgin's  room,,  a  Hind  fee  plac'd. 
Th'  Oblation  flain,  and  Thtbe  reconcil'd, 
The  Storm  was  hufe'd,  and  dimpled  Ocean  fmil'd: 


\ 
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A  favourable  Gale  arofe  from  Shore, 

Which  to  the  Port  defir'd,  the  Grecian  Gallies  bare. 

Full  in  the  midft  of  this  Created  Space,  rpi 
Betwixt  Heav'n,  Earth  and  Skies,  there  ftands  a 
Confining  on  all  three ;  with  triple  Bound ; 
Whence  all  Things,  though  remote,  are  view' 
around ; 

And  thither  bring  their  Undulating  Sound. 
The  Palace  of  loud  Fame ;  her  Seat  of  Pow*r  j 
Plac'd  on  the  Summet  of  a  lofty  Tow'r; 
A  thoufand  winding  Entries  long  and  wide, 
Receive  of  frefh  Reports  a  flowing  Tide.* 
A  thoufand  Crannies  in  the  Walls  are  made ; 
Nor  Gate  nor  Bars  exclude  the  bufie  Trade. 
»Tis  built  of  Brafs,  the  better  to  diffufe 
Thefpreading  Sounds,  and  multiply  the  News: 
Where  Eccho's  in  repeated  Eccho's  play : 
A  Mart  for  ever  full ;  and  open  Night  and  Day. 
Nor  Silence  is  within,  nor  Voice  exprefs, 
But  a  deaf  Noife  of  Sounds  that  never  ceafe. 
Confus'd,  and  Chiding,  like  the  hollow  Roar 
Of  Tides,  receding  from  th'infulted  Shore. 

Or 
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Or  like  the  broken  Thunder,  heard  from  fir, 
When  jfoviodifhnce drives  the  rowling  War* 
The  Courts  are  fill'd  with  a  tumultuous  Din 
Of  Crowds,  or  iffuing  forth,  or  entring  ih> 

•  ■•  ■  ■■  « 

A  thorough-fare  of  News :  Where  fome  dtfvife 
Things  never  heard ;  fome  mingle  Trnth  with  Lks: 
The  troubled  Air  with  empty  Sourtds  they  beat: 
Intent  to  hear ;  and  earger  to  repeat. 
Error  fits  brooding  there;  with  added  Train 
Of  vain  Credulity ;  arid  J6ys  as  vain: 

»  *    •  •    •  * 

Sufpidion,  with  Sedition  joined,  are  near; 
And  Rumors  rais'd,  aftd  Murmurs  tnix'd,  and 

PaniqueFear.  ' 
Fame  fits  aloft;  and  fees  the  fubjeft  Ground ; 
And  Seas  about,  and  Skies  above ;  enquiring  all 

around. 
The  Goddefs  gives.!  h  •  Alarm ;  and  foon  is  known 
The  Greet  ah  Fleet,  defending  on  the  Town^ 
Fi^d  on  Defence  the  Ttojans  are  not  flow 
To  guard  their  Shore,  from  an  expeSed  Foe. 
They  meet  in  Fight :  By  Hettor's  fatal  Hand 

,  .     .  ..... 

Trotejikus  falls, ;  and  bites  the Strand: 

Cc 
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Which  with  expence of  Blood  the  Grecians won ; 
Andprov'd  the  Strength  unknown  of  Triam'sSon. 
And  to  their  Coll  the  Trojan  Leaders  felt 
The  Grecian  Heroes;  and  what  Deaths  they  dealt. 

From  thefe  firft  Onfets,  the  Sigaan  Shore 
Was  ftrew'd  with  Carcaffes ;  and  ftain'd  withGore : 
Neptunian  Cygnus,  Troops  of  Greeks  had  flain ; 
Achilles  in  his  Carr  had  fcowr'd  the  Plain, 
And  clear'd  therr0/*»Ranks:  W  here-e'er  he  fought 
Cygnus,  or  Hector  >  through  the  Fields  he  fought: 
Cygmshe  found;  on  him  his  Force  effay'd: 
For  Hector  was  to  the  tenth  Year  delayM.py.  . 

His  white  man'd  Steeds,  that  bow'd  beneath  the 
He  ehear'd  to  Courage, .  with  a  gentle  Stroke  j 
Then  urg'd  his  fiery  Chariot  on  the  Foe ; 
And  rifing  fhook  his  Lance;  in  aft  to  throw. 
But  firft  he  cry'd,  O  Youth,  be  proud  to  bear 
Thy  Death,  enobled,  by  Telides*  Spear. 
The  Lance  purfu'd  the  Voice  without  delay ; 
Nor  did  the  whizzing  Weapon  mifs  the  way, 
But  pierc'd  his  Cuirafs,  with  fuch  Fury  fent ; 
And  fign'4  his  Bofom  with  a  Purple  dint. 
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At  this  the  Seed  of  Neptune;  Goddefs-born, 
For  Ornament,  not  Ufe,  thefe  Arms  are  worn  j 
This  Helm,  and  heavy  Buckler,  I  can  fpare ; 
As  only  Decorations  of  the  War: 
So  Mars  is  arm'd  for  Glory,  not  for  Need. 
'Tis  fomewhat  more  from  Neptune  to  proceed, 
Than  from  a  Daughter  of  the  Sea  to  fpring: 
Thy  Sire  is  Mortal ;  mine  is  Ocean's  King.         , 
Secure  of  Death,  I  fhou'd  contemn  thy  Dart, 
Tho'  naked ;  and  impaffible  depart : 
He  faid,  and  threw :  The  trembling  Weapon  S 
pafsM  ( 

Through  nine  Bull-hides,each  under  other  plac' 

On  his  broad  Shield ;  and  (luck  within  the  lafl. 
Achilles  wrench'd  it  out ;  and  fent  again 
The  hoftile  Gift :  The  hoftile  Gift  was  vain. 
He  try'd  athird,  a  tough  well-chofen  Spear; 
Th*  inviolable  Body  flood  fincere* 
Though  Cygnus  then  did  no  Defence  provide. 
But  fcornful  offer'd  his  unfliielded  Side. 

Not  other  wife  th'  impatient  Hero  far'd, 
Than  as  a  Bull,  incompafsM  with  a  Guard, 

C  c  * 


1 
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Amid  the  Circus  roars :  foovok'd  from  far 
By  light  of  Scarlet,  and  a  fanguine  War: 
They  quit  their  Ground ;  his  bended  Horns  dude ; 
In  vain  purfuing,  and  in  vain  purfu'd; 

Before  to  farther  Fight  he  wou'd  advance, 
He  flood  eonfidering,  and  furvey'd  his  Lance. 
Doubts  if  he  wielded  not  a  Wooden  Spear 
Without  a  Point :  He  look'd,  the  Point  was  there. 
This  is  my  Hand,  and  this  my  Lance,  he  faid  j 
By  which  fo  many  thoufand  Foes  are  dead. 

0  whither  is  their  ufual  Virtue  fled 7 

1  had  it  once ;  and  the  Lyrnejfian  Wall, 
And  Tenedos,  confefs'd  it  in  their  Fall. 

Thy  Streams,  CaicUs,  rowlM  a  Grimfon-Ffood ; 
And  Thebes  ran  Red  with  her  own  Natives  Blood. 
Twice  Telephus  employ'd  their  piercing'  Steel, 

•       •    •  • 

To  wound  him  fir  ft,  and  afterward  to  heal. 

•  ..... 

The  Vigour  of  this  Arm  was  never  vain : 
And  that  my  wonted  Prowefs  I  retain, 
Witnefs  thefc  heaps  of  Slaughter  oh  the  Plain. 
He  faid ;  and,  doubtful  of  his  former1  Deeds, 
To  fome  new  Trial  of  his  Force  proeeeds>  • 


'  i 


Kr    '  *       »       ■      '    J         '    *  4   i.   £ 
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He  «hof«  J^wfronj  among  the  .reft?  „ ... 
At  himtaM8c&4bi?  Sp^rf|^dpifr<?Vl^jSrej|fe 
On  J&ftfef 4£a*th,  tjis  ^M^ JLnock'4  his  Head, 
And  VqriUj^e>4nd  frrtff  tfee Spirit  fte&.. ... 

TfoJHMi&  jayeUn^-^pthy^e  ftiU.  %frme. 

T£e<ame>  J  wi^^pk^^aMAkF^S/L ... :,- 
And  wiffc^^fcbthe&ms  §necefet©  throw;. 

So  fpol^feijf^td^^ 

The  Wft^nji^uncrx^g^y  Jew ;. 

At  bis  left  Shoulder  aim'd  v  Not  Entrance  found; 

But  back,  as  from  a  Rocki  with  fwift  rebound 

Harmless  return'd:  A  bloody,  Mark  appear 'd, 

Which  with  falfe  Joy-  the  flat ter'd  Herochear'd. 

Wound  there  was  none ;  theBlood  that  w*f  in  view, 

The  Lance-  before  from  Sua  Mmstes  drew.  . 

Headlong  he  leaps  from  off  his  lofty  Car* 

And  ife  clofe  Fight  on  foot  .renews  the-  War* 

Raging  wjth  high  Difdaki,  repeats  his  Blows; 

Nor  Shield  hoc  Armour  can  their  Force  oppofe; 

Huge  Cantlets  of  his  Buckler  ftrew  the  Ground* 

Arid  no  Defence  in  his  hor'd  Arms  i*  foundi 

'     :       ■      ■  .       - 

*  ....  r ..  ■ 


t 
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But  on  his  Flefh,  no  Wound  or  Blood"  is  feen  s 

* 

The  Sword  it  felf  is  blunted  on  the  Skin. 

This  vain  Attempt  the  Chief  no  longer  bears  } 
But  round  his  hollow  Temples  and  his  Ears 
His  Buckler  beats:  The  Son  of  Neflune >{hmn'd 
With  thefe  repeated  Buffets,  quits  his  Ground ; 
A  fickly  Sweat  fucceeds,  and  Shades  of  Night; 

Inverted  Nature  fwims  before  his  Sight :  - 

_»  * 

Th'  infulting  Viftor  preffes  on  the  more, 
And  treads  the  Steps  the  vanquiflfd'trod  before. 
Nor  Reft,  nor  Refpite  gives.  A  Stone  there  lay 
Behind  his  trembling  Foe,  and  ftopp'd  his  way : 
Achilles  took  th'  Advantage  which  he  found, 
O'er-turn'd,  and  pufh'd  him  backward  on.  the 

Ground. 

.  *_ 

His  Buckler  held  him  under,  while  he  prefs'd, 
With  both  his  Knees  above,  his  panting  Breaft. 
Unlac'd  his  Helm :  About  his  Chin  the  Twift 
He  ty'd ;  and  foon  the  ftrangled  Soul  difmifs'd. 
With  eager  hafte  he  went  to  ftrip  the  Dead : 
The  vanifh'd  Body  from  his  Arms  was  fled. 
His  Sea-God  Sire,  ^immortalize  his  Fame, 
Had  turn'd  it  to  the  Bird  that  bears  his  Name. 


A  Truce  fucceeds  the  Labours  of  this  Day, 
And  Arms  fofpended  with  a  long  d«lay.  " 
WhileTr^ifrWalls  are  kept  With  Watch  and  Ward ; 
TheGWdfrbefore  theirTrenches  mount  theGuard; 
The  Feaft  ^apprbachMV  when  to  the  blue-Ey'd 


His  Vows  for  Cygnus  flam  the  Vi&or  paid,    \ 
And  a  white  Heyfer  on  her  Altar  laid.  "J 

The  reeling  Entrails  on' the  Fire  they  threw;    " 
And  to  the  &boY  the  Grateful  Oddur  flew : 
Heav'n  had  its  part  in;  Sacrifice :  The  reft 
"Was  broil'd  and  roafted  'for"'  the  future  Feaft. 
The  chief  invited  Guefts1  were  fet  around:         -* 
AndHuh^r  firft  aflwag*d,theBowls  were  crowri'd  V 
Which  in  deep  Draughts  their  Cares  and  La-f 

bours  drown'd. 
The  mellow  Harp  did  not  their  Ears  employ :  ■ 
And  mute  was  all  the  "Warlike  Symphony : 
Difcourfe,  the  Food  of.  Souls,  was  their  Delight, 
And  pleating  Chat  prolongM  the  Summers-night. 
The  Subject,  Deeds  of  Arm's ;  and  Valour  mown, 
Or  on  the  Trojan  fide,  or  on  their  own. 

Cci 


'-  r- 
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Of  Dangers  undertaken,  Fame  atchiev'.d» 
They  talk'd  by  turns  $  the  Talk  by  turns  relievM. 
What  Things  but  thefe,  cou'd  fierce  AchiUts  tell* 
Or  what  cou'd  fierce  AchiUts  hear  fo  well  ?■ 
The  lail  great  Aft  performed,  of  Cygttus  ilam? 
Did  moil  the  Martial  Audience  entertain : 
Wondring  to  find  a  Body,  free  by  Fate 
From  Steel ;  and  which  cou'd  ev'n  that  Steelrebate : 
Amaz'd,r  their  Admiration  they  renew ; 
And  fcarce  T  elides  cou'd  believe  it  true, 
Then  Nefior  rthys :  What  once  this  Age  has  known, 
In  fated  Cygnus>  and  in  him  alone, 

...  '    A 

Thefe  ]Eyes  have  feen  in  Caneus  long  before, 
Whofe  Body,  not  a  thoufand  Swords  cou'd  bore. 
Caneusj  in  Courage,  and  in  Strength*  excelFd; 

i  ■ 

And  ftill  his  Othry's  with  h|s  Fame  is  fiird : 
But  what  did  moft  his  Martial  Deeds  adorn,     . 
(Though  fince  he  chaqg'd  his  Sex)  a  Woman  born; 

A  Novelty  To  ftrange,  and  full  .qf  Fate, 
His  lift*ning  Audience  ask!d  him  to  relate. 
Achilles  thvis  ppmmends  jch^eir  commpn  Sutq  \ 
O  Father,  firll  for  Prudence,  in  reputei 


i. 


/ 
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1 

Tell*  4tfth  th^jpGgtieoqer  4b  much  thy  own,  ■  ■ 
What  ttiQU  hift  ^ear4>  or  whatof  G**rw  known : 
What  was  be,  whoape  bis.chasgeof  Sex  begun, 
What  Trophies*  jom'd in. War* jrith thee, he  wen? 
Whq  oonqucr'4  bim^and  jn  what  fatal  Strife  v 
The  Youth,  without  aWound,cou'd  lofe  his  Life-? 

Neleides  thenr  Though  tardy  Age,  and  Time^ 
Have  flirunk  my  Sinews,-  and  decay 'd  my  Prime  f 
Though  much  l^ave  forgotten  of  my  Store, 
Yet  not  exbaufted/  I  .remember  more. 
Of  all  that  Arms  atchieVd,  or  Peace  defignM,    1 
That  A&ion  fjtiliiSjfreflier  in  my  Mind 
Than  ought  befide.  -  If  Reverend  Age  can  give  ; 
To  Faith  a  San&ion,  in  my  third  I  Uve,; 

Twas  in  my  feaond  Cent'ry ,  I  furveytt. 
Young  Cants, .  then  a  fair  Thetfolia*  Maid : 
Cant's  the  bright,-  was. born  to  high  Command?  . 
A  Princefs ;,  and  a  Native  of  thy  Land* 
Divipe  Achilles\  every  Tongue  proclaim'd 
Her  Beauty;  and  her  Eyes  all  Hearts  inflanVd* , 
feleufy  thy  Sire,  perhapshad  fought  her  Bed, 
Among- the  reft;  but  he  J$a4  cither  led  '. 
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4  •  t  • 

Thy  Mother  then ;  or  was  by  Promife  ty*3 ; 
But  fhe  to  him,  and  all,  alike  her  Love  denytt. 

It  was  her  Fortune  once,  to  take  her  way 
Along  the  fandy  Margin  of  the  Sea : 
The  Pow'r  of  Ocean  view'd  her  as  fhe  pafs'd, 

■        «  * 

And  lov'd  as  foon  as  feen,  by  Force  embrac'd. 
So  Fame  reports.    Her  Virgin-Treafure  feixM, 
And  his  new  Joys,  the  Ravifher  fo  pleas'd,' 
That  thus,  tranfported,  to  the  Nymph  he  cry'd ; 
Ask  what  thou  wilt,  no  PrayVfhall  be  deny'd. 
This  alfo  Fame  relates  :  The  haughty  Fair, 
Who  not  the  Rape  ev'n  of  a  God  cou'd  bear, 
This  Anfwer,  proud,returnM :  To  mighty  Wrongs 
A  mighty  Recompence,  of  right,  belongs. 
Give  me  no  more  to  fuflfer  fuch  a  Shame ; 
But  change  the  Woman,  for  a  better  Name ; 
One  Gift  for  all:  She  faid;  and  while  fhe  fpoke: 
A  ftern,  majeftick,  manly  Tone  fhe  took. 
A  Man  fhe  was :  And  as  the  Godhead  fwore, 
To  Caneus  turn'd,  who  Cants  was  before. 
To  this  the  Lover  adds,  without  requeft: 

•  ■  r 

No  force  of  Steel  fliou'd  violate  his  Breaft. 


OYidls  Metamorplofis.  595 


Glad  of. the  Gift*  the  new-made  Warrior  goes:- 
And  Arms  among  the  Greeks  $  and  longs  for  equal 

Now  brave  Ptritbous,  bold  Jxionh Son,  ■*?&**■ 
.The  Loveof  fair  tiifpodame  bad  won/> :-'> :>' 
The  Cloud-begotten  Race,  Ifalf  Men,  half  Beaft, 
Invited,  came  tograce  the  Nuptial ffeaH: ■•:     f  ■'. 
Jn  a  coot  Cave's  recefs  the  Treat  was  made,  ' 
Whole  Entrance*  Trees  with  fpr eading  Boughs 

.'      o'erftade: 


x  ■      .  •  *  •     ■  I 


I,  •    »+--       -  _  .  '  t 


[came, 
They  fate  .*  And'fammon'd  by  the  Bridegroom, 

To  mix  with  thofe  the  Lapyth*±n  Name  i ' 

Nor  wanted  I :  The  Roofs  with  Joy  Vefound :    • 

And  Hymtn,  lo  Hymen*  rung  around. 

Rais'd  Altars  fnone  with  holy  Fires  \  the  Bride, 

Lovely  her  felf  (and  lovely  by  her  fide 

A  bevy  of  bright  Nymphs,  with  fobeir  Grace, J. 

Came  glitt'ring  like  a  Star;  and  took  her  Place. 

Herheav'nly  Form  beheld,  all  wifiVd  her  Jdyj 

And  little  wanted,  burin  vain,  their  Wilhes  ail  'em* 

For  One,moff  BrutaI,dfthfrBriitaI  Broodi^y*' 
Or  whether  Wine  or  Beauty  fif'd  his  Blood,4 •  - 
Or  both  at  once,  beheld  With  luftful  Eyes*  ;-;  ■ 
The  Bride ;  at  once  refolv'd  to  make  his  Ptvia.. 
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Down  went  the  Board;  and  faftningon  her  Haiti 
He  feizM  with  fudden  Force. the  frighted  Fair. 
•Twas  Eurytus  began :  His  bellial  Kind 
His  Crime  purfu'd;  and  each  as  pleased  his  Mind, 
Or  her,  whom  Chance  prefented,  took:  The  Fed 
An  Image  of  a  taken  Town  exprefs'd. 

TheCave  refounds  withFemaleShrieks ;  we  rife, 
Mad  with  Revenge,  to  make  a  fwift  Keprife: 
And  The  feus  firft ;  W  hat  Frenzy  has  poflefs'd, 
O  Eurytus  *  he  cry'd,  thy  brutal  Breaft, 
To  wrong  Teritbous,  and  not  him  alone, 
But  while  I  live,  two  Friends  conjoyn'd  in  one? 

To  juftifie  his  Threat,  he  thrufts  afide 
The  Crowd  of  Centaurs ;  and  redeems  the  Bride: 
TheMonfter  nought  f  eply'd:  For  Words  were  vaini 
And  Deeds  cou'd  only  Deeds  unjuft  maintain: 
But  anfwers  with  his  Hand  j  and  forward  prefs'd, 
With  Blows  redoubled,  on  his  Face  and  Breaft 
An  ample  Goblet  Hood,  of  an  tick  Mold* 
And  rough  with  Figures  of  the  rifing  Gold; 
The  Hero  fnatch'd  it  up:  And  tofs'd  in  Air, 
Full  at  the  Front  of  the  foul  Raviflier, 


.'/■Fv 
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1  He  falls ;  and  falling  vomits  forth  a  Flood 
4  Of  Wine,  and  Foam  and  Brains,and  mingled  Blood. 
Half  roaring,  and  half  neighing  through  the  Half* 
r   Arms,  Arms,  the  double-form'd  with  Fury  call ; 
To  wreak  their  Brother's  Death :  A  Medley-Flight 
Of  Bowls  and  Jars,  at  fir  ft  fupply  the  Fight. 
Once  Inftruments  of  Feafts;  but  now  of  Fate; 
Wine  animates  their  Rage,  and  arms  their  Hate. 

Bold  Amycu$y  from  the  robb'd  Veftry  brings 
The  Chalices  of  Heav'n ;  and  holy  Things 
Of  precious  Weight :  A  Sconce,  that  hung  on  high, 
With  Tapers  fill'd,  to  light  the  Sacrifty, 
Torn  from  the  Cord,  with  his  unhallow'd  Hand 
He  threw  amid  the  Lafythaan  Band. 
On  Celadon  the  Ruin  fell ;  and  left 
His  Face  of  Feature  and  of  Form  bereft : 
So,  when  fome  brawny  Sacrificer  knocks, 
Before  an  Altar  led,  an  offered  Ox, 
His  Eye-balls  rooted  out,  are  thrown  to  Ground  n 
His  Nofe  dismantled ;  in  his  Mouth  is  found,     f 
His  Jaws,  Cheeks,  Front,  one  undifUngvufh'dj 

Wound. 
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This,  Belatesy  th' Avenger,  cou'd  not  brook; 
But,  by  the  Foot,  a  Maple-board  he  took  ; 
And  hurl'd  at  Amy  ens ;  his  Chin  it  bent 
Againft  his  Cheft,  and  down  the  Centaur  fent: 
Whom  fputtring  bloody  Teeth,  the  fecond  Blow 
Of  his  drawn  Sword,  difpatch'd  to  Shades  belov. 

t 

Grineus  was  near ;  and  caft  a  furious  Look 
On  the  Side- Altar,  cens'd  with  (acred  Smoke, 
And  bright  with  flamingFires;  TheGodSjhecryM, 
Have  with  their  holy  Trade  our  Hands  fupply'd: 
Why  ufe  we  not  their  Gifts  ?  Then  from  the  Floor 
An  Altar-Stone  he  heav'd,  with  all  the  Load  it  bore: 
Altar  and  Altar's  freight  together  flew, 
Where  thickeft  throng'd  the  Lapythaan  Crew :] 
And,  at  once,  Broteas  and  Oryus  flew. 
Oryus  Mother,  Mycale,  was  known 
Down  from  her  Sphere  to  draw  the  laboring  Moon. 

Exadius  cry'd,  Unpunifh'd  fhall  not  go 
This  Faft,  if  Arms  are  found  againft  the  Foe. 
He  look'd  about,  where  on  a  Pine  were  fpread 
The  votive  Horns  of  a  Stag's  branching  Head: 
At  Grineus  thefe  he  throws ;  fo  juft  they  fly* 
That  the  fliarp  Antlers  ftuck  in  either  Eye : 
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2  Breathjefs  andBlind  he  fell ;  with  Blood  befmear'd ; 

HisEye-balls  beaten  out,hung  dangling  on  hisBeard. 

Fierce1  Rhatus,  from  the  Hearth  a  burning  Brand 
i  Selefts,  and  whirling  waves;  till,  from  his  Hand 
}  The  Fire  took  Flame ;  then  dafh'd  it  from  the  right, 
r  Qn  .fair  Charaxu s  Temples ;  near  the  Sight : 

The  whittling  Pelt  came  on ;  and  pierc'd  the  Bone, 

And  caught  the  yellow  Hair,  that  flirivel'd  while 
it  flione. 

# 

Caught  ,like  dry  Stubble  fir'd ;  or  like  Seer  wood ; 
Yet  from  the  Wound  enfu'd  no  Purple  Flood  j 
But  look'd  a  bubbling  Mafs,  of  frying  Blood. 
His  blazing  Locks  fent  forth  a  crackling  Sound; 
And  hifs'd,  like  red  hot  Iron  within  the  Smithy 

drown'd. 
The  wounded  Warrior  fliook  his  flaming  Hair, 
Then  (what  a  Team  of  Horfe  cou'd  hardly  rear) 
He  heaves  the  Threfhold-Stone ;  but  cou'd  not 

throw; 
The  Weight  it  felf  forbad  the  threaten'd  Blow; 
Which  dropping  from  his  lifted  Arms,  came  down 
Full  on  Comet es  Head ;  and  crufh'd  his  Crown. 


A  a  o"  The  Twelfth  Book  of 

Nor  Rhdtus  then  retain'd  his  Joy ;  bat  faid  ; 
So  by  their  Fellows  may  our  Poes  be  fped ; 
Therewith  redoubled  Strokes  he  plies  his  Head : 
The  burning  Lever  not  deludes  his  Pains  3 
But  drives  the  batter'd  Skull  within  the  Braiot 
Thus  flulh*d,theConqueror,  withForce  renew'd, 
Evagrus,  'Dryas,  Corythus,  purfu'd: 
Firft",  Corythvs-,  with  downy  Cheeks,  he  flewj 
W  hofe  fall,  when  fierce  Evagrus  had  in  view, 
He  cry*d,  What  Palm  is  from  a  beardlefs  Prey? 
Rhatus  prevents  what  more  he  had  to  fay ; 

#  * 

And  drove  within  his  Mouth  the  fiery  Death, 
Which  enter'd  hiding  in,  and  choak'd  his  Breath 
At  T>ryas  next  he  flew :  But  weary  Chance, 
No  longer  wou'd  the  fame  Succefs  advanee. 
For  while  he  whirPd  in  fiery  Circles  round 
TheBrand,a  fharpen'dStake  flrongDryas  found}' 
And  in  the  Shoulder's  Joint  inflicls  the  "Wound. 
The  W  eapon  ftuck ;  which,  roaring  out  withPain, 
He  drew ;  nor  longer  durft  the  Fight  maintain, 
But  turn'd  his  Back,  for  fear ;  and  fled  amain. 

With 
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_  With  hitofted  0r**f,  with  like  Dread  poflefs'df 
Thaurnkt,  and  Me  don  wounded  jnrthe  Bread) 

{.  And  Mermftosy  in  (he  kite  Race  renown^, 
Now  limping  ran,  and  tardy  with  his  Wound. 

i  Vholus  and  Mektitens  from  Fight  withdrew,  • 

,  And  ^&m  mttm'di  wfeo  Boars  eflcountrmg  flew :  - 
And  Augur  Ajtyto,  whefe  Arc  in  vain* 
From  Fight  difluaded  the  four-footed  Train, 
Now  beat  the  Hoof  wkh  Neffits  en  the  PJain; 
But  to  his  Fd  W  cry'd,  be  fafcly  flow, 
Thy  Death  deferr'd  is  doc  to  great  Abides'  Bow. 

1 

Mean  time  ftrcmg !>ry*s  wg'd  hisChancefo  well, 
That  Lytidas*  Arm*  hfibrens  feH ; 
All,  one  by  one,  and  fight mg  Face  to  Face : 
Crevdms  fed,  to  fall  with,  motfe  Difgrace : 
For *  fearful,  while  he  fook'd  behind,  be  bore 
Betwixt  hisNafe  and  Fronts  the  Blow  before. 
Amid  the  Noife  and  Tumult  of  the  Fray, 
Snoring,  and  drunk  with  Wine,  Afhidas  lay. 
Ev'n  then  the  Bowl  within  his  Hand  he  l^ept: 
And  on  a  Bear's  rough  Hide  fecurely  flept. 
Him  Tborbas  with  his  flying  Dart,  transfix'd; 
Take  thy  nextDraught,with  J^/>»  Waters  mix'd, 

Dd 
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And  deep  tby  fill,  th'  infolting  Vidor  cry*d ; 
Surprised  with  Death  unfelt,  the  Centaur  dy'd ; 
The  ruddy  Vomit,  as  he  breath'd  his  Saul, 
RepafsM  his  Throat ;  and  fill'd  his  empty  BowL 

I  faw  Tetr****  Arms,  employ'd  around 
A  well-grown  Oak,  to  root  it  from  the  Ground. 
This  way,and  that,  he  wrench'd  the  fibrous  Bands; 
The  Trunk  was  like  a  Sappling  in  his  Hands, 
And  ftill  obeytt  the  Bent:  While  thus  he  flood, 
TeritbousDatX.  drove  on;  and  nail'd  him  to  the  Wood. 
Lycut  and  Chromys  fell,  by  him  opprefs'd : 
Helops  and  Diftys  added  to  the  reft 
A  nobler  Palm :  Helops,  through  either  Ear 
Transfixed,  received  the  penetrating  Spear. 
This©itfjv  faw;  and, feizM with fudden Fright,^ 
Leapt  headlong  from  the  Hill  of  fteepy  height;  ( 
And  crufh'd  an  Afh  beneath,  that  cou'd  notf 
bear  his  weight.  j 

The  fhatter'd  Tree  receives  his  fall ;  and  ftrikes, 
Within  his  f  ull-blownPaunch,the  fharpen'dSpikes. 
Strong  Aphareus  had  heav'd  a  mighty  Stone, 

The  Fragment  of  a  Rock ;  and  wou'd  have  thrown; 

1 
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But  Thefeus)  with  a  Club  of  harden'd  Oak, 
The  Cubit-bone  of  the  bold  Centaur  broke ; 
And  left  him  maim'd;  nor  feconded  the  Stroke. 
Then  leapt  on  tali  BianorJs  Back:  (Who  bore 
No  mortal  Burden  but  his  own,  before.) 
Prefs'd  with  his  Knees  his  Sides;  the  double  Man, 
His  fpeed  with  Spurs  increased,  unwilling  ran. 
One  Hand  the  Hero  faften'd  on  his  Locks ; 
His  other  plyM  him  with  repeated  Strokes. 
TheClub  rung  round  his  Ears,  and  batterMBrows ; 
He  falls;  and  lafhing  up  his  Heels,  his  Rider  throwsl 

The  fame  Herculean  Arms,  Nedymnus  wound; 
And  lay  by  him  Lycotas  on  the  Ground  • 
And  Hippo/us,  whofe  Beard  his  Breaft  invades;' 
And  Rt]>heus>  haunter  of  the  Woodland  Shades: 
And  Tereusf  us'd  with  Mountain- Bears  to  ftrive ; 
And  from  their  Dens  to  draw  th'  indignant  Beads 

Demoleon  cou'd  not  bear  thishatefulSight,^ye# 
Or  the  long  Fortune  of  th'  Athenian  Knight : 
But  pull'd  with  all  his  Force,  .to  difengage 
From  Earth  a  Pine ;  the  Produft  of  an  Age : 
The  Root  ftuckfaft:  The  broken  Trunk  hefent 
fa  The  feus :  The  feus  fruftrates  his  Intent, 
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And  leaps  afide ;  by  T  alias  warn'd,  the  Blow 
To  fliun :  (for  fo  he  faid ;  and  we  believ'd  it  fo.) 
Yet  not  in  vain,  th'  enormous  Weight  was  caft ; 
Which  Crstttor's  Body  funder'd  at  the  Waift. 
Thy  Father's  Squire,  Achillcsy  and  bis  Care ; 
Whom  Conquer'd  in  the  THkpc'um  Wax, 
Their  King,  his  prefent  Ruin  to  prevent, 
A  Pledge  of  Peace  implor'd,  to  Teltmt  feat. 

Thy  Sire,  with  grieving  Eyes,  beheld  bis  Fate; 
And  cry*d,  Not  long,  lov'd  Cnatf«r,  {halt  thou  wait 
Thy  vow'd  Revenge.  At  once  he  faid,  and  threw 
His  AJhen-Spear ;  which  quiver'd  as  it  flew  ; 
With  all  his  Force  and  allhis  Soul  apply'd ; 
The  fharp  Point  enter'd  in  the  Centaur's  Side: 
Both  Hands*  towrench  it  out,  theMonfter  joia*d; 
And  wrench'd  it  out ;  but  left  the  Steel  behind. 
Stuck  in  his  Lungs  it  flood :  Inrag'd  he  rears 
His  Hoofs,  and  down  to  Ground  thy  Father  bears. 
Thus  trampled  under  Foot,  his  Shield  defends 
His  Hsad ;  his  other  Hand  the  Lance  protends. 
Ev'n  while  he  lay  extended  on  the  Dufi» 
He  fped  the  Centaur,  with  one  finglc  Thruft. 
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Two  more,  his  Lance  before  transfixed  from  far; 
And  two,  his  Sword  hadilain,  in  defer  War. 
To  theifc  was  added  iD*rjl*s :  Who  fpread 
A  Bull's  two  goring  Horns  around  his  Head. 
With  thefe  he  puftiM ;  in  Blood  already  dyfd; 
Him,  fearlefe,  I  approach'd ;  and  thus  defy'd  : 
Now  Monfter,  now,  by  Proof  it  ihall  appear, 
Whether  thy  Horns  are  fliarper,  or  tny  Spear. 
At  this,  t  threw:  For  want  of  other  Ward, 
He  lifted  up  his  Hand,  his  Front  to  guard.    - 
His  Hand  it  pafs'd  ;  and  fix'd  it  to  his  Brow : 
Loud  Shouts  of  ours  attend  the  lucky  Blow. 
Him  Feleus  finiih'd,  with  a  fecond  Wound, 
Which  thro7  the  Navel  piere'd :  He  reel'd  around}1 
And  dcag'd  his  dangling  Bowels  on  (foe  Ground,, 
Trod  what  be  drag'd ;  and  what  he  trod  he  crufli'd  : 
And  tohisMother-Earth,with  empty  Belly,  ruih'd, 

Nor  cou'd  thy  Form,  O  Cyllarus,  foreflow 
Thy  Fate ;  (if  Form  to  Monfters  Men  allow :) 
Juft  bloonTd  thy  Beard :  Thy  Beard  of  golden  Hue: 
Thy  Locks,  in  golden  W  aves,  about  thy  Shoulders 
flew. 

Ddi 
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Sprightly  thy  Look :  Thy  Shapes  in  ev'ry  put 
So  clean,  as  might  indraft  the  Sculptor's  Art; 
As  far  as  Man  extended :  Where  began 
The  Bead,  the  Bead  was  equal  to  the  Man. 
Add  but  a  Horfes  Head  and  Neck;  and  he, 
O  Caftor,  was  a  Courier  worthy  thee. 
So  was  his  Back  proportion^  for  the  Seat ; 
So  rofe  his  brawny  Ched ;  fo  fwiftly  mov'd  his  Feet. 
Coal-black  his  Colour,  but  like  Jet  it  (hone; 
His  Legs  and  flowing  Tail  were  white  alone. 
Belov'd  by  many  Maidens  of  his  Kind ; 
But  fair  Hylonome  poflefs'd  his  Mind ; 
Hylonome^  for  Features,  and  for  Face, 
Excelling  all  the  Nymphs  of  double  Race : 
Nor  lefs  her  Blandiihments,  than  Beauty,  move  ; 
At  once  both  loving,  and  confeffing  Love. 
For  him  (he  drefs'd :  For  him  with  Female  Care 
She  comb'd,  and  fet  in  Curls,  her  auborn  Hair, 
Of  Rofes,  Violets,  and  Lillies  mix'd, 
And  Sprigs  of  flowing  Rofemary  betwixt, 
She  form'd  the  Chaplet,  that  adorn'd  ber  Front : 
In  Waters  of  the  Tagafican  Fount, 
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And  in  the  Streams  that  from  the  Fountain  play, 
She  wafh'd  her  Face ;  and  bath'd  her  twice  a  Day. 
The  Scarf  of  Furs,  that  hung  below  her  Side, 
Was  Efroin,  or  the  Panther's  fpotted  Pride ; 
Spoib  of  no  common  Beaft:  With  equal  Flame 
They  lov'd :  Their  Sylvan  Pleafures  were  the  fame : 
All  Day  they  hunted:  And  when  Day  expir'd, 
Together  to  fomeihady  Cave  retired  : 
Invited  to  the  Nuptials,  both  repair ; 
And,  Side  by  Side,  they  both  engage  in  War. 

Uncertain  from  what  Hand,  a  flying  Dart 
At  Cyllaruf  was  fent;  which  pierc'd  his  Heart. 
The  Javelin  drawn  from  out  the  mortal  Wound, 
He  faints  with  ftagg'ring  Steps ;  and  feeks  the 

Ground : 
The  Fair,  within  her  Arms  receiv'd'his  Fall, 
And  drove  his  wandring  Spirits  to  recal : 
And  while  her  Hand  the  ftreaming  Blood  opposed, 
Join'd  Face  to  Face,  his  Lips  with  hersfheclos'd* 
Stiffled  with  Rifles,  a  fweet  Death  he  dies  j 
She  fills  the  Fields  with  undiftinguifh'd  Cries: 
At  lead  her  Words  were  in  her  Clamour  drown'dj 
For  jny  ftunn'd  Ears  received  no  vocal  Sound, 
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In  madnefs  of  her  Grief,  0>e  fere'd  tt*  Iter* 
New-drawn,  and  reeki&gfrpq)  her  Lover's  Heart; 
To  her  bare  Bofom  the  fbaf  p  Point  appiy'd  , 
Andwounded  fell;  and  felling  by  hisSMe^  *, 
Embrac'd  htmin  her  Arms ;  and  thus  embracing* 

£vJn  ftill  methinks,  I  fee  Tbswmtsi  .    ,    . 
Strange  was  pis  Habit;  and  as  odd  httBreis. 
Six  Lions  Hides,  with  Thongs  together  h&, 
His  upper  Part  defended  to  his  Waiftr 
And  where  Man  ended,  the  continued  Veil* 
Spread  on  his  Back,  the  Houfsand  Trappings  of  a 

Beaft. 
A  Stump  too  heavy  for  a  Team  to  draw, 
(It  feems  a  Fable,  tho'  the  Fa&  I  faw ;) 
He  threw  at  Tholon ;  the  defcending  Blow 
Divides  the 'Skull,  and  cleaves  his  Head  in  ttra. 
The  Brains,  from  Nofe  and  Mouth,  and  either  Ear, 
Came  ifluing  but,  as  through  a  Coieadar 
The  curdled  Milk ;  or  from  the  Pre fs  the  Whey, 
Driv'n  down  by  Weights  above*  is  drained  away. 

ButUro,;  while  looping  down  to  fpoiltheSkta, 
Pierc'd  through  thePauhchyi  tumbled  on  thePlain. 
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Then  Cbthottyits*  <md  TeteHss  I  itew : 
A  Fork  the  former  arm'd ;  *  Dart  bis  Fellow  threw. 
The  Javelin  wounded  me ;  (behold  the  Scar.) 
Then  was  my  time  to  feefc  the  J>»/*«  War  • 
Then  I  was  Hector's  Match  in  open  Field ; 
But  he  was  then  unborn ;  at  leaft  «  Child : 
Nov,  I  am. nothing.    I  forbear  to  tell         -    r 
By  ¥eripba*tai\\avi  Pyretmx  fell; 
The  Centaur  by  the  Knight t  Nor  villi .  flay 
On  Amply**  or  what  Deaths  hedelt  that  Day: 
What  Honour,  with  a  polnckfc  Lance,  Uo  won, 
Stuck  in  the  Front  of  a  Four-footed  Man. 
What  Fame  young  Macatrt&obu'md  in  Fight: 
Or  dwell  on  Nejfitr%  now  retum'd  front  Flight. 
How  Prophet  Mopjus  not  alone  divw'd  * 
Whofe  Valottr  equaird  his  forefeeing  Mind. 
'  Already  C^aetts,  with  his  conquering  Hand, 
Had  (laughter 'd  five  the  bolded;  of  their  Band. 
TyraebpHtsi  Htfyvuts,  AttmacftMt, 
Bromus  the  Brave,  and  rtronger  $$ifk*hti+ 
Their*  Names  I  number  d>  and  remember  well. 
No  Trace  remaining,  by  what  Wounds  they  fell. 
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Lrtreusy  the  bnlkiefl:  of  the  double  Race, 
Whom  the  fpoil'd  Arms  of  flain  Hdtejks  grace, 
In  Years  retaining  frill  his  Youthful  Might, 
Though  his  black  Hairs  were  interfpers'd  villi 

White, 
Betwixt  th'  imbattlcd  Ranks  began  to  prance, 
Proud  of  his  Helm,  and  Macedonia*  Lance; 
And  rode  the  Ring  around ;  that  either  Hoaft 
Might  bear  him,  while  he  made  this  empty  Boaft. 
And  from  a  Strumpet  wall  we  fufler  Shame, 
For  Csnis  (till,  not  Geneus  is  thy  Name : 
And  ftill  the  Native  Sofrnefs  of  thy  Kind 
Prevails;  and  leaves  the  Woman  in  thy  Mind? 
Remember  what  thou  wert ;  what  Price  was  paid 
To  change  thy  Sex:  To  make  thee  not  a  Maid ; 
And  but  a  Man  in  ihew:  Go,  Card  and  Spin ; 
And  leave  the  Bufinefs  of  the  War  to  Men. 

While  thus  the  Boafter  exercis'd  his  Pride, 
The  fatal  Spear  of  C**evs retch'd  his  Side: 
Juft  in  the  mixture  of  the  Kinds  it  ran ; 
Betwixt  the  neather  Breaft,  and  upper  Man : 
TheMonfter  mad  with  Rage,and  ftung  withSmart, 
His  Lance  directed  at  the  Hero's  Heart : 
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It  ilrook ;  but  bounded  from  his  hardened  Breaft, 
Like  Hail  from  Tiles,  which  the  fafeHoufe  in  veft. 
Nor  feem'd  the  Stroke  with  more  effect  to  come, 
Than  a  fmall  Pebble  falling  on  a  Drum* 
He  next  his  Fauchion  try'd,  in  clofer  Fight ; 
But  the  keen  Fauchion  had  no  Pow'r  to  bite. 
He  thruft ;  the  bhinted  Point  return'd  again : 
Since  downright  Blows,  lie  cry'd,  and  Thrufts  are 
I'll  prove  hisSide:  Inftrong  Embracesheld  £vain» 
He  prov'd  his  Side;  his  Side  the  Sword  repell'd: 
His  hollow  Belly  eccho'd  to  the  Stroke; 
Untouch'd  his  Body,  as  a  folid  Rock ;      rkr0ke ' 
Aim'd  at  his  Neck  at  lair,  the  Blade  in  Shivers 

Th'  Impaifive  Knight  flood  Idle,  to  deride 
His  Rage,  and  offered  oft  his  naked  Side : 
At  length,  Now  Monller,  in  thy  turn,  he  cry'd, 
Try  thou  the  Strength  of  Ctneus:  At  the  Word 
He  thruft;  and  in  his  ShonPder  plung'd  the  Sword. 
Then  writhM  his  Hand ;  and  as  he  drove  it  down, 
Deep  in  his  Bread,  made  many  Wounds  in  one. 

The  Centaurs faw,  inrag'd,th'unhopMSuccefs; 
And  ruining  on,  in  Crowds,  together  prefs; 
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At  him,  and  him  alone,  their  Darts  they  threw 
Repuls'd  they  from  his  fated  Body  flew. 
Amaz'd  they  flood ;  till  Monycbtu  began, 
O  Shame,  a  Nation  conquer'd  by  a  Man ! 
A  Woman-Man ;  yet  more  a  Man  is  He, 
Than  all  our  Race ;  and  what  He  was,  are  We. 
Now,  what  avail  our  Nerves  ?  th'  united  Force, 
Of  two  the  ftrongeft  Creatures,  Man  and  Horfe: 
Nor  Goddefs-born ;  nor  of  I x ion's  Seed 
We  feem ;  (a  Lover  built  for  jtaw's  Bed ;) 
Mafter'd  by  this  half  Man.  Whole  Mountains  throw 
With  Woods  at  once,  and  bury  him  below. 
This  only  way  remains.   Nor  need  we  doubt 
To  choak  theSoul  within;though  not  to  force  it  out. 
Heap  Weight  s,inftead  ofWounds:He  cb^nc'd  to  fee 
Where  Southern  Storms  had  rooted  up  a  Tree; 
This,  rais'd  from  Earth,  agaitt ft  the  Foe  he  threw; 
Th'  Example  (hewn,  his  Fellow-Brutes  purfue. 
With  Foreft-loads  the  Warrior  they  invade;     ") 
Otbrys  and  Teliom  foon  were  void  of  Shade  ;  / 
And  fpreadiag  Groves  were  naked  Mountains^ 
made.  J 
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it  Prefs'd  with  the  Burden  ,C*ne*s  pants  for  Breach; 
And  on  his  Shoulders  bears  the  Wooden  Death. 
To  heave  th'  intolerable  Weight  he  tries  3 
At  length  it  rofe  above  his  Mouth  and  Eyes: 
Yet  ftili  he  heaves :  And  ftruglmg  with  Defpair, 

1  Shakes  all  aiide ;  and  gains  a  gulp  of  Air  : 

,    A  ihort  Relief,  which  but  prolongs  his  Pain ; 

{    He  faints  by  Fits;  and  then  refpires  again: 
At  la(l:s  the  Burden  only  nods  above, 
As  when  an  Earthquake  fthrs  th9  ld&wt  Grove. 
Doubtful  his  Death:  He  fuffocated  feem'd, 
To  moil;  but  otherwife  our  Mopfus  deem'd. 

a   Who  faid  be  law  a  yellow  Bird  arife 
From  out  the  Pile,  and  cleave  the  liquid  Skies: 
I  faw  it  too:  With  golden  Feathers  bright; 
Nor  e'er  before  beheld  fo  itrange  a  Sight 
Whon*  Mopfus  viewing,  as  it  foar'd  around 
Our  Troop,  and  heard  the  Pinions  rattling  Sound, 
M\  hail*  he  cry'd,  thy  Country's  Grace  and  Love; 
Oncefirftof  Men  below,  now  ftrft  of  Birds  above. 
Its  Author  tp  the  Story  gave  iklief: 
For  us*  our  Courage  wag  increased  by  Grief : 


i*. 
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AfhamM  to  fee  a  iingle  Man,  purfu'd 
With  odds,  to  fink  beneath  a  Multitude: 
We  puih'd  the  Foe;  and  forced  to  ihameful  Flight] 
Part  fell ;  and  part  efcap'd  by  favour  of  the  Night 

This  Tale  by  Neftor  told,  did  much  difpleafe 
Tlefolemusy  the  Seed  of  Hercules: 
For,  often  he  had  heard  his  Father  fay, 
That  he  hitnfelf  was  prefent  at  the  Fray ; 
And  more  than  fliar'd  the  Glories  of  the  Day. 

Old  Chronicle,  he  faid,  among  the  reft, 
You  might  have  nam'd  Ale  ides  at  the  leaft : 
Is  he  not  worth  youi;  Praife  ?  The  Pylian  Prince 
Sigh'd  ere  he  fpoke ;  then  made  this  proudDefeno 
My  former  Woes  in  long  Oblivion  drown'd, 
1  wou'd  have  loft ;  but  you  renew  the  Wound : 
Better  to  pafs  him  o'er,  than  to  relate 
The  Caufe  I  have  your  mighty  Sire  to  hate*. 
His  Fame  has  fill'd  the  World ,  and  reach'd  the  Sk] 
(Which,  Oh,  I  wifli,  with  Truth,  I  cou'd  deny 
We  praife  not  He&or  \  though  his  Name,  we  knot 
Is  great  in  Arms;  'tis  hard  to  praife  a  Foe. 

He,  your  Great  Father,  levelPd  to  the  Grouc 
Mefeaifs  Tow'rs:Nor  better  Fortune  found 
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Ellsy  and  Vylos ;  that  a  neighb'ring  State, 
And  this  my  own :  Both  guiltlefs  of  their  Fate. 

t      To  pafs  the  reft,  twelve,  wanting  one,  he  flew ; 

1  My  Brethren,  who  their  Birth  from  Neleus drew. 

\  All  Youths  of  early  Promife,  had  they  liv'd; . 
By  him  they  periih'd :  I  alone  furviv'd. 
The  reft  were  eafie  Conqueft:  But  the  Fate 

'   Of  Tericlymenosy  is  wondrous  to  relate. 
To  him,  our  common  Grandfire  of  the  Main,    , 
Had  giv'n  to  change  his  Form,  and  chang'd,  re- 
fume  again. 
Vary'd  at  Pleafure,  every  Shape  he  try'd ; 
And  in  all  Beafts  Alcides  ftill  defy 'd :  • 
Vanquifh'd  on  Earth,  at  length  he  foar'd  above ; 
Chang'd  to  the  Bird,  Chat  bears  the  Bolt  of  Jove. 
The  new-dhTembled  Eagle,  now  endu'd 
With  Beak  and  Pounces,  Hercules  purfu'd, 
And  cuff  'd  his  manly  Cheeks,  and  tore  his  Face  ; 
Then,  fafe  retired,  and  tour'd  in  empty  fpace. 
Alcides  bore  not  long  his  flying  Foe ; 
But  bending  his  inevitable  Bow, 
Reach'd  him  in  Air,  fufpended  as  he  flood ; 
And  in  his  Pinion  fix'd  the  feather'd  Wood. 
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Light  was  the  Wound  $  but  ia  the  Sinew  tang 
The  Point;  and  his  difabled  Wing  oaftriing. 
He  wheeTd  in  Air,  and  UretcbM  his  Vans  id  vain; 
His  Vans  no  longer  cou'd  his  Flight  faftaiftr 
For  white  one  gather'd  Wind,  one  onfupply'd 
Hung  drooping  down ;  nor  pois'd  his  other  Side. 
, He  fell; The, Shaft  that  flight ly  was impreis'd, 
Now  from  his  heavy  Fall  with  weight,  iaerevs'd, 
Drove  through  his  Neck,  a  flint;  be  fporns  the 

Ground, 
And  the  Souliflues  through  the  Weasoo's Wound. 

Now,  brave  Commander  of  the  JUmtRam  Seat, 
What  Praife  ft  due  from  me,  to  Hercules  ? 
Silence  is  all  the  Vengeance  I  decree 
For  my  (kin  Brothers*  bat  'tis  Peace  with:  thee. 

Thus  witha  flowing  Tongue  old  Ntftor  spoke: 
Then,  to  full  Bowls  each  other  they  provoke : .  . 
At  length,  with  Wearinefc  and  Wine  oppre&&t 
They  rife  from  Table  \  and  withdraw  to  Reft. 

The  Sire  of  Cygn*sr  Monarch  of  the  Main* 
Mean  time,  laments  his  Soo,  in  Battel  fiaUt : 
And  vows  the  Victor's  Death ;  nor  vows  m  va*W 

Fw 
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For  nine  long  Years  the  fmother'd  Pain  he  bore ; 
{Achilles  was  not  ripe  for  Fate,  before :) 
Then  when  he  faw  the  promis'd  Hour  was  near, 
He  thus  befpoke  the  God,  that  guides  the  Year. 
Immortal  Offspring  of  my  Brother  Jove% 
My  brighteft  Nephew,  and  whom  beft  I  love, 
Whofe  Hands  were  joined  with  mine,  to  raife  the 

Wall 
Of  touring  Troy,  now  nodding  to  her  Fall, 
Doft  thou  not  mourn  our  Pow'r  employ 'd  in  vain  f 
And  the  Defenders  of  our  City  (lain  ? 
To  pafs  the  reft,  cou'd  noble  Heflor  lie 
Unpity'd,  drag'd  around  his  Native. TV?)'  ? 
And  yet  the  Murd'rer  lives :  Himfelf  by  far 
A  greater  Plague,  than  all  the  wafteful  .War : 
He  lives ;  the  proud  T  elides  lives ,  to  boaft 
Our  Town  deftroy'd,  our  common  Labour  loft! 
O,  cou'd  I  meet  him !  But  I  wifli  too  late : 
To  prove  my  Trident  is  not  in  his  Fate ! 
But  let  him  try  (for  that's  allow'd)  thy  Dart, 
And  pierce  his  only  penetrable  Part. 

Apollo  bows  to  die  fuperior  Throne ; 
And  to  his  Uncle's  Anger,  adds  his  own. 
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Then  in  a  Cloud  involv'd,  he  takes  his  Flight, 
Where  Greeks  and  Trojans  mix'd  in  mortal  Fight; 
And  found  out  Taris,  lurking  where  he  flood, 
And  ftain'd  his  Arrows  with  Tkbeisn  Blood: 
Thee  bus  to  him  alone  the  God  confefs'd, 
Then  to  the  recreant  Knight,  he  thus  addrefs'd. 
Doft  thou  not  blufti,  to  fpend  thy  Shafts  in  vain 
On  a  degenerate  and  ignoble  Train  ? 
If  Fame,  or  better  Vengeance,  be  thy  Care, 
There  aim :  And,  with  one  Arrow,  end  the  War. 
He  faid ;  and  fhe  w'd  from  far  the  blazing  Shield, 
And  Sword,  which  but  Achilles  none  cou'd 

And  how  he  mov'd  a  God,  and  mow'd  the 
The  Deity  himfelf  dire&s  aright        ^ag 
Th'  invenom'd  Shaft ;  and  wings  the  fatal  Flight. 
Thus  fell  the  foremoft  of  the  Grecian  Name; 
And  He,  the  bafe  Adult'rer,  boafls  the  Fame. 
A  Speftacle  to  glad  the  Trojan  Train ; 
And  pleafe  old  Triamy  after  Hctfor  flain. 
If  by  a  Female  Hand  he  had  forefeen  ^ 

He  was  to  die,  his  Wrfli  had  rather  been  fQueeu  > 
The  Lance  and  double  Ax  of  the  fair  W  anions} 
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\And  now  the  Terror  of  the  Trojan  Field 
The  Grecian  Honour,  Ornament,  and  Shield, 
High^on  a  Pile,  thr  Unconquer'd  Chief  is  plac'd, 
The  God  that  arm'd  him  firft,  confum'd  at  laft. 
Gf  all  the  Mighty  Man,  the  fmall  Remains 
A  little  Urri,  and  fcarcely  filPd,  contains, 
^et  great  in  Homer  >  ftill  Achilles  lives ; 
And  equal  to  himfelf,  himfclf  furvives. 

His  Buckler  owns  its  former  Lord ;  and  brings 
New  caufe  of  Strife,  betwixt  contending  Kings; 
Who  Worthieft  after  him,  his  Sword  to  wield,  » 
Or  wear  his  Armour,  or  fuftain  his  Shield. 
Ev'n  Tiiomede  fate  Mute,  with  down-caft  Eyes ; 
Confcious  of  wanted  Worth  to  win  the  Prize : 
Nor  Menelaus  prefum'd  thefe  Arms  to  claim, 
Nor  He  the  King  of  Men,  a  greater  Name. 
Two  Rivals  only  rofe :  Laertes'9  Son, 
And  the  vaft  Bulk  of  Ajax  Telamon : 
The  King,  who  cherifh'd  each,  with  equal  Love, 
And  from  himfelf  all  Envy  wou'd  remove, 
Left  both  to  be  determin'd  by  the  Laws ; 
And  to  the  Grecian  Chiefs  transferred  the  Caufe. 

E  e  2 
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Ajax  and  Vlyjfes: 

From  the  Thirteenth  Book  of 

O  v  i  D  's   Metamorphqfes. 

JHE  Chiefs  were  fetj  the  Soldiers 
crown'd  the  Field: 
To  thefe  the  Mafter  of  the  feven- 
fold  Shield, 
Upftarted  fierce:  And  kindled  with  Difdain 
Eager  to  fpeak,  unable  to  contain 
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His  boiling  Rage,  he  rowl'd  his  Eyes  around 
The  Shore,  and  Grecian  Gallies  halPd  a-ground. 
Thenftretching  out  his  Hands,  OJove,  hecry'd, 
Muft  then  our  Caufe  before  the  Fleet  be  try'd  ? 
And  dares  Vlyfes  for  the  Prize  contend, 
In  fight  of  what  he  durft  not  once  defend  ? 
But  bafely  fled  that  memorable  Day,         rprev 
When  I  from  He6tor\  Hands  redeem'd  the  flaming 
So  much  'tis  fafer  at  the  noifie  Bar 
#   With  Words  to  flourifli,  than  ingage  in  War. 
By  difPrent  Methods  we  maintain  our  Right* 
Nor  am  I  made  to  Talk,  nor  he  to  Fight. 
In  bloody  Fields  I  labour  to  be  great ; 
His  Arms  are  a  fmooth  Tongue;  and  foft  Deceit: 
Nor  need  I  fpeak  my  Deeds,  for  thofe  you  fee, 
The  Sun  and  Day  are  Witnefles  for  me. 
Let  him  who  fights  unfeen  relate  his  own, 
And  vouch  the  filent  Stars,  and  confcious  Moon ; 
Great  is  the  Prize  demanded,  I  confefs, 
But  fuch  an  abjed  Rival  makes  it  lefs ; 
That  Gift,  thofe  Honours,  he  but  hop'd  to  gain, 
Can  leave  no  room  for  Ajax  to  be  vain  : 

Ee  3 
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Lofing  he  wins,  becaufe  his  Name  will  be 
Enobled  by  Defeat,  who  durft  contend  with. me. 
Were  my  known  Valour  queftion'd,  yet  my  Blood 
Without  that  Plea  wou'd  make  my  Title  good : 
My  Sire  was  Telamon,  whofe  Arms,  employed 
With  Hercules i  thefe  Trojan  Walls  deftroy'd ; 
And  who  before  with  Jafony  feht  from  Greece, 
In  the  firfl:  Ship  brought  home  the  Golden  Fleece  t 
Great  Telamon  from  JEacus  derives 
His  Birth  (th*  Inquifitor  of  guilty  Lives 
In  Shades  below ;  where  Syfiphus^  whofe  Son 
This  Thief  is  thought,  roulsup  the  reftlefs  heavy 
Juft  Macusy  the  King  of  Gods  above      CStone') 
Begot :  Thus  Ajax  is  the  third  frbm  Jove. 
Nor  fliou'd  I  feek  Advantage  from  my  Line, 
Unlefs  {Achilles)  it  were  mix'd  with  thine: 
As  next  of  Kin  Achilles'  Arms  I  claim ; 
This  Fellow  wou'd  ingraft  a  Foreign  Name 
Upon  our  Stock,  and  the  Syfifh'tan  Seed 
By  Fraud  and  Theft  afferts  his  Father's  Breed: 
Then  nmft  I  lofe  thefe  Arms,  becaufe  I  came 
To  fight  uncalled,  a  voluntary  Name, 
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Nor  fhunn'd  the  Caufe,  but  offer'd  you  my  Aidt 
While  he  long  lurking  was  to  War  betray'd: 
Forc'd  to  the  Field  he  came,  but  in  the  Reer ; 
And  feign'd  Diftra&ion  to  conceal  his  Fear : 
Till  one  more  cunning  caught  him  in  the  Snare ; 
(111  for  faimfdf)  and  dragg'd  him  into  War. 
Now  let  a  Hero's  Arms  a  Coward  veft, 
And  he  who  fhunn'd  all  Honours,  gain  the  befl: 
And  let  me  ftand  excluded  from  my  Right, 
Robb'd  of  my  Kinfman's  Arms,  who  firft  appeared 

in  Fight. 
Better  for  us  at  home  had  he  remained, 
Had  it  been  true  the  Madnefs  which  he  feign'd, 
Or  fo  believ'd ;  the  lefs  had  been  our  Shame, 
The  lefs  his  counfelPd  Crime,  which  brands  th§ 

Grecian  Name ; 
Nor  TbiloBetes  had  been  left  inclosed 
In  a  bare  Ifle,  to  Wants  and  Pains  expos'd, 
Where  to  the  Rocks,  with  folitary  Groans, 
His  Sufferings  and  our  Bafenefs  he  bemoans ; 
And  wiflies  (fo  may  Heav'n  his  Wifh  fulfill) 
The  due  Reward  to  him  who  caused  his  111. 
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Now  he,  with  us  to  Troy's  Deftrnftion  fworn, 
Our  Brother  of  the  War,  by  whom  are  born 
Ak  /V«'Arrows,peat  innarrowBounds,  r\youn<js 
Wi:h  Cold  and  Hunger  pinch'd,  and  pain'd  with 
To  find  him  Food  and  Cloathing,  muft  employ 

4 

\  ■  ain  it  the  Birds  the  Shafts  due  to  the  Fateof  Try. 
ft :11  he  lives,  and  lives  from  Treafon  free, 

kovrfe  he  left  Vtyffes*.  Company: 
voir-  Talamede  might  wifli,  fo  void  of  Aid, 
Rather  to  have  been  left,  than  fo  to  Death  betray'd : 
The  Coward  bore  the  Man  immortal  Spight, 
Who  fliam'd  him  out  of  Madnefs  into  Fight : 
Nor  daring  otherwife  to  vent  his  Hate, 
Accus'd  him  firft  of  Treafon  to  the  State, 
And  then  for  proof  produced  the  golden  Store ; 
Himfelf  had  hidden  in  his  Tent  before : 
Thus  of  two  Champions  he  deprived  our  Holt, 
By  Exile  one,  and  one  by  Treafon  loft. 
Thus  fights  Vlyfesy  thus  his  Fame  extends, 
A  formidable  Man,  but  to  his  Friends: 
Great,  for  what  Greatnefs  is  in  Words  and  Sound, 
Ev'n  faithful  Nejtortes  in*  both  is  found: 
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But  that  he  might  without  a  Rival  reign, 
He  left  this  faithful  Neftor  on  the  Plain; 
Forfook  his  Friend  ev'n  at  his  utmoft  Need," 
Who  tir'd,  and  tardy  with  his  wounded  Steed 
Cry?d  out  for  Aid,  and  called  him  by  his  Name ; 
But  Cowardice  has  neither  Ears  nor  Shame : 
Thus  fled  the  good  old  Man,  bereft  of  Aid, 
And,  for  as  much  as  lay  in  him,  betray  tt: 
That  this  is  not  a  Fable  forg'd  by  me, 
Like  one  of  his,  an  Vtyfeart  Lie, 
I  vouch  ev'n  'Diomede,  who  tho'  his  Friend 
Cannot  that  Aft  excufe,  much  lefs  defend : 
He  call'd  him  back  aloud,  and  tax'd  his  Fear ; 
And  fure  enough  he  heard,  but  durft  not  hear. 
The  Gods  with  equal  Eyes  on  Mortals  look, ' 
He  juftly  was forfaken,  who  forfook.' 
"Wanted  that  Succour  he  refus'd  to  lend, 
Found  ev'ry  Fellow  fuch  another  Friend : 
No  wonder,  if  he  roar'd  that  all  might  hear  i 
His  Elocution  was  increas'd  by  Fear : 
I  heard,  I  ran,  I  found  him  out  of  Breath, 
Pale,  trembling,  and  half  dead  with  fear  of  Death. 
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Though  he  had  judg'd  himfelf  by  his  own  Laws, 
And  flood  condemn'd  ,1  help'd  the  common  Caufe: 
With  my  broad  Buckler  hid  him  from  the  Foe ; 
(Ev'n  the  Shield  trembled  as  he  lay  below ;) 
And  from  impending  Fate  the  Coward  freed : 
Good  Heav'n  forgive  me  for  fo  bad  a  Deed ! 
If  {till  he  will  perfift,  and  urge  the  Strife, 
Firfl  let  him  give  me  back  his  forfeit  Life : 
Let  him  return  to  that  opprobrious  Field  ; 
Again  creep  under  my  protecting  Shield : 
Let  him  lie  wounded,  let  the  Foe  be  near, 
And  let  his  quiv'ring  Heart  confefs  his  Fear ; 
There  put  him  in  the  very  Jaws  of  Fate ; 
And  let  him  plead  his  Caufe  in  that  Eftate ; 
And  yet  when  fhatch'd  fromDeath,  when  from  be- 
My  lifted  Shield  I  loos'd,  and  let  him  go :    Clowr 
Good  Heav'ns  how  light  he  rofe,with  what  a  bound 
He  fprung  from  Earth,  forgetful  pf  his  W  ound ; 
How  frefh,  how  eager  then  his  Feet  to  ply; 
Who  had  not  Strength  to  ftand,  had  Speed  to  fly! 
Hett or  came  on,  and  brought  the  Gods  along; 
Fear  feiiM  alike  tjie  Feeble  and  the  Strong: 
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aJEach  Greek  was  an  Vlyjfes ;  fuch  a  Dreacl 
iaTh'  Approach,  and  ev'n  the  Sound  of  Heftor  bred : 
gHim,  flefh'd  with  Slaughter,  and  with  Conqueft 

crown'd, 
[•I  met,  and  over-turn'd  him  to  the  Ground ; 
(When  after,  matchlefs  as  he  deem'd  in  Might, 
He  challenged  all  our  Hoft  to  fingle  Fight ; 
All  Eyes  were  fix'd  on  me:  The  Lots  were  thrown ; 
But  for  your  Champion  I  was  wilh'd  alone : 
Your  Vows  were  heard,  we  fought,  and  neither 
Yet  I  return'd  unvanquifh'd  from  the  Field,  [yield ; 
,  With  Jove  to  friend  th'  infulting  Trojan  came, 
And  menaced  us  with  Force,  our  Fleet  withFlame : 
Was  it  the  Strength  of  this  Tongue- valiant  Lord, 
1  In  that  black  Hour , that  fav'd  you  from  the  Sword  £ 
(  Or  was  my  Breaft  expos'd  alone,  to  brave 
A  thoufand  Swords,  a  thoufand  Ships  to  fave? 
The  hopes  of  your  return!  And  can  you  yield, 
For  a  fav'd  Fleet,  lefs  than  a  fingle  Shield  ? 
Think  it  no  Boaft,  O  Grecians >,  if  I  deem 
Thefe  Arms  want  SJjax,  more  than  Ajax  them ; 
Or,  t  with  them  an  equal  Honour  fhare ; 
They  honour 'd  to  be  worn,  and  I  to  wear. 
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Will  he  compare  my  Courage  with  his  Slight? 
As  well  he  may  compare  the  Day  with  Night. 
Night  is  indeed  the  Province  of  his  Reign : 
Yet  all  his  dark  Exploits  no  more  contain 
Than  a  Spy  taken,  and  a  Sleeper  {Iain.  - 
A  Prieft  made  Prisoner,  T alias  made  a  Prey, 
But  none  of  all  thefe  Aftions  done  by  Day: 
Nor  ought  of  thefe  was  done,  and  cDiomede  away.< 
If  on  fuch  petty  Merits  you  confer 
So  vaft  a  Prixe,  let  each  his  Portion  fliare ; 
Make  a  juft  Dividend ;  and  if  not  all, 
The  greater  part  to  Diomcde  will  fall. 
But  why,  for  Itbacus  fuch  Arms  as  thofe, 
W  ho  naked  and  by  Night  invades  his  Foes  ? 
The  glittering  Helm  by  Moonlight  will  proclaim 
The  latent  Robber,  and  prevent  his  Game : 
Nor  cou'd  he  hold  his  tott'ring  Head  upright 
Beneath  that  Motion,  or  fuftain  the  Weight ; 
Nor  that  right  Arm  cou'd  tofs  the  beamy  Lance; 
Much  left  the  left  that  ampler  Shield  advance ; 
Ponderous  with  precious  Weigh t,and  rough 

Coft 
Of  the  round  World  in  rifinr.  Gold  embofs'd. 
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BThat  Orb  would  ill  become  his  Hand  to  wield, 
s  And  look  as  for  the  Gold  he  dole  the  Shield ; 
Which,  fhou'd  your  Error  on  the  Wretch  bellow, 
It  would  not  frighten,  but  allure  the  Foe  : 
Why  asks  he,  what  avails  him  not  in  Fight, 
,  And  wou'd  but  cumber  and  retard  his  Flight, 
In  which  his  only  Excellence  is  plac'd  ? 
You  give  him  Death,  that  intercept  his  hafte. 
Add,  that  his  own  is  yet  a  Maiden-Shield, 
Nor  the  lead  Dint  has  fufFer'd  in  the  Field, 
Guiltlefs  of  Fight :  Mine  batter'd,  hew'd,  and  bor'd, 
Worn  out  of  Service,  muft  forfake  his  Lord. 
What  farther  need  of  Words  our  Right  to  fcan  ? 
My  Arguments  areDeeds,let  Aftion  fpeak  the  Man. 
Since  from  a  Champion's  Arms  the  Strife  arofe, 
So  call  the  glorious  Prize  amid  the  Foes ; 
Then  fend  us  to  redeem  both  Arms  and  Shield, 
And  let  him  wear  who  wins  'em  in  the  Field. 

He  (aid :  A  Murmur  from  the  Multitude, 
Or  fomewhat  like  a  ilifled  Shout  enfu'd : 
Till  from  his  Seat  arofe  Laertes'  Son, 
Look'd  down  a  while, and  pausM  ere  he  begun; 
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Then*  to  th'  expe&ing  Audience,  rais'd  his  Loot 
And  not  without  prepared  Attention  fpoke: 
Soft  was  his  Tone,  and  fober  was  his  Face ; 
Aftion  his  Words,  and  Words  his  Aftion  grace. 
If  Heav'n,  my  Lords,  had  heard  our  commo 
Pray'r, 
Thefe  Arms  had  caus'd  no  Quarrel  for  an  Heir 
Still  great  Achilles  had  his  own  poffefs'd, 
And  we  with  great  Achilles  had  been  blefsM ; 
But  fince  hard  Fate,  and  Heav'ns  fever e  Deere 
Have  ravifh'd  him  away  from  you  and  me, 
(At  this  he  figh'd,  and  wip'd  his  Eyes,  and  drei 
Or  feem'd  to  draw,  fome  Drops  of  kindly  De\ 
Who  better  can  fucceed  Achilles  loft, 
Than  He  who  gave  Achilles  to  your  Hoaft? 
This  only  I  requeft,  that  neither  He 
May  gain,  by  being  what  he  feems  to  be, 
A  ftupid  Thing,  nor  I  may  lofe  the  Prize, 
By  having  Senfe,  which  Heav'n  to  him  denies 
Since,  great  or  fmall,  the  Talent  I  enjoyM 
Was  ever  in  the  common  Caufe  employed : 
Nor  let  my  Wit,  and  wonted  Eloquence, 
Which  often  has  been  us'd  in  your  Defence 
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And  in  my  own,  this  only  time  be  brought 
To  bear  againft  my  felf,  and  deem'd  a  Fault. 
Make  not  a  Crime,  where  Nature  made  it  none; 
For  ev'ry  Man  may  freely  ufe  his  own. 
The  Deeds  of  long  descended  Anceftors 
Are  but  by  grace  of  Imputation  ours, 
Theirs  in  effeft ;  but  fince  he  draws  his  Line 
From  Jove y  and  feems  to  plead  a  Right  Divine ; 
From  Jove,  like  him,  I  claim  my  Pedigree, 
And  am  defcended  in  the  fame  degree : 
My  Sire  Laertes  was  Arcefius*  Heir, 
Arcefius  was  the  Son  of  Jupiter : 
No  Paricide,  no  banifh'd  Man,  is  known 
In  all  my  Line :  Let  him  excufe  his  own; 
Hermes  ennobles  too  my  Mother's  Side, 
By  both  my  Parents  to  the  Gods  ally'd ; 
But  not  becaufe  that  on  the  Female  Part 

My  Blood  is  better,  dare  I  claim  Defert, 

» 

Or  that  my  Sire  from  Paricide  is  free ; 
But  judge  by  Merit  betwixt  Him  and  Me : 
The  Prize  be  to  the  beft ;  provided  yet, 
That  Ajax  for  a  while  his  Kin  forget ; 
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And  his  great  Sire,  and  greater  Uncles,  Name, 
To  fortifie  by  them  his  feeble  Claim  : 
Be  Kindred  and  Relation  laid  afide, 
And  Honour's  Caufe  by  Laws  of  Honour  try'd: 
For  if  he  plead  Proximity  of  Blood ; 
That  empty  Title  is  with  Eafe  withftood. 
Teleus,  the  Hero's  Sire,  more  nigh  than  he, 
And  Pyrrhus,  his  undoubted  Progeny, 
Inherit  firft  thefe  Trophies  of  the  Field ; 
To  Scyros,  or  to  Ttbya,  fend  the  Shield : 
And  Teucer  has  an  Uncle's  Right ;  yet  he* 
Waves  his  Pretentions,  nor  contends  with  me.' 

Then  fince  the  Caufe  on  pure  Defert  is  plac'd, 
Whence  fhall  I  take  my  rife,  what  reckon  laft? 
I  not  prefume  on  ev'ry  Aft  to  dwell, 
But  take  thefe  few,  in  order  as  they  fell. 

Thetis,  who  knew  the  Fates,  apply'd  her  Care 
To  keep  Achilles  in  Difguife  from  War ; 
And  till  the  threatning  Influence  were  paft, 
A  Woman's  Habit  on  the  Hero  cafl : 
All  Eyes  were  cozen'd  by  the  borrow*d  Veft, 
And  Ajax  (never  wifer  than  the  reft) 

Found 
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Found  no  Telides  there :  At  length  J  came 
With  proffer'd  "Wares  to  this  pretended  Dame ; 
She,  not  difcover'd  by  her  Mien  or  Voice, 
Betray'd  her  Manhood  by  her  manly  Choice ; 
And  while  on  Female  Toys  her  Fellows  look, 
Grafp'd  in  her  Warlike  Hand,  a  Javelin  IHook; 
Whom,  by  this  Aft  revealed,  I  thus*befpoke: 
O  Goddefs-born!  refift  not  Heav'ns  Decree, 
The  Fail  of  Ilimn  is  referred  for  Thee ; 
Then  feiz'd  him,  and  produc'd  in  open  Light, 
Sent  blufliing  to  the  Field  the  fatal  Knight. 
Mine  then  are  all  his  Actions  of  the  War, 
Great  Tekphus  was  conquered  by  my  Spear, 
And  after  cur'dt:  To  me  xhcThebans  owei 
Lebos,  and  Tenedos,  their  Overthrow ; 
Syr os  and  Cylla!  Not  on  all  to  dwell, 
By  me  Lyrnefus  and  ftrong  Cbry/a  fell : 
And  fince  1  fent  the  Man  who  Hettor  flew, 
To  me  die  noble  Heftor's  Death  is  due : 
Thofe  Arms  I  pat  into  his  living  Hand, 
Thofe  Arms,  7 Hides  dead,  I  now  demand. 
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When  Greece  was  injur'd  in  the  Spartan  Prince, 
And  met  at  Aulis  to  avenge  th'  OfFen  ce, 
'Twas  a  dead  Calm,  or  ad  verfe  Blafts,  that  reign'd, 
And  in  the  Port  the  Wind-bound  Fleet  detain'd: 
Bad  Signs  were  feen,  and  Oracles  fevere 
Were  daily  thunder'd  in  our  Gen'ral's  Ear; 
That  by  his  Daughter's  Blood  we  muft  appeafe 
Tfianas  kindled  Wrath,  and  free  the  Seas. 
Affe&ion,  Int'reft,  Fame,  his  Heart  aflail'd ; 
But  fodn  the  Father  o'er  the  King  prevaiPd : 
Bold,  on  himfelf  he  took  the  pious  Crime, 
As  angry  With  the  Gods,  as  they  with  him. 
No  Subject  cou'd  fuftain  their  Sov'reign's  Look, 
Till  this  hard  Enterprize  I  undertook: 
I  only  durft  th' Imperial  Pow'r  controul, 
And  undermin'd  the  Parent  in  his  Soul ; 
Forc'd  him  t' exert  the  King  for  common  Good, 
And  pay  our  Ranfom  with  his  Daughter's  Blood. 
Never  was  Caufe  more  difficult  to  plead, 
Than  where  the  Judge  againft  himfelf  decreed : 
Yet.  this  I  won  by  dint  of  Argument  j 
The  Wrongs  his  injur'd  Brother  underwent, 

And  his  own  Office,  fham'd  him  to  confent. 
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Twas  harder  yet  to  move  the  Mothers  Mind* 
And  to  this  heavy  Task  was  I  defign'd : 
Reafons  againft  her  Love  I  knew  were  vain } 
I  circumvented  whom  I  could  not  gain: 
Had  Ajax  .been,  employ  'd,  our  flacken'd  Sails 
Had ftill at  Auli s  waited .happy  Gales. 

Arriv'4  -at  Troy,  your  Choice  was  fix'd  on  meV 

■  .  i> 

A  fearlefa  Envoy,  fit  for  a  bold  Embafly ;  , 

Secure,,  I  enter -d  through  the  hoftile  Court, 
Glitt'riag  with  Steel,  and  crowded  with  RefortJ 
There,  in  the  midft  of  Arms,  I  plead  our  Caufe, 
Urge. th^  foul  Rape,  and  violated  Laws ; 
Accufe  the  Foes,  as  Authors  of  the  Strife, 
Reproach  the  Raviiher,  demand  the  Wife, 

»  » 

Triam,  Antenor*  and  the  wifer  few* 
I  mov'd ;  but  Taris  and  his  lawlefs  Crew 
Scarce  held  their  Hands,  and  lifted  Swords  i 

But  flood 
In  Aft  to  quench  their  impious  Third  or4  I&oo&i 
This  Menelaus  knows  j  expos'd  to  fhare 
With  me  the  rough  Preludium  of  the  War, 
Endlcfs  it  were  to  tell  what  I  have  done, 
In  Arms,  or  Council,  fince  the  Siege  bqpv. 
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The  firft  Encounter's  part,  the  Foe  repell\§, 
They  skulk'd  within  the  Town,  we  kept  the  Field. 
War  feem'd  afleep  for  nine  long  Year*,  at  length 
Both  Sides  refblv'd  to  pufh,  We  try'd  our  Strength. 
Now  what  did  Ajax  while  Oilf  Arnrctook  ftreath, 
Vcrs'd  only  in  the  gtofc  mechanickTf ade  of  Death? 
If  you  require  my  tteeds,  With  ambtifli'd  Anns 
I  trapp'd  the  Foe,  of  tlr*d  with  &ife  Ahrrins ; 
Secur'd  the  Ships,  dfetfr  Lines  along  thePliuft, 
The  Fainting  chear'd,  chaftis'd  the  Re&efcttaii, 
Provided  Forage,  6ur  ibent  Arms  renetfr'd ; 
Employ'd  at  hoffie,  or  lent  abroad;  the  CotntnOn 
Caufe  purfuM. 
The  King,  deluded  in  a  Dream  by  jf&vt, 
Defpair'd  to  take  theToWft,attd  order*d  to  rehtdte. 
What  Subject  dtirft  arraign  the  PowVStipre&m, 
Ihroduci'ng  Jove  to  juftifie  hte  Dream  ? 
Ajax  might  wifli  the  Soldiers  to  retain 
Frorn  fliameful  Flight,  but  Wiihes  were  in  Vain: 
As  wanting  of  Effect  had  been  his  Wbf&, 
Such  as  of  Courfe  his  thundringf  bngtte  aflblrcte. 
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But  did  this  Spatter  threaten,  did  he  pray, 
Or  by  his  own  Example  urge  their  Stay  ? 
None,  none  of  thefe,  but  ran  hioafelf  3 way. 
I  faw  him  run,  and  was  alham'd  to  fee ; 
Who  ply'd  his  Feet  fa  faft  to  get  aboard  as  He? 
Then  fpeeding  through  the  Place,  I  madea  (land,' 
And  loudly  cry'd,  O  bafe,  degenerate  Band, 
To  leave  a  Town  already  in  your  Hand ! 
After  fa  long  Expence  of  Blood,  for  Fame, 
To  bring  home  nothing  but  perpetual  Shame! 
Thefe  Words,  or  what  I  have  forgotten  fince, 
(For  Grief  infpir'd  me  then  with  Eloquence) 
Reduc'd  their  Minds,  they  leave  the  crowded  Port, 
And  to  their  late  forfaken  Camp  refort : 
Difmay'd  the  Council  met:  This  Man  was  there, 
But  mute,  *nd  not  recover'4  of  his  Fear: 
Therjitet  tax'd  the  &Pg»  and  loudly  rail'd, 
But  his  wide  opening  Mouth  with  Blows  I  feaj'd. 
Then,  rifing,  I  ppcite  their  SpuJs  to  Fame, 
And  jpndje  fleeping  Virtue  into  Flame. 
From  thence?  whatever  he  perfornVId  in  Fight 
Is  juftjy  w*t#>  who  drew  hiwhack  from  Flight. 

Ffi 
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Which  of  theGrai*  ^Chiefs  conforts  withThee  ?  J 
But  "Diomede  defires  my  Company,  i 

And  (till  communicates  his  Praife  with  me.        ) 

i/is  guided  by  a  God,  fecure  he  goes, 

Arm'd  with  my  Fellowfhip,  amid  the  Foes  j 

And  fure  no  little  Merit  I  may  boaft, 

Whom  fuch  a  Man  fele&s  from  fuch  an  Hoaft; 

Unforced  by  Lots  I  went  without  affright, 

4 

To  dare  with  him  flie  Dangers  of  the  Nights 
On  the  fame  Errand  fent,  we  met  the  Spy 
Of  Heftor,  double-tongued,  and  us'd  to  lie  5 
Him  I  difpatch'd,  but  not  till  undermined, 
I  drew  him  firft  to  tell  what  treacherous  Troy  de- 

fign'd : 
My  Task  performed,  with  Praife  I  had  retirM, 
But  not  content  with  this,  to  greater  Praife  afpir'd. 
Jnvaded  Rhcejus,  and  his  Thracian  Crew,  J 
And  him,  and  his,  in  their  own  Strength  I  flew: 
Return'd  a  Vi&or  all  my  Vows  compleat, 
With  the  King's  Chariot,  in  his  Royal  Seat: 

• 

Refufe  me  now  his  Arms,  whofe  fiery  Steeds 
^hcrcpromis'd  to  theSpy  for  hisNofturnal  Deeds; 


■v. 
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And  let  dull  Ajax  bear  away  my  Right, 
When  all  his  Days  out-balance  this  one  Night. 
Nor  fought  I  Darkling  (till :  The  Sun  beheld 
With  flaughter'dLya**.r  when  I  ftrew'd  the  Field 
You  faw,  and  counted  as  I  pafs'd  along, 
Alaftor,  Cromyusy  Ceranos  the  Strong, 
Alcandery  *Prytanis9  and  Halius, 
Noemony  Char  opes  j  and  Ennomus; 
Choon,  Cherfidamas ;  and  five  befide, 
Men  of  obfcure  Defcent*  but  Courage  try'd : 

All  thefe  this  Hand  laid  breathlefs  on  the  Ground ; 
Nor  want  L  Proofs  of  many  a  manly  Wound: 
All  honeft,  all  before :  Believe  not  me ; 
Words  may  deceive,  but  credit  what  you  fee: 

At  thishebar'd  his  Bread,  and  fhow'd  his  Scars, 
As  of  a  furrow'd  Field,  well  ploughed  with  Wars ; 
Nor  is  this  Part  unexercised,  faid  he ; 
That  Gyant-bulk  of  his  from  Wounds  is  free  : 
Safe  in  his  Shield  he  fears  no  Foe  to  try, 
And  better  manages  his  Blood  than  I: 
But  this  avails  me  not ;  our  Boafter  ftrove 
Not  with  our  Foes  alone,  but  partial  Jove* 

Ff  4 
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-Tofave  the  Fleet :» This  I  confefs  is  true, 
(Nor  will  I  take  from  any  Man  his  due:) 
But  thus  affumtng  all,  he  robs  from  you. 
Some  part  of  Honour  to  your  mare  will  fall, 
He  did  the  beft  indeed,  but  did  not  all. 
Vatroclus  in  AchiUes*  Arms,  and  thought 
The  Chief  he  feem'd,  with  equal  Ardour  fought , 
PrefervM  the  Fleet,  repeird  the  raging  Fire, 
And  forced  the  fearful  Trojans  to  retire. 

But  Ajax  boafts,  that  he  was  only  thought 
A  Match  for  Hefior,  who  the  Combat  fought : 
Sure  he  forgets  the  King,  the  Chiefs,  and  Me ; 
All  were  as  eager  for  the  Fight  as  He : 
He  but  the  ninth,  and  not  by  publick  Voice, 
Or  ours  preferr'd,  was  only  Fortune's  Choice : 
Theyfoughf;  nor  can  our  Heroboaft  th'  Event, 
For  Hettor  from  the  Field  un wounded  went. 

Why  am  I  forc'd  to  name  that  fatal  Day, 
That  fnatch'd  the  Prop  and  Pride  of  Greece  way* 
I  faw  T  elides  fink :  With  pious  Grief, 
And  ran  in  vain,  alas  !  to  his  Relief; 
For  the  brave  Soul  was  fled:  Full  of  my  Frien4 
I  ruih'd  amid  the  War,  his  Relicks  to  defend: 
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Nor  ceas'd  my  Tpil  till  I  redeem'd  the  Prey, 
And,  loaded  with  Achilles y  march'd  away: 
Thofe  Arms,  which  on  thefe  Shoulders  then  I  bore, 
'Tis  juft  you  to  thefe  Shoulders  fliould  reftore. 
You  fee  I  want  not  Nerves,  who  cou'd  fuftain 
The  pond'rous  Ruins  of  fo  great  a  Man : 
Or  if  in  others  equal  Force  you  find, 
None  is  endu'd  with  a  more  grateful  Mind. 

Did  Thetis  then,  ambitious  in  her  Care, 
Thefe  Arms  thus  laboured  for  her  Son  prepare ; 
rThax.Aj4x  after  him  the  heav'nlyGift  ihou'd  wear! 
For  that  dull  Soul  to  (tare,  with  ftupid  Eyes, 
On  the  learn'd  unintelligible  Prize ! 
What  are  to  him  the  Sculptures  of  the  Shield, 
Heav'ns  Planets,  Earth,  and  Ocean's  watry  Field  : 
The  Tleikds,  Hyads ;  lefs,  and  greater  Bear, 
Undipp'd  in  Seas;  Oriels  angry  Star  ; 
Two  diff 'ring  Cities,  grav'd  on  either  Hand ; 
Would  he  wear  Arms  he  cannot  underftand  ? 

Befide,  what  wife  Objections  he  prepares 
Againft  my  late  Acceffion  to  the  Wars? 
Does  not  the  Fool  perceive  his  Argument 
Is  with  more  Force  againft  Achilles  bent  ? 
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For  if  Diflembling  be  fo  great  a  Crimed 
The  Fault  is  common,  and  the  fame  in  him : 
And  if  he  taxes  both  of  long  delay, 
My  Guilt  is  lefs,  who  fooner  came  away. 
His  pious  Mother,  anxious  for  his  Life, 
Detain'd  her  Son  ;  and  me,  my  pious  Wife. 
To  them  the  Bloffoms  of  our  Youth  were  due, 
Our  riper  Manhood  we  referv'd  for  you. 
But  grant  me  guilty,  'tis  not  much  my  Care, 
When  with  fo  great  a  Man  my  Guilt  I  fhare: 
My  Wit  to  War  the  matchlefs  Hero  brought, 
But  by  this  Fool  I  never  had  been  caught. 

Nor  need  I  wonder,  that  on  me  he  threw 
Such  foul  Afperfions,  when  he  fpares  not  you : 
If  Pa  lame de  unjjaftly  fell  by  me, 
Your  Honour  fuffer'd  in  th'  unjuft  Decree : 
I  but  accused,  you  doomed:  And  yet  he  dy'd,  m 
Convinced  of  Treafon,  and  was  fairly  try'd : 
You  heard  not  he  was  falfe ;  your  Eyes  beheld 
The  Traytor  manifeft;  the  Bribe  reveal'd. 

That  Thiloftetes  is  on  Lemnos  left, 
Wounded,  forlorn,  of  human  Aid  bereft. 
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Is  not  my  Crime,  or  not  my  Crime  alone ; 
Defend  your  Juftice,  for  the  Fad's  your  own : 
'Tis  true,  th'  Advice  was  mine;  that  (laying  there  J 
He  might  his  weary  Limbs  with  Reft  repair,  > 
From  a  long  Voyage  free,  and  from  a  longer  War.  ^ 
He  took  the  Cotmfel,  and  he  lives  at  leaft ; 
Th'  Event  declares  I  counfelPd  for  the  beft: 
Though  Faith  is  all,  i#Minifters  of  State ; 
For  who  can  promife  to  be  fdrtunate? 
Now  fince  his  Arrows  are  the  Fate  of  Troy, 
Do  not  my  Wit,  or  weak  Addrefs,  employ; 
Send  Ajax  there,  with  his  perfuafive  Senfe, 
To  mollifie  the  Man,  and  draw  him  thence : 
But  Xanthus  {hall  run  backward ;  Ida  (land 
A  leaflefs  Mountain ;  and  the  Grecian  Band 
Shall  fight  for  Troy ;  if,  when  my  Counfel  fail, 
The  Wit  of  heavy  Ajax  can  prevail. 

Hard  Thiloftetcs,  exercife  thy  Spleen 
Againft  thy  Fellows,  and  the  King  of  Men ; 
Curfe  my  devoted  Head,  above  the  reft, 
And  wiih  in  Arms  to  meet  me  Bread  to  Breaft : 
Yet  I  the  dangerous  Task  will  undertake, 
And  either  die  my  felf,  or  bring  thee  back. 
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Nor  doubt  the  fame  Succefs,  as  when  before 
The*Pbrygis*  Prophet  to  thefe  Tents  I  bore, 
Sui  priz'd  by  Night,  and  forc'd  him  to  declare 
In  what  was  plac'd  the  Fortune  of  the  War, 
Heav'ns  dark  Decrees,  and  Anfwers  to  difpiay, 
And  how  to  take  the  Town,  and  where  tjbe  Se- 
cret lay : 
Yet  this  I  compafs'd,  anotfrom  Troy  convey'd 
The  fatal  Image  of  their  Guardian-Maid  ; 
That  Work  was  mine ;  for  Tallts,  though  opr 

Friend, 
Yet  while  fhe  was  in  Troy  did  Troy  defend. 
Now  what  has  Ajax  done,  or  what  defign'd  ? 
A  noiiie  Nothing,  and  an  empty  Wind. 
If  he  be  what  he  promifes  in  Show, 
Why  was  I  fent,  and  why  fear'd  he  to  go? 
Our  boaiting  Champion  thought  the  Task  not^t 
To  pafs  the  Guards,  commit  himfeif  to  Night; 
Not  only  through  a  hoflile  Towjj  to  pafe, . 
But  fcale,  with  fteep  Afceat,  the  facred  Place; 
With  wand'ring  Steps  to  fearch  the  Cifladel* 
And  from  the  Priefts  their  Patronefisto  fteal; 
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Theri  through  futronnding  Foes  to  force  my  way, 
And  bear  in  Triumph  home  the  heav'nly  Prey ; 
Which  had  I  not,  Ajax  in  rain  had  held, 
Before  that  monft'rous  Bulk,  his  fev'nfold  Shield, 
That  Night  to  conquer  Tr$y  I  might  be  faid, 
When  Trdy  was  liable  to  Conqueft  made. 

Why  point'fl  thou  to  my  Partner  of  the  War? 
Tydides  had  indeed  a  worthy  lhare 
In  all  my  Toil,  *nid  Praife ;  but  when  thy  Might 
Our  Ships  protected,  did'ft  thou  fingly  fight  ? 
Alf  johVd,  and  thou  of  many  wert  but  one ; 
I  ask*o*  no  Friend,  nor  had,  but  him  alone : 

m  m 

Who,  hdd  he  not  beeii  well  aflur'd,  that  Art 
And  Conduft  were  of  War  the  better  part, 
And  more  avail'd  than  Strength ,  my  valiant  Friend 
Had  urg'd  a  better  Right,  than  Ajax  can  pretend : 
As  good  at  leatt  Euripylttt  may  claim, 
And  the  more  moderate  Ajax  of  the  Name : 
lire  Critan  King,  and  his  brave  Charioteer, 
And  ifonelans  bold  with  Sword  and  Spear: 
All  thefe  had  been  my  Rivals  in  the  Shield, 
And  yet  all  thefe  to  toy  Pretentions  yield. 
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Thy  boifTrous  Hands  are  then  of  ufe,  when  1 
With  this  directing  Head  thofe  Hands  apply* 
Brawn  without  Brain  is  thine  :  My  prudent  Gare 
Forefees,  provides,  adminifliers:  the  War : 
Thy  Province  is  to  Fight ;  but  when  Ihall  be 
The  time  to  Fight,  the  King  confults  with,  me ; 
No  dram  of  Judgment  with  thy  Force  is  join'd ; 
Thy  Body  is  qf  Profit,  and  my  Mind. 
But  how  much  more  the  Ship  her  Safety  owes 
To  him  who  fleers,  than  him  that  only  rows, 
By  how  much  more  the  Captain  merits  Pfaife 
Than,  he  who  fights,  and  fighting  but  obeys  9 
But  fo  much  greater  is  my  Worth  than  thine, 
Who  canlt  but  execute  what  I  defign. 
What  gain'ft  ihou,  brutal  Man,  if  I  confefs  ,  - 
Thy  Strength  fuperior,  when  thy  Wit  is  lefs? 
Mind  is  the  Man:  I  claim  my  whole  Defert,:, 
From  the  Mind's  Vigour,  and  th*  immdrtal  Part. 
But  you,  O  Grecian  Chiefs,  reward  my  Care, 
Be  grateful  to  your  Watchman  of  the  War: 
For  all  my  Labours  in  fo  long  a  fpace, 
Sure  I  may  plead  a  Title  to  your  Grace: 
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Enter  the  Town;  I  then  unbarr'd  the  Gates, 
When  I  remov'd  their  tutelary  Fates. 
By  all  our  common  Hopes,  if  Hopes  they  be 
Which  I  have  now  reduc'd  to  Certainty ; 
By  falling  Troy,  .by  yonder  tott'ring  Tow'rs, 
And  by  their,  talfen  Gods,  which  now  are  ours; 
Or  if  there  yet  a  farther  Task  remains, 

To  be  perform'd.  by  Prudence  or  by  Pains; 
If  yet  fome  defp'rate  A&ion  refts  behind, 
That  asks  high  Conduct,  and  a  dauntlefs  Mind ; 
If  ought  be  wanting  to  the  Trojan  Doom, 
Which  none  but  lean  manage  and  o'ercome, 
Award,  thofe  Arms  I  ask,  by  your  Decree: 

1 

Or.  give  to  this  what  you  refufe  to  me. 

Heceas'd:  And  ceafingwithRefpefthebow'd, 
And  with  his  Hand  at  once  the  fatal  Statue  (how'd. 
Heav'n,  Air  and  Ocean  rung,  with  loud  Applaufe, 
And  by  the  gen'ral  Vote  he  gain'd  his  Caufe. 
Thus  Conduft  won  the  Prize, when  Courage  fail'd, 
And  Eloquence  o'er  brutal  Force  prevail'd.    , 
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He  who  coa'd  often,  and  alone,  withftand 

The  Foe,  the  Fire,  and  Jove's  own  partial  Hand, 

l 

Now  cannot  his  unmafter'd  Grief  fuftain, 
But  yields  to  Rage,  to  Madnefs,  and  Dtfdain ; 
Then  fnatching  out  his  Fauchion,  Thou,  faid  He; 
Art  mine ;  Vlyfles  lays  no  Claim  to  Thee. 
O  often  try'd,  and  ever  trufty  Sword, 
Now  do  thy  laft  kind  Office  to  thy  Lord : 
Tis  Ajax  who  requefts  thy  Aid,  to  fliow 
None  but  himfelf,  himfelf  cou'd  overthrow : 
He  faid,  and  with  fo  good  a  Will  to  die 
Did  to  his  Breaft  the  fatal  Point  apply, 
It  found  his  Heart,  a  way  till  then  unknown, 
Where  never  Weapon  enter'd,  but  his  own. 
No  Hands  cou'd  force  it  thence,  fo  fix'd  it  flood, 
Tilloutitrufli'd,  expelTd  by  Streams  of  fpouting 

Blood. 
The  fruit  fulBbod  prod  ucM  aFtew'r,  which  grei 
On  a  green  Stem  \  and  of  a  Purple  Hue : 
Like  his,  whom  unaware  Apollo  flew : 
Infcrib'd  in  both,  the  Letters  are  the  fame, 
But  thofe  exprefs  the  Grief,  and  thefe  the  Name. 

THE 


■■'    t  HE       "»'l:  :'■"*  ■'- 

wife  ^i&Mjivn 

■■■  ■■'■■■■  '■"    HER'    '■■■;'.■  -.I 

TAX    E. 

N  Days  of'dldi,  tfhefi "Artimf  fill'd 

the  Thronej 
Whole  Afts   and  Fame  td  foreign 
Lands  were  blown ; 
The  King  of  Elfe  and  little  Fairy  Queen       • 
Gamboll'd  on  Heaths,  and  danc'd  on  ev'ry  Green, 

Gg 
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And  where  the  jolly  Troop  had  led  the  Round, 
The  Grafs  unbidden  rofe,  and  mark'd  the  Ground : 
Nor  darkling  did  they  dance,  the  Silver  Light 

Of  PbtebekvfdL  to  guide  their  Steps  arignt>rNiaht  i 

And,  with  their  Tripping  pteas'd,  prolong'd  the 

Her  Beams  they  followed,  where  at  full  fhe  plaid,! 

Nor  longer  than  (he  fhed  her  Horns  they  £laid,( 

From  thence  with  airy  Flight  to  Foreign  Landsf 

convey'd.  J 

Above  the  reft  our  Britain  held  they  dear,        *) 

More  folemnly  they  kept  their  Sabbaths  here,    I 

And  made  more  fpacious  Rings,  and  revell 

r  half  the  Year. 

I  fpeak  of  ancient  Times,  for  now  the  Swain 

Returning  late  may  pafs  the  Woods  in  vain* 

And  never  hope  to  fee  the  nightly  Train: 

In  vain  the  Dairy  now  with  Mints  is  drefs'd. 

The  Dairy-Maid  expefts  no  Fairy  G\$e&a 

To  skim  the  Bowls,  and  after  pay  the  Feaft. 

She  fighs  and  makes  her  empty  Shoes  in  vain, 

No  Silver  Penny  to  reward  her  Pain: 
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For  Pricfts  with  Pray'rs,  and  other  godly  Gecr, 
Have  made  the  merry  Goblins  difappear ; 
And  where  they  plaid  their  merry  Pranks  before, 
Have  fprinkled  Holy  Water  on  the  Floor : 
And  Fry'rs  that  through  the  wealthy  Regions  run 
Thick  as  the  Motes,  that  twinkle  in  the  Sun ; 
Refort  to  Fanners  rich,  and  blefs  their  Halls, 
And  exorcife  the  Beds,  and  crofs  the  Walls: 
This  makes  the  Fairy  Quires  forfake  the  Place, 
When  once  'tis  hallow'd  'with  the  Rites  of  Grace : 
But  in  the  Walks  where  wicked  Elves  have  been, 
The  Learning  of  the  Parifli  now  is  feen, 
The  Midnight  Parfon  porting  o'er  the  Green 
WithGown  tuck'd  up  toWakes ;  for Sunday  n  ext," 

With  humming  Ale  encouraging  his  Text; 
Nor  wants  the  horyLeer  toCountry-Girl  betwixt. 
From  Fiends  and  Imps  he  fets  the  Village  free, 
There  haunts  not  any  Incubus,  but  He. 
The  Maids  and  Women  need  no  Danger  fear 
To  walk  by  Night,  and  Sanftity  fo  near : 
For  by  fome  Haycock,  or  fome  fliady  Thorn, 
He  bids  his  Beads  both  Even-fong  and  Mor% 


45  x         •  The  Wife  of  BathV  Tale, 

It  fo  befel  in  this  King  Arthur's  Reign, 
A  lufty  Knight  was  pricking  o'er  the  Plain ; 
A  Batchelor  he  was,  and  of  the  courtly  Train.! 
It  happened  as  he  rode,  a  Damfel  gay 
In  Ruflet-Robes  to  Market  took  her  Way ; 
Soofl  on  the  Girl  he  caft  an  amorous  Eye, 
So  (trait  ihe  walked,  and  on  her  Patterns  high: 
If  feeing  her  behind  he  lik'd  her  Pace, 
Now  turning  fliort  he  better  lik'd  her  Face : 
He  lights  in  hafle,  and,  full  of  youthful  Fire, 
By  Force  accomplished  his  obfcene  Defire : 
This  done  away  he  rode,  not  unefpy'd, 
For  fwarming  at  his  Back  the  Country  cry'd ; 
And  once  in  view  they  never  loft  the  Sight, 
Butfeiz'd,and  pinion'd  brought  toCourt  theKnight. 
Then  Courts  of  Kings  were  held  in  high  renown, 
Ere  made  the  common  Brothels  of  the  Town : 
There,  Virgins  honourable  Vows  received, 
But  chad  as  Maids  in  Monafteries  liv'd :    •   • 
The  King  himfelf,  to  Nuptial  Ties  a  Slave, 
No  bad  Example  to  his  Poets  gave : 
And  they  not  bad, .  but  in  a  vicious  Age, 
Had  not  to  pleafe  t hePrince  debauch'd  the  Stage. 
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Now  what  fhou'd  Arthur  do?  Helov'd  theKnight, 
But  Sovereign  Monarchs  are  the  Source  of  Right: 
Mov'd  by  the  Damfel's  Tears  and  common  Cry, 
He  doom'd  the  brutal  Raviflier  to  die. 
But  fair  Geneura  rofe  in  his  Defence, 
And  pray'd  fo  hard  for  Mercy  from  the  Prince; 
That  to  his  Queen  the  King  th7  Offender  gave, 
And  left  it  in  her  Po w'r  to  Kill  or  Save : 
This  gracious  Aft  the  Ladies  all  approve, 
Who  thought  it  much  a  Man  fhou'ddieforLdve. 
And  with  their  Miftrefs  join'd  in  clofe  Debate, 
(Covering  theirKindnefs  with  diflembledHate;) 
If  not  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  Fate. 
At  laft  agreed  they  call'd  him  by  confent 
Before  the  Queen  and  Female  Parliament. 
And  the  fair  Speaker  rifing  from  her  Chair, 
Did  thus  the  Judgment  of  the  Houfe  declare: 

Sir  Knight,  tho'I  have  ask'd  thy  Life,  yctftiH 
Thy  Deftiny  depends  upon  my  Will: 
Nor  haft  thou  other  Surety  than  the  Grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  our  offended  Race. 
But  as  our  Kind  is  of  a  fofter  Mold, 
And  cannot  Blood  without  a  Sigh  behold, 


y 


I  grant  thee  Life;  refer  ving  ftill  the  Pow'r 
To  take  the  Forfeit  when  I  fee  my  Hour: 
Unlefs  thy  Anfwer  to  my  next  Demand 
Shall  fet  Thee  free  from  our  avenging  Hand ; 
The  Queftion,  whofe  Solution  I  require, 
hnvhat  the  Sex  of  Women  moft  dejtre  ? 
In  this  Difpute  thy  Judges  are  at  Strife; 
Beware;  for  on  tby  Wit  depends  thy  Life* 
Yet  (left  farpriz'd,  unknowing  what  to  fay 
Thou  damn  thy  felf )  we  give  thee  farther  Day : 
A  Year  is  thine  to  wander  at  thy  Will ; 
And  learn  from  others,  if  thou  want 'ft  the  Skill. 
But,  not  to  hold  our  Proffer  turn'd  in  Scorn, 
Good  Sureties  will  we  have  for  thy  Return ; 
That  "at  the  Time  prefix'd  thou  fhalt  obey, 
And  at  thy  Pledges  Peril  keep  thy  Day. 

Woe  was  the  Knight  at  this  fevere  Command ! 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  bootlefs  to  witbftand: 
The  Terms  accepted  as  the  Fair  ordain, 
He  put  in  Bait  for  his  Return  again. 
And  promised  Anfwer  at  the  Day  affign'd, 
Thebeft,  with  Heav'ns  Affiftance,  hecou'd  find* 
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His  Leave  thus  taken,  on  his  Way  he  went 
With  heavy  Heart,  and  full  of  Difcontent, 
Mifdoubting  much,  and  fearful  of  th'  Event. 
Twas  hard  the  Truth  of  fuch  a  Point  to  find, 
As  was  not  yet  agreed  among  the  Kind. 
Thus  on  be  went ;  {till  anxious  more  and  more, 
Ask'd  all  he  met,  and  knock'd  at  ev'ry  Door ; 
Enquired  of  Men;  but  made  his  chief  Requeft 
To  learn  from  Women  what  they  lov'd  the  beft. 
They  anfwer'd  each  according  to  her  Mind 
To  pleafe  her  felf,  not  all  the  Female  Kind. 
One  was  for  Wealth,  another  was  for  Place: 
Crones,  old  and  ugly,  wifli'd  a  better  Face. 
The  Widow's  Wiih  was  oftentimes  to  Wed ; 
The  wanton  Maids  were  all  for  Sport  a-Bed. 
Somefaid  the  Sex  were  pleased  with  handfom  Lies, 
And  fome  grofs  Flatt'ry  lov'd  without  difguife: 
Truth  is,  fays  one,  he  feldom  fails  to  win 
Who  Flatters  well,  for  that's  our  darling  Sin. 
But  long  Attendance,  and  a  duteous  Mind. 
Will  work  ev'n  with  the  wifeft  of  the  Kind . 
One  thought  the  Sexes  prime  Felicity 
Was  from  the  Bonds  of  Wedlock  to  be  free: 
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Their  Pleafures,  Hours,  and  Actions  all  their  awn, 
And  uncontrolFd  to  give  Account  to  none. 
Some  wifli  a  Husband-Fool ;  but  fuch  are  curft, 
For  Fools  perverfe,  of  Husbands  are  the  worft : 
All  Women  wou'd  be  counted  Chaft  and  Wife, 
Nor  mould  our  Spoufes  fee,  but  with  our  Eyes; 
For  Fools  will  prate;  and  tho'they  want  the  Wit 
To  find  clofe  Faults,  yet  open  Bolts  will  .hit : 
Tho'  better  for  their  Eafe  to  hold  their  Tongue, 
For  Womankind  was  never  in  the  Wrong. 
So  Noife  enfues,  and  Quarrels  laft  for  Life  5 
The  Wife  abhors  the  Fool,  the  Fool  the  Wife.' 
And  fome  Men  fay  that  great  Delight  have  we, 
To  be  for  Truth  extoll'd,  and  Secrecy: 
And  conflant  in  one  Purpofe  {till  to  dwell ; 
And  not  our  Husband's  Counfels  to  reveal, 
But  that's  a  Fable ;  for  our  Sex  is  frail, 
Inventing  rather  than  not  tell  a  Tale. 
Like  leaky  Sives  no  Secrets  we  can  hold ; 
Witnefs  the  famous  Tale  that  Ovid  told, 

Midas  the  King,  as  in  his  Book  appears,    . 
J5y  Tbsebus  wasendow'4  with- Afles  $ars, 
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Which  under  his  long  Locks  he  well  conceal'd, 
(As  Monarchs  Vices  muft  not  be  reveaPd) 
For  fear  the  People  have  'em  in  the  Wind,  , 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  Dumb  nor  Blind ; 
Nor  apt  to  think  fromHeav'n  their  Title  fprings, 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  Kings.   . 
This  Midas  knew ;  and  durft  communicate 
To  none  but  to  his  Wife,  his  Ears  of  State : 
One  muft  be  trufted,  and  he  thought  her  fit, 
As  paffing  prudent ;  and  a  parlous  Wit. 
To  this  fagacious  Confeflbr  he  went, 
And  told  her  what  a  Gift  the  Gods  had  fent; 
But  told  it  under  Matrimonial  Seal, 
With  ftrifl;  Injunction  never  to  reveal. 
The  Secret  heard,  (he  plighted  him  her  Troth, 
(And  facred  fure  is  every  Woman's  Oath) 
The  Royal  Malady  fliould  reft  unknown, 
Both  for  her  Husband's  Honour  and  her  own : 
But  ne'erthelefs  fhe  pin'd  with  Difcontent; 
The  Counfel  rumbled  till  it  found  a  vent. 
The  Thing  flie  knew  fhe  was  obliged  to  hide; 
By  Int'reft  and  by  Oath  the  Wife  was;  ty'd ; 

But  if  flie  told  it  not  the  Woman  dyU 
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Loth  to  betray  a  Husband  and  a  Prince, 
But  (he  muft  burft,  or  blab ;  and  no  Pretence 

Of  Honour  ty'd  her  Tongue  from  Self-defence. 
A  marfliy  Ground  commodioufly  was  near, 
Thither  (he  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  fear, 
Left  if  a  Word  (he  fpoke  of  any  Thing, 
That  Word  might  be  the  Secret  of  the  King. 
Thus  full  of  Counfel  to  the  Fen  fhe  went, 
Grip'd  all  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  Vent: 
Arriv'd,  by  pupe  Necefiity  compell'd, 
On  her  majeftick  Mary-bones  (he  kneel'd : 
Then  to  the  Waters-brink  (he  laid  her  Head, 
And,  as  a  Bittour  bumps  within  a  Reed, 
To  thee  alone,  O  Lake,  (he  faid,  I  tell 
(And  as  thy  Queen  command  thee  to  conceal ) 
Beneath  his  Locks  the  King  my  Husband  wears 
A  goodly  Royal  pair  of  Afles  Ears : 
Now  I  have  eas*d  my  Bofom  of  the  Pain, 
Till  the  next  ldbging  Fit  return  again ! 

Thus  through  a  Woman  was  the  Secret  known; 
Tell  us,  and  in  efFeft  you  tell  the  Town : 
But  to  my  Tale :  The  Knight  with  heavy  Cheer, 
Wandring  in  vain  had  now  confunVd  the  Year: 
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One  Day  was  only  left  to  folve  the  Doubt, 

_  Yet  knew  no  more  than  when  he  firft.  fet  out. 

M  But  home  he  rauft :  And,  as  th'  Award  bad  been. 
Yield  up  his  Body  Captive  to  the  Queen. 
In  this  defpairing  State  he  hap'd  to  ride, 
As  Fortune  led  him,  by  a  Foreft-fide: 
Lonely  the  Vale,  and  full  of  Horror  flood 
Brown  with  the  Shade  of  a  religious  Wood : 
When  full  before  him  at  the  Noon  of  Night,  " 

*  (The  Moon  was  up  and  ftiot  a  gleamy  Light) 
He  faw  a  Quire  of  Ladies  in  a  round, 
That  featly  footing  feem'd  to  skim  the  Ground  : 
Thus  dancing  Hand  in  Hand,  fo  light  they  were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  Earth  or  Air. 
At  fpeed  he  drove,  and  cameafudden  Gueft, 
In  hope  where  many  Women  were,  at  leaft, 
Some  one  by  chance  might  anfwer  his  Requeft., 
But  falter  than  his  Horfe  the  Ladies  flew, 
And  in  a  trice  were  vanifh'd  out  of  view. 
One  only  Hag  remained :  But  fowler  far 

,  Than  Grandame ilpcs  in  Indian  Fbreits  are: 
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Againft  si  wither'd  Oak  flie  lean'd  her  weight, 
Prop'd  on  her  trufty  Staff,  not  half  upright, 
And  drop'd  an  awkard  CourtTie  to  the  Knight. 
Then  faid,  What  make  you  Sir  fo  late  abroad 
Without  a  Guide,  and  this  no  beaten  Road  ? 
Or  want  you  ought  that  here  you  hope  to  find, 

•  

Or  travel  for  fome  Trouble  in  your  Mind? 
The  laft  I  guefs ;  and,  if  I  read  aright, 
Thofe  of  our  Sex  are  bound  to  ferve  a  Knight: 
Perhaps  good  Counfel  may  your  Grief  aflwage. 
Then  tell  your  Pain:  For  Wifdomis  in  Age. 
To  this  the  Alright;  Good  Mother,  wou'd  you 
know 
The  fecret  Caufe  and  Spring  of  all  my  Woe  ? 
My  Life  muft  with  to-Morrow's  Light  expire, 
Unlefs  I  tell,  what  Women  moil  defire:    . 
Now  cou'd  you  help  me  at  this  hard  Eflky, 
Or  for  your  inborn  Goodnefs,  or  for  Pay; 
Yours  is  my  Life,  redeemed  by  your  Advice* 
Ask  what  youpleafe,  and  I  will  pay  the  Price: 
The  proudeft.Kerchief  of  the  Court  fhall  reft 
Well  fatisfied  of  what  they  love  the  beft.  . 
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1  Plight  me  thy  Faith,  quoth  me,  That  what  1  ask, 
Thy  Danger  oyer,  and  perform'd  the  Task ; 

^  That  (halt  thou  give  for  Hire  of  thy  Demand, 

1  Here  tal^e  thy  Oath;  and  feal  it  on  my  Hand; 
I  warrant  thee,  on  Peril  of  my  Life,        f  Wife 

'   Thy  Word  ihall  pleafe  both  Widow,,  Maid  and 
More  Words  there  needed  not  to  move  the  Knight 
To  take  her  Offer,  and  his  Truth  to  plight. 
With  that  /he  fpread  her  Mantle  on  the  Ground, 
And,  fir  it  enquiring  whither  he  was  bound, 
Badej  him  not  fear,  tho'  long  and  rough  the  Way, 
At  Court  he  ihould  arrive  ere  break  of  Day: 
His  Horfe  ihould , find  the  way  without  a  Guide. 
She  faid :  With  Fury  they  began  to  ride, 
He  on  the  midft,  the  Beldam  at  his  Side. 
The  Horfe,  what  Devil  drove  I  cannot  tell, 
But  onfythis,  theyfped  their.  Journey  well: 
And  all  the  way  the  Crone  informed  the  Knight, 
How  he  Ihould  anfwer  the  Demand  aright. 

To  Court  they  came :  The  News  was  quickly 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  his  Head.       [fPread 
The  Female  Senate  was  aflembled  fooa, 
With  all  the  Mob  of  Women  in  tf\a  T<swsv\ 


.1 
Y 


4*1  The  Mfe  of  Bath'j  Tale. . 

The  Queen  fate  Lord  Chief  Juftice  of  the  Hall, 
And  bad  the  Cryer  cite  the  Criminal. 
The  Knight  appear'd;  and  Silence  they  proclaim, 
Then  firft  the  Culprit  anfwer'd  to  his  Name: 
And  after  Forms  of  Laws,  was  laft  requir'd 
To  name  the  Thing  that  Women  moll  defir'd. 

Th'  Offender,  taught  his  Leftbn  by  the  way, 
And  by  his  Counfel  order'd  what  to  fay, 
Thus  bold  began ;  My  Lady  Liege,  faid  he, 
What  all  your  Sex  defire  is  Sovereignty. 
The  Wife  afie&s  her  Husband  to  command, 
All  mult  be  hers,  both  Mony,  Houfe,  and  Land. 
The  Maids  are  Miftrefles  ev*n  in  their  Name ; 
And  of  their  Servants  full  Dominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  Peril  of  my  Head,  I  fay, 
A  blunt  plain  Truth ,  the  Sex  afpires  to  fway, 
You  to  rule  all ;  while  we,  like  Slaves,  obey. 
.    There  was  not  one ,  or  W  idow,  Maid,  or  "Wife, 
But  faid  the  Knight  had  well  defervM  his  Life. 
Ev'n  fair  Ge»emray  with  a  Blum,  confefs'd 
The  Man  had  found  what  Women  love  the  Bell. 

Upftarts  the  Beldam,  who  was  there  unfeen, 
And  Reverence  mads,  iccofted  thus  the  Queen. 
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My  Liege,  (aid  me,  before  the  Court  arife, 
May  I  poor  Wretch  find  Favour  in  your  Eyes: 
To  grant  my  juft  Requeft:  'Twas  I  who  taught ' 
The  Knight  this  Anfwer,  and  infpirM  his  Thought, 
None  but  a  Woman  could  a  Man  dire£t 
To  tell  us  Women,  what  we  moll  affeft. 
But  firft  I  fwore  him  on  his  Knightly  Troth, 
(And  here  demand  Performance  of  his  Oath) 
To  grant  the  Boon  that  next  I  mould  defire; 
He  gave  his  Faith,  and  I  expert  my  Hire: 
My  Promife  is  fulfill'd :  I  fav'd  his  Life, 
And  claim  his  Debt  to  take  me  for  his  Wife. 
The  Knight  was  ask'd,  nor  cou'd  bis  Oath  deny, 
But  hop'd  they  would  not  force  him  to  comply. 
The  Women,  who  would  rather  wreft  the  Laws* 
Than  let  a  Sifter-Plaintiff  lofe  the  Caufe, 
(As  Judges  on  the  Beach  more  gracious  are, 
And  more  attent  to  Brothers  of  the  B«r) 
Cry  'd  ,one  and  all,  theSuppliaut  mould  haveRight, 
And  to  the  Grandame-Hag  adjudg'd  the  Knight. 
In  vain  he  figh'd,  and  oft  with  Tears  defir'd, 
Some  reafonable  Sute  might  be  requir'd. 
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But  ftill  the  Crone  was  conftant  to  her  Note? 
The  more  he  fpoke,  the  more  fhe  ftretch'd  her 
In  vain  he  proffer?d  all  his  Goods,  tofave  LTuJ'oat. 
His  Body,  deftin'd  to  that  living  Grave* 
The  liquorifli  Hag  rejefts  the  Pelf  with  Scorn: 
And  nothing  but  the  Man  would  ferve  her  turn. 
Not  all  the  Wealth  of  Eaftern  Kings,  faid  flie, 
Have :  Pow'r;  to  patt  my  plighted  Love,  and  me : 
And  Old,  and  Ugly  as  I  am,  and  Poor; 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  Faith;  I  fwore  i  - .  . 
For  mine  thou  art  by  Promife,  during  Life, 
And  I'thy  loving  and  obedient  Wife. 

My  LaseJliNay  rather  my  Damnation  Thou, 
Said  he:  Nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  Vow: 
The  Fiend  thy  Sire  has  fent  thee  from  below, 
Elfe  how  coild'ft  thou  my  fecret  Sorrows  know  ? 
Avaunt  old  Witch,  ;for  I  renounce  thy  Bed ; 
The  Queen  may  take  the  Forfeit  of  my  Head,] 
Ere  any  of  my  Race  fo  foul  a  Crone  (hall.  wed. 

Both  heard,  the  Judge  pronounc'd  agaraft  the 
So  was  he  Marry 'd  in  his  owndefpight ;  LKnigQt ; 

■ 

And 
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And  all  Day  after  hid  him  as  an  Owl, 
Not  able  to  fuftain  a  Sight  fo  foul. 
Perhaps  the  Reader  thinks  I  do  him  wrong, 
To  pafs  the  Marriage-Feaft,  and  Nuptial  Song: 
Mirth  thfere  was  none,  the  Man  was  d-la-mort± 
And  little  Courage  had  to  make  his  Court. 
To  Bed  they  Wefct,  the  Bridegroom  and  the  Bride : 
Was  never  filch  an  ill-pair'd  Couple  ty'd. 
Reftlefs  he  tofs*d  and  tumbled  to  and  fro, 
And  rowl'd,  and  wriggled  further  off,  for  Woe. 
The  good  old  Wife  lay  fmiling  by  his  Side, 
And  caught  him  in  her  quivering  Arms,  andcryM, 
When  you  my  ravifhM  Predeceflbr  faw, 
You  were  not  then  become  this  Man  of  Straw ; 
Had  you  been  fuch,you  might  have  fcap'd  theLaw.1 
Is  this  the  Cuftotn  of  King  Arthur's  Court  ? 
Are  all  Round-Table  Knights  of  fuch  a  fort  ? 
Remember  I  am  ihe  who  fav'd  your  Life, 
Your  loving,  lawful,  and  complying  Wife : 
Not  thus  you  fwore  ia  your  ufihappy  Hour, 
Nor  I  for  this  Return  employed  my  Pow'f  • 
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In  time  of  Need  I  was  your  faithful  Friend ; 
Nor  did  I  fince,  nor  ever  will,  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  Lord,  'tis  much  unkind; 
What  Fury  has  poffefs'd  your  altered  Mind  ? 
Thus  on  my  Wedding-night — WithoutPretence- 
Come  turn  this  way,  or  tell  me  my  Offence. 
If  not  your  Wife,  let  Reafon's  Rule  perfuade, 
Name  but  my  Fault,  Amends  fliall  foon  be  made. 

Amends!  Nay  that's  impoflible,  faid  he, 
What  Change  of  Age  or  Uglinefs  can  be! 
Or,  could  Medea\  Magick  mend  thy  Face, 
Thou  art  defcended  from  fo  mean  a  Race, 
That  neverKnight  was  matched  withfuchDifgrace. 
What  Wonder,  Madam,  if  I  move  my 
When,  if  I  turn,  I  turn  to  fuch  a  Bride? 

And  is  this  all  that  troubles  you  fo  fore  ! 
And  what  the  Devil  cou'dtt  thou  wilh  me  more? 
Ah  Bene dicit e%  reply'd  the  Crone: 
Then  Caufe  of  juil  Complaining  have  you  none. 
The  Remedy  to  this  were  foon  apply'd, 
WouM  you  be  like  the  Bridegroom  to  the  Bride.  \ 
But,  for  you  fay  a  long  defcended  Race, 
An  J  Wealth,  and  Dignity,  and  Pow'r,  and  Place, 
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Make  Gentlemen,  and  that  your  high  Degree 
Is  much  difparag'd  to  be  matched  with  me ;   , 
Know  this,  my  Lord,  Nobility  of  Blood 
Is  but  a  glitt'ring  and  fallacious  Good : 
The  Nobleman  is  he  whofe  noble  Mind     rjftnci 
Is  filFd  with  inborn  Worth,  unborrow'd  from  his 
The  King  of  Heav'n  was  in  a  Manger  laid ; 
And  took  his  Earth  but  from  an  humble  Maid  : 
Then  what  can  Birth,  or  mortal  Men,  beftow? 
Since  Floods  no  higher  than  their  Fountains  flow. 
We,  who  for  Name  and  empty  Honour  ftrive, 
Our  true  Nobility  from  him  derive. 
Your  Anceftors,  who  puff  your  Mind  with  Pride, 
And  vaft  Eftates  to  mighty  Titles  ty'd, 
Did  not  your  Honour,  but  their  own,  advance ; 
For  Virtue  comes  not  by  Inheritance. 
If  you  tralineate  from  your  Father's  Mind, 
What  are  you  eMe  but  of  a  Baftard-kind  ? 
Do,  as  your  great  Progenitors  have  done, 
And  by  their  Virtues  prove  your  f elf  their  Son.  ] 
No  Father  can  infufe,  or  Wit,  or  Grace, 
A  Mother  comes  acrofs,  and  marrs  the^  Race. 

H  h  % 
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A  Grand  fire,  or  a  Grandame,  taints  the  Blood; 
And  feldom  three  Defcents  continue  Good. 
Were  Virtue  by  Defcent,  a  noble  Name 
Cou'd  never  villanize  his  Father's  Fame: 
But,  as  the  firft,  the  laft  of  all  the  Line, 
Wou'd  like  the  Sun  ev'n  in  Defcending  fhine. 
Take  Fire;  and  bear  it  to  the  darkeft  Houfe, 
Betwixt  King  Arthur's  Court  and  Caucafus, 
If  you  depart,  the  Flame  fliall  {till  remain, 
And  the  bright  Blaze  enlighten  all  the  Plain : 
Nor,  till  the  Fewel  perifh,  can  decay, 
By  Nature  form'd  on  Things  combuftible  to  prey. 
Such  is  not  Man,  who  mixing  better  Seed 
With  worfe,  begets  a  bafe  degenerate  Breed : 
The  Bad  corrupts  the  Good,  and  leaves  behind 
No  Trace  of  all  the  great  Begetter's  Mind. 
The  Father  finks  within  his  Son,  we  fee, 
And  often  rifes  in  the  third  Degree; 
If  better  Luck,  a  better  Mother  give : 
Chance  gave  us  Being,  and  by  Chance  we  live. 
Such  as  our  Atoms  were,  ev'n  ftich  are  we, 
Or  call  it  Chance,  or  ftrbng  Neceffity, 
Thus,  loaded  with  dead  weight,  the  Willis  free. 
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And  thus  it  needs  muft  be :  For  Seed  conjoined 
Lets  into  Nature's  Work  th*  imperfeft  Kind: 
But  Fire,  th'Enliv'ner  of  the  general  Frams, 
Is  one,  its  Operation  (till  the  fame. 
Its  Principle  is  in  it  felf :  While  ours 
Works,asConfederates  War, with  mingled  Pow  Vs ; 
Or  Man,  or  Woman,  whichfoever  fails  : 
And,  oft,  the  Vigour  of  the  Worfe  prevails. 
Mther  with  Sulphur  blended  alters  Hue, 
And  calls  a  dusky  Gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 
Thus  in  a  Brute,  their  ancient  Honour  ends, 
And  the  fair  Mermaid  in  a  Fi(h  defcends : 
The  Line  is  gone ;  no  longer  Duke  or  Earl ; 
But,  by  himfelf  degraded,  turns  a  Churl. 
Nobility  of  Blood  is  but  Renown 
Of  thy  great  Fathers  by  their  Virtue  known, 
And  a  long  trail  ofLight,to  thee  defcending  down. 
If  in  thy  Smoke  it  ends:  Their  Glories  fliine ; 
But  Infamy  and  Villanage  are  thine. 
Then  what  I  faid  before  is  plainly  ihowM, 
That  true  Nobility  proceeds  from  God : 

Not  left  us  by  Inheritance,  but  giv'n 

By  Bounty  of  our  Stars,  and  Qrace  of  Heav*n. 
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Thus  from  a  Captive  Servius  Tullus  rofe, 
Whom  for  his  Virtues  the  firft  Romans  chofe : 
Tabritius  from  their  Walls  repelPd  the  Foe, 
Whofe  noble  Hands  had  exercis'd  the  Plough. 
From  hence,  my  Lord,  and  Love,  I  thus  conclude, 
That  tho'  my  homely  Anceftors  were  rude, 
Mean  as  I  am,  yet  I  may  have  the  Grace 
To  make  you  Father  of  a  generous  Race : 
And  Noble  then  am  I,  when  I  begin, 
In  Virtue  cloath'd,  to  call  the  Rags  of  Sin : 
If  Poverty  be  my  upbraided  Crime, 
And  you  believe  in  Heav'n,  there  was  a  time 
When  He,  the  great  Controller  of  our  Fate, 
Deign'd  to  be  Man,  and  Kv'd  in  low  Eftate : 
Which  he  who  had  the  World  at  his  difpofe, 
If  Poverty  were  Vice,  wou'd  never  ehufe. 
Philofophershave  faid,  and  Poets  fmg, 
That  a  glad  Poverty's  an  honeft  Thing. 
Content  is  Wealth,  the  Riches  of  the  Mind;    - 
And  happy  He  who  can  that  Treafure  find. 
But  the  bafe  Mifer  ftarves  amidft  his  Store, 
Broods  on  his  Gold,  and  griping  ftill  at  more/ 
gits  folly  pinjpg,  *p$i  fclif  v&  W*  Poor, 
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The  ragged  Beggar,  tho7  he  wants  Relief, 
Has  not  to  lofe,  and  fmgs  before  the  Thief. 
Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  Good, 
Becaufe  its  Virtues  are  not  underftood : 
Yet  many  Things,  impofiible  to  Thought, 
Have  been  by  Need  to  full  Perfection  brought : 
The  daring  of  the  Soul  proceeds  from  thence, 
Sharpnefs  of  Wit,  and  aftive  Diligence : 
Prudence  at  once,  and  Fortitude,  it  gives, 
And,  if  in  Patience  taken,  mends  our  Lives; 
Forfv'n  that  Indigence  that  brings  me  low, 
Makes,  me  my  felf,  and  Him  above,  to  know. 
A  Good  which  none  would  challenge,  few  wou'd 
A  fair  Poffeffion,  which  Mankind  refufe.    tchufe> 

If  we  from  Wealth  to  Poverty  defcend, 
Want  gives  to  know  the  Flatt'rer  from  the  Friend. 
If  I  am  Old  and  Ugly,  well  for  you, 
No  leud  Adult'rer  will  my  Love  purfue. 
Nor  Jealoufie,  the  Bane  of  Marry 'd  Life, 
Shall  haunt  you,  for  a  withered  homely  Wife: 
For  Age,  and  Uglinefs,  as  all  agree, 
Are  the  beft  Guards  of  Female  Chaftity. 

Hh4 
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Yet  fmce  I  fee  your  Mind  is  Worldly  bent, 
I'll  do  my  bed  to  further  your  Content. 
And  therefore  of  two  Gifts  in  my  Difpofe, 
Think  ere  you  fpeak,  I  grant  you  leave  tochufe : 
Wou'd  you  I  fhould  be  dill  Deform'd,  and  Old, 
Naufeous  to  Touch,  and  Loathfome  to  Behold ; 
On  this  Condition,  to  remain  for  Life 
A  careful,  tender  and  obedient  Wife, 
In  all  I  can  contribute  to  your  Eafe, 
And  not  in  Deed,  or  Word,  or  Thought, difpleafe  ? 
Or  would  you  rather  have  me  Young  and  Jfijir, 
And  take  the  Chance  that  happens  to  your  Share? 
Temptations  are  in  Beauty,  and  in  Youth, 
And  how  can  you  depend  upon  my  Truth  ? 
Now  weigh  the  Danger,  with  the  doubtful  Blifs, 
And  thank  your  felf,  if  ought  fhould  fall  amifs. 
Sore  figh'd  the  Knight,   who  this  long  Sermon 
heard : 
At  length,  confidering  all,  his  Heart  he  chearM ; 
And  tjius  reply'd :  My  Lady,  and  my  Wife, 
To  your  wife  Conduft  I  rpfign  my  Life : 
Chufe  you  for  me,  for  well  you  underftand 
The  future  Good  and  III,  on  either  Hand : 
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But  if  an  humble  Husband  may  requeft, 
Provide,  and  order  all  Things  for  the  beft ; 
Your's  be  the  Care  to  profit,  and  to  pleafe: 
And  let  your  Subjed-Servant  take  his  Eafe. 

Then  thus  inPeace,quoth  (he,concludes  theStrife, 
Since  I  am  turn'd  the  Husband,  you  the  Wife: 
The  Matrimonial  Viftory  is  mine, 
Which,  having  fairly  gain?d,  I  will  refign;      ,    . 
Forgive,  if  I  have  faid,  or  dpne  amifs, 
And  feal  the  Bargain  with  a  Friendly  Kifs: 
I  promised  you  but  one  Content  to  fhare, 
But  now  I  will  become  both  Good,  and  Fair. 
No  Nuptial  Quarrel  ihall  difturb  your  Eafe, 
The  Bufinefs  of  my  Life  lhall  be  to  pleafe  : 
And  for  my  Beauty  that,  as  Time  fliall  try ; 

But  draw  the  Cur&in  firft,  and  caft  your  Eye. 
He  look'd,  and  faw  a  Creature  heav'nly  Fair, 

In  bloom  of  Youth,  and  of  a  charming  Air. 

With  Joy  he  turnM,  and  feiz'd  her  Iv'ry  Arm ; 

And,  like  Tygmalion^  found  the  Statue  warm. 

Small  Arguments  there  needed  to  prevail, 

A  Storm  of  Kifles  pour'd  as  thick  as  Hail. 
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Thus  long  in  mutual  Blifs  they  Uy  embrac'd, 
And  their  firft  Love  continu'd  to  the  laft: 
OneSun-Oiinewas  their  Life;  noCloud between; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  Couple  feen. 

And  fo  may  all  our  Lives  like  theirs  be  led ; 
Heav'n  fend  the  Maids  young  Husbands,  frefli  in 
May  Widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can,     Lt»ed: 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  Man. 
And  fome  devouring  Plague  purfue  their  Lives, 
Who  will  not  well  be  govern'd  by  their  Wives. 
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OF    THE 

Tythagorean  Philofophy, 

From  the  Fifteenth  Book  of 

Ovid's  Metamorphofer. 


The  Fourteenth  Book  concludes  with  the  "Death 
and 'Deification  of  Romulus;  The  Fifteenth  be- 
gins with  the  Election  o/'Numa  to  the  Crownof 
Home.  On  this  Occajion,  Ovid,  following  the 
Opinion  of  fome  Authors,  makes  Numa  the  Scho- 
lar fl/Pythagoras;  and  to  have  begun  bit  Ac- 
quaintance with  that  Philofbpher  at  Crotona,  a 
Town  in  Italy ;  from  thence  he  makes  a  Digrejfi^ 
on  to  the  Moral  and  Natural  Philofophy  of  Py- 
thagoras :  On  Both  which  our  Author  enlarges ; 
and  which  are  the  tnoft  learned  and  beautiful 
Parts  of  the  whole  Metamorfhofis, 


j 


4j6       Of  the  Pythagorean  Phihfophy. 

King  is  fought  to  guide  the  grow-' 

ing  State,  [Weight, 

One  able  to  fupport  the  Publick  > 
And  fill  the  Throne  where  Romu- 
lus had  fate. 

Renown,  which  oft  befpeaks  the  Publick  Voice, 
Had  recommended  Nttma  to  their  Choice : 
A  peaceful,  pious  Prince ;  who  not  content 
To  know  the  Sabine  Rites,  his  Study  bent 
To  cultivate  his  Mind :  To  learn  the  Laws 
Of  Nature,  and  explore  their  hidden  Caufe. 
Urg'd  by  this  Care,  his  Country  he  forfook, 
And  to  Crotona  thence  his  Journey  took. 
Arriv'd,  he  firft  enquired  the  Founder's  Name 
Of  this  new  Colony;  and  whence  he  came. 
Then  thus  a  Senior  of  the  Place  replies, 
(Well  read,  and  curious  of  Antiquities) 
Tis  faid ;  Alcides  hither  took  his  way 
Frqm  Sj>amy  and  drove  along  his  conquered  Preyj 
Then,  leaving  in  the  Fields  his  grazing  Cows, 
He  fought  himfelf  fome  hofpitable  Houfe: 

t 
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Good  Croton  entertain'd  his  Godlike  Gueft ; 
1  While  he  repaired  his  weary  Limbs  with  Reft. 

The  Hero,  thence  departing,  blefs'd  the  Placer; 
?r  And  here,  he  faid,  in  Time's  revolving  Race, 
9  A  rifingTownfhall  take  his  Name  from  thee* 
Revolving  Time  fulfill'd  the  Prophecy  : 
For  Myfielosj  the  jufteft  Man  on  Earth, 
Alemm's  Son,  at  Argos  had  his  Birth-: 
Him  Hercules^  arm'd  with  his  Club  6f  Oak, 
O'erfhadow'd  in  a  Dream,  and  thus  befpoke ; 
Go,  leave  thy  Native  Soil,  andmake  Abode 
Where  JEfaris  rowls  down  his  rapid  Flood : 

He  faid ;  and  Sleep  forfook  him,  and  the  God. 
Trembling  he  wak'd,  and  rofe  with  anxious  Heart ; 
His  Country  Laws  forbad  him  to  depart: 
What  fhou'd  he  do?  'Twas  Death  to  go  away, 
And  the  God  menaced  if  he  dar'd  to  flay: 
All  Day  he  doubted,  and  when  Night  came  on, 
Sleep,  and  the  fame  forewarning  Dream,  begun: 
Once  more  the  God  Hood  threatning  o'er  his  Head} 
With  added  Curfes  if  he  difobey'd.        fconvev 
Twice  warn'd,  he  ftudy'd  Flight;  but  wotfd 
At  once,  his  Perfon  and  his  Wealth  away: 
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Thus  while  he  linger'd,  his  Defign  was  heard; 
A  fpeedy  Procefs  form'd,  and  Death  declar'd. 
Witnefs  there  needed  none  of  his  Offence, 
Againft  himfelf  the  Wretch  was  Evidence : 
Condemned,  and  deftitute  of  human  Aid, 
To  him,  for  whom  he  fuffer'd,  thus  he  pray'd. 

OPow'r  who  haft  deferv'd  ihHeav'n  a  Throne 
Not  giv'n,  but  by  thy  Labours  made  thy  own, 
Pity  thy  Suppliant,  and  protect  his  Caufe, 
Whom  thou  haft  made  obnoxious  to  the  Laws. 

A  Cuftom  was  of  old,  and  (till  remains ; 
Which  Life  or  Death  by  Suffrages  ordains ; 
White  Stones  and  Black  within  an  Urn  are  caft, 
The  firft  abfolve,  but  Fate  is  in  the  laft. 
The  Judges  to  the  common  Urn  bequeath 
Their  Votes,  and  drop  the  Sable  Signs  of  Death; 
TheBox  receives  all  Black,but,  pour'd  from  thence, 
The  Stones  came  candid  forth :  The  Hue  of  Inno- 
Thus  Alemonides  his  Safety  won,  [cence 

Preferv'd  from  Death  by  AlcumemC*  Son: 
Then  to  his  Kinfman-God  his  Vows  he  pays, 
And  cuts  with  profp'rous  Gales  i\?  Ionian  Seas : 
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He  leaves Tarentum*  favoured  by  the  Wind, 
And  Thurine  Bays,  and  Temi/esf  behind ; 
Soft  Sybarisy  and  all  the  Capes  that  (land 
Along  the  Shore,  he  makes  in  fight  of  Land ; 
Still  doubling,  and  dill  coafting,  till  he  found 
The  Mouth  of  jEfaris,  and  promised  Ground, 
Then  faw  where,  on  the  Margin  of  the  Flood, 
The  Tomb  that  held  the  Bones  of  Croton flood: 
Here,  by  the  God's  Command,  he  built  and  wall'd 
The  Place  predicted ;  and  Crotona  callM  : 
Thus  Fame,  from  time  to  time,  delivers  down 
The  fure  Tradition  of  th' Italian  Town. 

Here  dwelt  the  Man  divine  whom  Santos  bore, 
But  now  Self-banifti'd  from  his  Native  Shore, 
Beeaufe  he  hated  Tyrants,  nor  cou'd  bear 
The  Chains  which  none  but  fervile  Souls  will  wear : 
Hejtho'fromHeav'n  remote,toHeav'ncou'd  move, 
With  Strength  of  Mind,  and  tread  th'  Abyfs  above; 
And  penetrate,  with  his  interior  Light,  rsieht  • 
Thofe  upper  Depths,  which  Nature  hid  from 
And  what  hehadobferv'd,and  learnt  from  thence, 
Lov'd  in  familiar  Language  to  difpence. 
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The  Crowd  with  filent  Admiration  (land, 
Andheard  him,as  they  heard  theirGod'sCommand; 
While  he  difcours'd  of  Heav'nsmyfterious  Laws, 
The  World's  Original,  and  Nature's  Gaufe ; 
And  what  was  God,  and  why  the  fleecy  Snows 
In  Silence  fell,  and  rattling  Winds  ardffe ; 
What  fliook  theftedfaft  Earth,  and  whence  began 
The  Dance  of  Planets  round  the  radiant  Sufi ; 
If  Thunder  was  the  Voice  of  angry  jovey 
Or  Clouds,  with  Nitre  pregnant,  burft  above  : 
Of  thefe,  and  Things  beyond  the  common  Reach, 
He  fpoke,  and  charm'd  his  Audience  with  his 
Speech. 

He  firft  the  Tafte  of  Flefh  from  Tables  drove, 
And  argtfd  well,  if  Arguments  coii'd  move. 
O  Mortals !  from  your  Fellows  Blood  abftain, 
Nor  taifct  your  Bodies  with  a  Food  profane  .• 
While  Corn  and  Pulfe  by  Nature  are  beftow'd, 
And  planted  Orchards  bend  their  willing  Load ; 
While  laboured  Gardens  wholfom  Herbs  produce, 
AM  teemifig  Vines  afford  their  gen'rous  Juice; 

While 
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Nor  tardier  Fruits  of  cruder  Kind  are  loft, 
But  tam'd  wuh  Fire,  or  mellow'd  by  the  Froft  j 
While  Kine  to  Pails  diftended  Udders  bring. 
And  Bees  their  Hony  redolent  of  Spring; 
WhiljB  Earth  not  only  can  your  Needs  fupply, 
But,  lavifh  of  her  Storey  provides  for  Luxury;. 
A  guiittejs  Feaft  adnjinifters  with  Eafe, 
And  without; Blood  is  prodigal  to  pleafe. 
Wild  Bfea&$  their  Maws  with  their  flain  Brethren 
And  yet  not  all,  for  fome  refufe  to  kill:        **"  * 
Sheep,  Goats,  and  Oxen,  and  the  nobler  Steed* 
OnBrowz,  and  Corn,  and  flow'ry Meadows,  feed. 
Bears,  Tygers,  Wolves,  the  Lion's  angry  Broodt 
Whom  Heav'n  endu'd  with  Principles  of  Blood, 
He  wifely  fundred  fropi  the  reft,  to  yell. 
In  Forefts,  and  in  lonely  Caves  to  dwell, 
Where  ftroflger  Beafts  opprefs  the  weak  by  Might, 
And  all  in  Prey  and  Purple  Feafts  delight, 

O  ittipious  Ufe!  to  Nature's  Lawsoppos'd, 
Where  Bowels  are  in  other  Bowels  clos'd: 
Where,  ft^ten'd  by  their  Fellow's  Fat,  they  thrive? 
Maintained  by  Murder,  and  by  Death  they  live. 

Ii 
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^Tis  then  for  nought  that  Mother  Earth  provides 
The  Stores  of  all  fhe  fliows,  and  all  ihe  hides, 
If  Men  with  fleftiy  Morfels  muft  be  fed, 
And  chaw  with  bloody  Teeth  the  breathing  Bread: 
What  elfe  is  this  but  to  devour  our  Guefts, 
And  barb'roufly  renew  Cyclopean  Feafts ! 
We,  by  destroying  Life,  our  Life  fuftain  ; 
And  gorge  th'  ungodly  Maw  with  Meats  obfeene. 

Not  fo  the  Golden  Age,  who  fed  on  Fruit, 
Nor  durit  with  bloody  Meals  their  Mouths  pollute. 
Then  Birds  in  airy  Space  might  fafely  move, 
And  tim'rous  Hares  on  Heaths  fecurely  rove : 
Nor  needed  Fifh  the  guileful  Hooks  to  fear, 
For  all  was  peaceful ;  and  that  Peace  fincere. 
Whoever  was  the  Wretch  (and  curs'd  be  he) 
That  envy*d  firft  our  Food's  Simplicity ; 
Th'eiTay  of  bloody  Feafts  on  Brutes  began, 
And  after  forg'd  the  Sword  to  murther  Man. 
Had  he  the  fliarpen'd  Steel  alone  employ'd, 
On  Beads  of  Prey  that  other  Beafts  deftroy'd, 
Or  Man  invaded  with  their  Fangs  and  Paws, 
This  had  been  juftify'd  by  Nature's  Laws* 
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And  Self-defence :  But  who  did  Feafts  begin 
Of  Flefti,  He  ftretch'd  Neceffity  to  Sin. 
To  kill  Man  killers,  Man  has  lawful  Pow'r, 
But  not  th'  extended  Licence,  to  devour. 

Ill  Habits  gather  by  unfeen  degrees, 
As  Brooks  make  Rivers,  Rivers  run  to  Seas. 
The  Sow,  with  her  broad  Snout  for  rooting  up 
Th' intruded  Seed,  was  judg'd  to  fpoil  the  Crop, 
And  intercept  the  fweating  Farmer's  Hope : 

The  covet'ous  Churl,  of  unforgiving  kind, 

Th'  Offender  to  the  bloody  Prieft  refign'd: 

Her  Hunger  was  no  Plea :  For  that  fhe  dy'd. 

The  Goat  came  next  in  order,  to  be  try'd : 

The  Goat  had  cropt  the  Tendrills  of  the  Vine: 

In  vengeance  Laity  and  Clergy  join, 

Where  one  had  loft  his  Profit,  one  his  Wine. 

Here  was,  at  leaft,  fome  Shadow  of  Offence: 

The  Sheep  was  facrific'd  on  no  pretence, 

But  meek  and  unrefifting  Innocence. 

A  patient,  ufeful  Creature,  born  to  bear 

The  warm  and  woolly  Fleece,thatxbath'd  herMur- 

I  i  %  [derer, 


I 
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And  daily  to  give  down  the  Milk  fhe  bred , 
A  Tribute  for  the  Grafs  on  which  fhe  fed. 
Living,  both  Food  and  Rayment  fhe  fupplies,       I 
And  is  of  lead  Advantage  when  fhe  dies. 

How  did  the  toiling  Oxe  his  Death  deferve, 
A  downright  fimple  Drudge,  and  born  to  ferve? 
O  Tyrant!  with  what  juftice  canft  thou-  hope 
The  Promife  of  the  Year  j  a  plenteous  Crop; 
When  thou  deftroy'ft  thy  lab'ring  Steer,  whotill'd, 
And  ploughed  with  Pains,  thy  elf  e  ungrateful  Field? 
From  his  yet  reeking  Neck  to  draw  the  Yoke, 
That  Neck  with  which;  the  fur ly  Clods  he  broke; 
And  to  the  Hatchet  yield  thy  Husband-Man, 
Who  finifh'd  Autumn,  and  the  Spring  began ! 

Nor  this  alone !  but  Heav'n  it  felf  to  bribe, 
We  to  the  Gods  our  impious  Afts  afcribe: 
Firft  recompence  with  Death  their  Creatures  Toil, 
Then  call  the  Blefs'd  above  to  fhai  e  the  Spoil : 
The  faireft  Viftim  muft  the  Pow'rs  appeafe, 
(So  fatal 'tis  fometimes  too  much  to  pleafe!  ) 
A  purple  Fillet  his  broad  Brows  adorns, 
With  flowVy  Garlands  crown'd,  and  gilded  Horns: 
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He  hears  the  murd'rous  Pray'r  the  Prieft  prefers, 
But  underftands  not,  'tis  his  Doom  he  hears : 
Beholds  the  Meal  betwixt  his  Temples  caft, 
(The  Fruit  and  Produft  of  his  Labours  paft; ) 
And  in  the  Water  views  perhaps  the  Knife        v 
Uplifted,  to  deprive  him  of  his  Life; 
Then  broken  up  alive,  his  Entrails  fees 
Torn  out,  for  Prieils  t'infpeft  the  Gods  Decrees. 

From  whence,  O  mortal  Men,  this  guft  of  Blood 
Have  you  derived,  and  interdicted  Food  ? 
Be  taught  by  me  this  dire  Delight  to  fhun, 
Warn'd  by  rpy  Precepts,  by  my  Praftice  won : 
And  when  you  eat  the  well-deferving  Bealt, 
Think,  on  the  Lab'rer  of  your  Field  you  feaft! 

Now  fince  the  God  infpires  me  to  proceed, 
Be  that,  whate'er  infpiring  Pow'r,  obey'd. 
For  I  will  fing  of  mighty  Myfteries, 
Of  Truths  conceaPd  before,  from  human  Eyes,' 
Dark  Oracles  unveil,  and  open  all  the  Skies. 
Pleas'd  as  I  am  to  walk  along  the  Sphere 

Qf  fliining  Stars,  and  travel  with  the  Yeara 

f 

I  i  3  To 
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To  leave  the  heavy  Earth,  and  fcale  the  height 
Of  Atlasy  who  fuppouts  the  heav'nly  Weight  $ 
To  look  from  upper  Light,  and  thence  ftrrvey 
Miftaken  Mortals  wandring  from  the  Way, 
And  wanting  Wifdom,  fearful  for  the  State 
Of  future  Things,  and  trembling  at  their  Fate ! 

Thofe  I  wou'd  teach ;  and  by  right  Reafdn  bring 
To  think  of  Death,  as  but  an  idle  Thing. 
"Why  thus  affrighted  at  an  empty  Name, 
A  Dream  of  Darknefs,  and  fictitious  Flame? 
Vain  Themes  of  Wit,  which  but  in  Poems  pafs, 
And  Fables  of  a  World,  that  never  was! 
What  feels  the  Body  when  the  Soul  expires, 
By  Time  corrupted,  or  confum'd  by  Fires? 
Nor  dies  the  Spirit,  but  new  Life  repeats 
In  other  Forms,  and  only  changes  Seats. 

Ev'n  I,  who  thefe  myfterious  Truths  declare, 
Was  once  Euphorbus  in  the  Trojan  War ; 
My  Name  and  Lineage  I  remember  well, 
And  how  in  Fight  by  Sparta's  King  I  fell. 
In  Argrue  Juno's  Fane  I  late  beheld         rshiet A 
My  Buckler  hung  on  high,  and  own'd  my  former 

Then, 
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Then,  Death,  focaird,  is  but  old  Matter  drefs'd 
In  fome  new  Figure,  and  a  vary'd  Veft: 
Thus  all  Things  are  but  alter'd,  nothing  dies ; 
And  here  and  there  th'unbody'd  Spirit  flies, 
By  Time,  or  Force,  or  Sicknefs  difpofleft, 
And  lodges,  where  it  lights,  in  Man  or  Bead ; 
Or  hunts  without,  till  ready  Limbs  it  find, 
And  actuates  thofe  according  to  their  Kind ; 
From  Tenement  to  Tenement  is  tofs'd ; 
The  Soul  is  {till  the  fame,  the  Figure  only  loft: 
And,  as  the  foften'd  Wax  new  Seals  receives, 
This  Face  aflumes,  and  that  Impreffion  leaves ; 
Now  caJPd  by  one,  now  by  another  Name ; 
The  Form  is  only  chang'd,theWax  is  ftill  the  fame 
So  Death,  fo  call'd,  can  but  the  Form  deface, 
Th*  immortal  Soul  flies  out  in  empty  Space ; 
To  feek  her  Fortune  in  fome  other  Place. 

Then  let  not  Piety  be  put  to  flight, 
To  pleafe  the  Tafte  of  Glutton  Appetite  5 
But  fuffer  inmate  Souls  fecure  to  dwell, 
Left  from  their  Seats  your  Parents  you  expel ; 
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With  rabid  Hunger  feed  upon  your  Kind, 
Or  from  a  Bead  diflodge  a  Brother's  Mind. 

And  fince,  like  Tip  by  s  parting  from  the  Shore, 
In  ample  Seas  I  fail,  and  Depths  untry'd  before, 
This  let  me  further  add,  that  Nature  knows 
No  ftedfalt  Station,  but,  or  Ebbs,  or  Flows: 
Ever  in  Motion;  (lie  dellroys  her  old, 
And  calls  new  Figures  in  another  Mold. 
Ev'n  Times  are  in  perpetual  Flux;  and  run, 
Like  Rivers  from  their  Fountain,  rowling  on; 
For  Time,  no  more  than  Streams,  is  at  a  itay : 
The  flying  Hour  is  ever  on  her  Way  ;- 
And  as  the  Fountain  flill  fupplies  her  Store, 
The  Wave  behind  impels  the  Wave  before  ; 
Thus  in  fucceflive  Courfe  the  Minutes  run, 
And  urge  their  Predeceflbr  Minutes  onr . . 
Still  moving,  ever  new:  For  former  Things 
Are  fet  afide,  like  abdicated  Kings:. 
And  every  moment  alters  what  is  done, 
And  innovates  fome  Aft  till  then  unknown, 

Darknefs  we  fee  emerges  into  Light;: 
And  ihining  Suns  defcend  10  Sable  Night; 
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Ev!n;Heav'n  it  felf  receives  another  die, 
When  weary'd  Animals  in  Slumbers  lie 
Of  Midnight  Eafe ;  Another,  when  the  gray 
Of  Morn  preludes  the  Splendor  of  the  Day. 
The  disk  of  Thee  bus,  when  he  climbs  on  high, 
Appears  at  firft  but  as  a  bloodihot: Eye ;  ' 

And  when  his  Chariot  downward  drives  to  Bed, 
His  Pall  is  with  the  fame  Suffufion  red ; 
But  mounted  high  in  his  Meridian  Race 
All  bright  he  fliines,  and  with  a  better  Face: 
For  there,  pure  Particles  of  Mther  flow, 
Far  from  th'  Infeftion  of  the  World  below- 

Nor  equal  Light  th'.  unequal  Moon  adorns, 
Or  in  her  wexing  or  her  waning  Horns. 
For  jev'ry  Day  Ihe  wanes,  her  Face  is  lefs, 
But  gath'ring  into  Globe,  fhe  fattens  at  Increafe. 

Perceiv'ft  thou  not  the  Procefs  of  the  Year, 
How  the  four  Seafons  in  four  Forms  appear, 
Refembling  humanLife  in  evVyShape  they  wear? 
Spring  firft,  like  Infancy,  flioots  out  her  Head, 
With  milky  Juice  requiring  to  be  fed: 
Helplefs,  tho1  frefh,  and  wanting  to  be  led. 
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The  green  Stem  grows  in  Stature  and  in  Site, 
But  only  feeds  with  hope  the  Farmer's  Eyes ; 
Then  laughs  the  childifli  Year  with  Flourets| 

crown'd, 
And  laviihly  perfumes  the  Fields  around* 
But  no  fubftantial  Nourifhment  receives, 
Infirm  the  Stalks,  unfolid  are  the  Leaves. 

Proceeding  onward  whence  the  Year  began 
The  Summer  grows  adult,  and  ripens  into  Mia 
This  Seafon,  as  in  Men,  is  moll  repleat 
With  kindly  Moifture,  and  prolifick  Heat. 

Autumn  fucceeds,  a  fober  tepid  Age, 
Not  froze  with  Fear,  nor  boiling  into  Rage ; 
More  than  mature,  and  tending  to  decay,  rrjrev 
When  our  brown  Locks  repine  to  mix  with  odious 

Lad,  W  inter  creeps  along  with  tardy  Pace, 

Spur  is  his  Front,  and  furrow'd  is  his  Face  ; 

His  Scalp  if  not  diihonour'd  quite  of  Hair,  « 

*  *  Lbare. 

The  ragged  Fleece  is  thin,  and  thin  is  worfe  than 

Ev'n  our  own  Bodies  daily  change  receive, 
Some  part  of  what  was  theirs  before,  they  leave ; 
3Sor  are  to  Day  what  Yefterday  they  weare  $ 
Nor  the  whole  fame  to-Morrow  will  appear, 
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Time  was,  when  we  were  fo  w'd ,  and  jtrft  began 
From  fome  few  fr*itfulDrops,tbe.proriMfeof aMaii; 

t 

Then  Nature's  Hand  (fewnented  as  it  was) 
Moulded  to  Shape  the  foft,  coagulated  Mate; 
And  when  the  little  Mati  was  fully  fbrm'd, 
The  breathlefs  Erobrio  with  a  Spirit  warm'd; 
But  when  die  Mother's  Throws  begin  to  come, 
The  Creature,  pent  within  the  narrow  Rooax, 
Breaks  his  blind  Prifon,  pushing  to  repair 
His  ftiffled  Breath,  and  draw  the  Jiving  Air  % 
Caft  on  the  Margin  of -the  World  he  lies, 
A  helplefs  Babe,  but  by  Inftind  he  cries. 
He  next  effays  to  walk,  but  downward  pre&'d 
On  four  Feet  imitates  his  Brother  Beaft : 
By  flow  degrees  lie  gathers  from  the  Ground 

i 

His  Legs,  and  to  the  rowling  Chair  is  bound ; 
Then  walks  alone.;  a  Horfeman  now  become. 
He  ride9a Stick,  and  travels  round  the  Room: 

*  > 

In  time  he  vaunts  among  his  youthful  Peers, 
Strong-bon'd,  and  (tnmg  with  Nerves,  in  pride 
of  Years, 
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He  runs  with  Mettle  his  firft  merry  Stage, 

Maintains  the  next,  abated  of  his  Rage, 

But  manages  his  Strength,  and  fpares  his  Age. 

Heavy  the  third,  and  ftiff,  he  finks  apace, 

And  tho  *tis  down-hill  all,but  creeps  along  theRacc,| 

Now  faplefs  on  the  verge  of  Death  he  ftands, 

Contemplating  his  former  Feet,  and  Hands ; 

And  A/i/0-like,  his  flacken'd  Sinews  fees, 

And  withered  A  rms,once  fit  to  cope  withffereuks} 

Unable  now  to  (hake,  much  lefs  to  tear,  the  Trees., 

So  Helen  wept  when  her  too  faithful  Glafs 
Reflefted  to  her  Eyes  the  Ruins  of  her  Face: 
Wondring  what  Charms  her  Ravifliers  cou'd  fpy, 
To  force  her  twice,  or  ev'n  but  once  enjoy ! 

ThyTeeth,devouringTime,thine,envious.Age, 
On  Things  below  ftill  exercife  your  Rage : 

With  venom'd  Grinders  you  corrupt  your  Meat, 

And  then,  at  lingring  Meals,  the  Morfek  eat. 

Nor  thofe,  which  Elements  we  call,  abide, 

Nor  to  this  Figure,  nor  to  that,  are  ty'd  : 

For  this  eternal  World  is  faid  of  Old 

But  four  prolifick  Principles  to  hold* 

t 
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Four  different  Bodies ;  two  to  Heav'n  afcend, 
And  other  two  down  to  the  Center  tend: 
Fire  fir  ft  with  Wings  expanded  mounts  on  high, 
Pure,  void  of  Weight,  and  dwells  in  upper  Sky ; 
Then  Air,  becaufe  unclog'd  in  empty  Space, 
Flies  after  Fire,  and  claims  the  fecond  Place: 
But  weighty  Water,  as  her  Nature  guidesf, 
Lies  on  the  lap  of  Earth;  and  Mother  Earth  fubfides. 
All  Things  are  mix'd  of  thefe,  which  all  contain, 
And  into  thefe  are  all  refolv'd  again : 
Earth  rarifies  to  Dew,  expanded  more, 
The  fubtil  Dewia  Air  begins  to  foar; 
Spreads  as  (he  flies,  and  weary  of  her  Name 
Extenuates  ilill,  and  changes  into  Flame; 
Thus  having  by  degrees  Perfection  won,  >■ 

Reftlefs  they  foon  untwift  the  Web  they  fpun, 
And  Fire  begins  to  lofe  her  radiant  Hue, 
Mix'd  with  grofs  Air,  and  Air  defcends  to  Dew; 
And  Dew  condenfing,  does  her  Form  forego, 
And  finks,  a  heavy  lump  of  Earth,  below. 
i   Thus  are  their  Figures  never  at  a  ftand, 
But  changed  by  Nature's  innovating  Hand; 

i 
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All  Things  are  aker'd,  nothing  is  deftroy'd, 
The  ihifted  Scene  for  fame  new  Show  employ'd. 

Then,  to  be  born,  is  to  begin  to  be 
Some  other  Thing  we  were  not  formerly : 
And  what  we  call  to  Die,  is  not  t' appear, 
Or  be  the  Thing  that  formerly  we  were. 
Thofe  very  Elements  which  we  partake. 
Alive,  when  Dead  fome  other  Bodies  make : 
Tranflated  grow,  haveSenfe,  or  can  Difcourfe; 
But  Death  on  deathlefs  Subflance  has  no  force. 

That  Forms  are  chang'd  I  grant;  that  nothing  can 
Continue  in  the  Figure  it  began : 
The  golden  Age,  to  Silver  was  debas'd : 
To  Copper  that ;  our  Mettal  came  at  laft. 

The  Face  of  Places,  and  their  Forms,  decay; 
And  that  is  folid  Earth,  that  once  was  Sea  : 
Seas  in  their  turn  retreating  from  the  Shore, 
Make  folid  Land,  what  Ocean  was  before ; 
And  far  from  Strands  are  Shells  of  Fifties  found, 
And  nifty  Anchors  fix'd  on  Mountain-Ground  : 
And  what  wereFields  before,now  wafh'd  and  worn 
By  falling  Floods  from  high,  to  Valleys  turn, 
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And  crumbling  ftill  defcend  to  level  Lands ; 
I  And  Lakes,  and  trembling  Bogs,  are  barren  Sands : 
And  the  parch'dDefart  floats  inStreams unknown; 
Wondring  to  drink  of  Waters  not  her  own. 

Here  Nature  living  Fountains  opes;  and  there 
Seals  up  the  Wombs  where  living  Fountains  were ; 
Or  Earthquakes  flop  their  ancientCourfe,and  bring 
Diverted  Streams  to  feed  a  diftant  Spring. 
So  Lycus,  fwallowM  up,  is  feen  no  more, 
But  far  from  thence  knocks  out  another  Door. 
Thus  Erafinus  dives ;  and  blind  in  Earth 
Runs  on,  and  gropes  his  way  to  fecond  Birth, 
Starts  up  in  Argos  Meads,  and  makes  his  Locks 
Around  the  Fields,  and  fattens  all  the  Flocks. 
So  Myfus  by  another  way  is  led, 
And,  grown  a  River,  now  difdains  his  Head: 
Forgets  his  humble  Birth,  his  Name  forfakes', 
And  the  proud  Title  pf  Caicus  takes. 
Large  Ametume*  impure  with  yellow  Sands,  < 
Runs  rapid  often,  and  as  often  (lands, 
And  here  he  threats  the  drunken  Fields  to  drown; 
And  there  hisDugs  deny  to  give  theirLiquor  down. 
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Anigros  once  did  wholfotne  Draughts  afford* 
But  now  his  deadly  Waters  are  abhorred : 
Since,  hurt  by  Hercules,  as  Fame  refounds, 
The  Centaurs  in  his  Current  wafli'd  their  W  ounds. 
The  Streams  oiHyfanis  are  fweet  no  more* 
But  brackifli  lofe  the  Tafte  they  had  before. 
Antitfa,  Tbarosy  lyre%  in  Seas  were  pent. 
Once  Ifles,  but  now  increafe  the  Continent ; 
While  the  Leucadian  Coaft, .  main  Land  before. 
By  ruihing  Seas  is  fever 'd  from  the  Shore; 
So  Z ancle  to  th'  Italian  Earth  was  ty'd, 
And  Men  once  walk'd  where  Ships  at  Anchor  ride. 
Till  Neptune  pverlook'd  the  narrow  Way, 
And  in  difdain  pour'd  in  the  conquering  Sea. 

Two  Cities  thatadorn'chh?^&<«<*0  Grpund, 
Bur  is  and  He  lice  y  no  more  are  found ,  r  i  ^ .     , , 
But,  whelm'd  beneath  a  Lake,    are  funk  and 
And  Boatfmen  through  theChryftal  Water  ihow, 
To  wondVing  Paflengers,  the  Walls  below. 

Near  Trazen  ftands  a  Hill,  exposed  in  Air 
To  Winter- Winds,  of  leafy  Shadows  bare;. 


This 
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r.    This  once  was  level  Ground :  But  (ftrange  to  tell} 
Th'  inekicJed  Vapours,  that  in  Caverns  dwell* 
Laboring  with  Cholfcfc  Pangs,  and  clofe  confin'd, 
In  vain  fought  HSbe  foe  the  rumbling  Wind: 
Yet  ftill  they  heaVd  for  Vent,  and  heaving  ffill 
Inlarg'd  the  Concave,  attd  foot  up  the  Hill  i 
As  Breath  extends  &  Bladder,  ot  the  Skins 
Of  Goats  are  blown  t*inelofe  the  hoarded  Wines: 
The  Mountain  yet  retain*  a  Mountain's  Face, 
And  gathered  Rubbifh  heals  the  hollow  Space. 
Of  many  Wonders,  which  I  hear&  or  knew, 
1  Retrenching  moft,  I  will  relate  but  few: 
What,  are  not  Springs  with  Qualities  dppos'd, 
Endu'd  a?  Seafons,  and  at Seafons  loft? 
Thrice  in  a  Day  thine,  Ammo*>  change  their  Form, 
Cold  at  high  Noon,  at  Morn  and  Evening  warm: 
Thine,  Mum**,  will  kindle  Wood,  if  thrown 
On  the  pil'd  Earth,  and  in  the  waning  Moon. 
The  Thraeimr  have  a  Stream,  if  any  try 
The  Tafte,  his  harden'd  Bowels  petrify ; 
Whatever  it  touches  it  converts  to  Stones, 
And  makes  a  Marble  Pavement  where  it  runs. 

Kk 
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' :  Crdtbisi  and  fybaris  her  Sifter  Flood, 
That  Aide  through  omCalabrian  Neighbour  Wood  j 
WithGold  and  Amber  dye  the  jhinidg  Hair ,i-p .  « 
And  thither  Youth  refort ;  (for  who  wou'd  not  be 
'  But  ft  ranger  Virtues  yet  in  Streams  we  find, 
Some  change  not  only  Bodies,  but  the  Mind : 
Who  has  not  heard  of  Salmacls  obfeene, 
Whofe  Waters  into  Women  foften  Men? 
Or  .^Ethiopian  Lakes,  which  turn  the  Brain 
To  Madnefs,  or  in  heavy  Sleep  conftrain  ? 

■ 

Clytorian  Stifeams  the  Love  of  Wine  expel, 
(Such  is  the  Virtue  of  th'  abftemious  Well,) 
Whether  the  colder  Nymph  that  rules  the  Flood 
Extinguishes,  and  balks  the  drunken  God ; 
Or  that  Melamfus  (fo  have  fome  aflur'd) 
When  the  mad  Trcetides  with  Charms  he  eur'd  J 
And  po  w'iful  Herbs,  both  Charms  and  Simples  caft 
Into  the  fober  Spring,  where  ftill  their  Virtues  lad 

Unlike  Effe&s  Lyncejiis  will  produce, 
Who  drinks  his  Waters,  tho'  with  moderate  ufe, 
Reels  as  with  Wine,  and  fees  with  double  Sight ; 
His  Heels  too  heavy,  and  his  Head  too  light. 


I 
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Lddon,  ohce  Theneos,  an  Arcadian  Stream* 
(Ambiguous  in  th'  Effefts,  as  in  the  Name) 
By  Day  is  wholfome  Bev'rage ;  but  is  thought 
By  Night  infe&ed,  and  a  deadly  Draught. 

Thus  running  Rivers,  and  the  ftahding  Lake> 
Now  of  thefe  Virtues*  now  of  thofe  partake : 
Tihie  was  (and  all  Things  Time  arid  Fate  obey) 
When  faft  Ortygia  floated  on  the  Sea  $ 
Such  were  Cyanean  Ifles,  when  Typhis  fteer'd 
Betwixt  their  Streights,  and  their  Collifion  fear'd  * 
They  fwam  where  now  they  fit;  and  firmly  join*4 
Secure  of  rooting  up,  refift  the  Wind. 
Nor  Mtna  vomiting  fulphureoiis  Fire 
Will  ever  belch ;  for  Sulphur  will  expired 
(The  Veins  exhaufted  of  the  liquid  Store :)  r^o*  e; 
Time  was  fhe  caftno  Flames;  in  time  will  caft  no 

For  whether  Earth's  an  Animal,  and  Air 
Imbibes ;  her  Lungs  with  Coolnefs  to  repair. 
And  what  fhe  fucks  remits ;  flie  ftill  requires 
Inlets  for  Air,  and  Outlets  for  her  Fires  j 
When  torturM  with  convulfive  Fits  fhe  fhakes* 
That  Motion  choaks  the  Vent,  till  other  Vent  fhe 
makes:  Kk  x 
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Or  when  the  Winds  in  hollow  Caves  are  clos'd, 
And  fuhtil  Spirits  find  that  way  oppos'd, 
They  tofs  up  Flints  in  Air ;  the  Flints  that  hide 
The  Seeds  of  Fire,  thus  to&'d  in  Air,  collide, 
Kmdhng  the  Sulphur,  till  the  Fewel  fpent 
The  Gave  is  cooi'd,  and  the  fierce  Winds  relent. 
Or  whether  Sulphur,  catching  Fire,  feeds  on 
Its  un&uous  Parts,  till  all  the  Matter  gone 
The  Flames  no  more  afcend ;  for  Earth  fuppKes 
Hie  Fat  that  feeds  them ;  and  when  Earth  denies 
That  Food,  by  length  of  Time  confum'd,  the  Fire 
Famifli'd  for  want  of  Fewel  muft  expire. 

A  Race  of  Men  there  are,  as  Fame  has  told, 
Who  fluv'ring  fuflfer  Hyperborean  Cold, 
Till  nine  times  bathing  in  Minerva! %  Lake, 
SoftFeathers,todefend  their  nakedSides*they  take. 
'Tis  faid,  the  Scythian  Wives  (believe  who  will) 
Transform  themfelves  to  Birds  by  Magick  Skill; 
Smear'd  over  with  an  Oil  of  wond'rous  Might, 
That  adds  neuf  Pinions  to  their  airy  Flight. 

But  this  by  fure  Experiment  we  know, 
That  living  Creatures  from  Corruption  grow: 
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Hide  fa  a  hollow  Pit  a  {laughter'd  Steer, 
Bees  froiri  his  putrid  Bowels  tr ill  appear  % 
Who  like  their  Parents  haunt  the  Fields,  and  bring 
Their  Hdny-Harveft  home,  and  hope  another 

Spring. 
The  Warlike-Steed  i*  tnultipfy'd,  we  find, 
To  Wafps  and  hornets  of  the  Warrior  Kind. 
Cut  from  a  Crab  hi*  crooked  Claws,  m&  Hide 
The  reft  in  Earth,  a  Scorpion  thenee  trill-  glide' 
And  moot  hid  Sting,  his  Tail  in  Circles  tofs'd 
Refers  the  Limbs  his  backward  Father  loft. 

AndWormsjthacftretchonLeavej  their  fthnyLoom, 
Crawl  from  their  'Bags,  and  Butterflies  become. 
Ev'n  Slime  begets  the  Frog's  loquacious  Race : 
Short  of  their  Feel  at  firft,  in  little  fpace   . 
With  Arms  and  Legs  endii'd,long  Leaps  they  take, 
Rais'd  on  their  hinder  part,  and  fwim  the  Lake, 
And  Waves  repel:  ten  Nature  gives  their  Kind, 
To  that  intern,  *  length  of  Legs  behind'. 

The  Cubs  of  Bears  a  living  Lwwp  appear, 
When  whelped,  and  no  determinM  Figwe  wear, 
Their  Mother  licks  'em  into  Shape,  and  gives 
As  much  of  Form,  as  flic  her  felf  receives, 
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The  Grubs  from  their  fexangular  Abode. 
Crawl  out  unftnilh'd,  like  the  Maggot's  Brood: 
Trunks  without  Limbs;  till  time  at  leifure  brings 
The  Thighs  they  wanted,  and  their  tardy  Wings. 

The  Bird  who  draws  the  Carr  of  Jwo,  vain 
Of  her  crown'd  Head,  and  of  her  Starry  Train; 
And  he  that  bears  th'  Artillery  oijove3 
The  ftrong-pounc'd  Eagle,  and  the  billing  Dove; 
And  all  the  feather'd  Kind,  who  cou'd  fuppofe) 
(But  that  from  fight  the  fureft  Senfe  he  knows* 
They  from  th'  included  Yolk  not  ambient  White\ 
.-*  There  are  who  think  theMarrowofaMan,^0'6 
"Which  in  the  Spine,  while  he  was  living,  ran  j 
When  dead,  the  Pith  corrupted  will  become; 
A  Snake,  and  hifs  within  the  hollow  Tomb. 
.    All  thefe  receive  their  Birth  from  other.  Things  j 
But  from  himfelf  the  Thmnix  only  fprings  ; 
^elf-borh,  begotten  by  the  Parent  Flame 
In  which  he  burn'd,  another  and  the  fame.* 
Who  not  by  Corn  or  Herbs  his  Life  fuftains, 
Put  the  (weet  Eflence  of  Amomum,  drains ; 
And  watches  the  rich  Gums  Arabia,  bears, 
While  yet  in  tender  Dew  they  drop  their  Tears; 
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He,  (his  five  Centuries  of  Life  fuffill'd)  :  •  '  "  ? 

His  Neft  on  Oaken  Boughs  begins  to  build, 

Or  trembling  tops  of  Palm,  and  firft  he  draws 

The  Plan  with  his  broad  Bill,  and  crooked  Claws, 

Nature's  Artificers ;  on  this  the  Pile 

Is  form'd,  and  rifes  round*  then  with  the  Spoil 

OfCafia,  Cynamon,  and  Stems  of  Nardy  rrear^. 

(ForSoftnefs  ftrew'd  beneath,)  hisFun'ral  Bed  is 

Fun'ral  and  Bridal  both ;  and  all  around 

The  Borders  with  corruptlefs  Myrrh  are  crown'd, 

On  this  incumbent ;  'till  aetherial  Flame 

Firft  catches,  then  confumes  the  coftly  Frame :  ' 

Confumes  him  too,  as  on  the  Pile  he  lies ; 

He  liv'd  on  Odours,  and  in  Odours  dies. 

An  IvifoT&rThmix  from  the  former  fprings, 
His  Father's  Heir,  and'from  his  tender  Wings 
Shakes  off  his  Parent  Duft,  his  Method  he  purfues, 
And  thefameLeafeof  Life  on  the  fame  Terms  re*- 
When  grown  toManhood  he  begins  his  reign,*-ne  w*' 
And  with  fliff  Pinions  can  his  Flight  fuftain, 
He  lightens  of  its  Load,  the  Tree  that  bore 
His  Father's  Royal  Sepulcher  before,    : 

Kk  4 
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And  his  own  Cradle :  This  {with  piow  Gare 
Plac'd  on  his  Back)  he  cuts. (he  bujcorae  Air, 
Seeks  the  Sun's  City,  and  his  focred  Church, 
And  decently  lays  down  his  Burden  in  the  Porch. 

A  Wonder  more  ama?ing  wou'd  we  find  ? 
Th'  Hytna  (how*  it,  of  a  double  kind, 
Varyin&the  Sexes  in  alternate  Years, 
In  one  beget;,  and  in  another  bears. 
The  thin  Ctmtlw  fed  with  Air,  receives 
The  Colour  of  the  Thing  to  which  he  cleaves. 

India  when  conquer 'd,  on  the  conqu'riog  God 
For  planted  Vines,  the  fliarp-ey'd  £jw*beftowM, 
Whofe  Urine,  flied  before  it  touches  Earth, 
Congeali  in  Air,  and  gives  to  Gems  their  Birth. 
So  Gww/foft,  and  white  in  Ocean's  Bed, 
Comes  harden'd  ap  in  Air,  and  glows  with  Red. 

All  changing  Species  thould  my  Song  reeite  \ 
Before  I  ceas'd,  wou'd  change  the  Buy  to.  Night. 
Nations  and  Empires  flouriih,  and  decay, 
By  turns  command,  and  in  their  turns  obey ; 
Time  fofrens  hardy  People,  Time  again 
Hardens  to  War  a  foft,  un warlike  Train. 

t 
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Thus  Troy  for  ten  long  Years  her  Foes  withftood, 
And  daily  bleeding  bore  th'expence  of  Blood: 
Now  for  thick  Streets  it  (hows  an  empty  Space,) 
OronlyfiU'd  with  Tombs  of  her  ownperUh'd' 
Race, 

* 

Her  felf  becomes  the  §epulcher  of  what  (he  was, 

Mycene,  Sfarta,  Thebes  of  mighty  Fame,  • 
Are  vanifli'd  out  of  Subftance  into  Name. 
And  cDardan  Rome  that  juft  begins  to  rife, 
On  Tiber  %  Banks,  in  time  fliall  mate  the  Skies; 
Widening  her  Bounds,  and  working  on  her  way ; 
Ev'n  now  flie  meditates  Imperial  Sway : 
Yet  this  is  change,  but  flie  by  changing  thrives, 
Like  Moons  new-born,  and  in  her  Cradle  ftrives 
To  fill  her  Infant- Horns;  an  Hour  fliall  come 
When  the  round  World  fliall  be  contained  in  Rome. 

For  thus  old  Saws  foretel*  and  Helenus 
Anchifes?  drooping  Son  enliven'd  thus; 

Whea  Ilium  now  was  in  a  finking  State ; 

» 

And  he  was  doubtful  of  his  future  Fate : 

O  Goddefs  born,  with  thy  hard  Fortune  ftrive, 

Troy  never  can  be.  lofti  and  thou  alive. 
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ThyPaflage  thou  flialt  free  throughFire  and  Sword 
And  Troy  in  Foreign  Lands  fliall  be  reftor'd. 
In  happier  Fields  a  rifing  Town  I  fee, 

Greater  than  what  e'er  was,  or  is,  or  e'er  fhallbc 
And  Heav'n  yet  owes  the  World  a  Race  de 

riv'd  from  Thee. 
Sages  and  Chiefs,  of  other  Lineage  born, 
The  City  fliall  extend,  extended  (hall  adorn ; 
put  from  lulus  he  muft  draw  his  Breath, 
By  whoqi  thy  Rome  fliall  rule  the  conquer  M  Earth: 
WhomHeav'n  will  lend  Mankind  onEarth  to  reign, 
And  late  require  the  precious  Pledge  again, 
This  Helenus  to  great  JEneas  told, 
Which  I  retain,  e'er  fincein  other  Mould 
My  Soul  was  cloath'd ;  and  now  rejoyce  to  view 
My  Country  Walls  rebuilt,  and  Troy  revived  anew, 
Rais'd  by  the  Fall :  Decreed  by  Lofs  to  Gain  ; 
Enflav'd  but  to  be  free,  and  conquer *d  but  to  reign. 
'Tis  time  my  hard  mouth'd  Courfers  to  controul* 
Apt  to  run  Riot,  and  tranfgrefs  the  Goal : 
And  therefore  I  conclude,  Whatever  lies, 
In  Earth,  or  flits  in  Air,  or  fills  the  Skies* 
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_  AU  fuffer  Change,  and  we,  that  are  df  SduH  I 
,  And  Body  mix'd,  are  Members  pf  the  whole. 
Then  when  ourSires,  orGrancifires,  flmll  foi^th 

„,  The  Forms  of  Men,  and  brutal  Figures  take;-  I 

I 

Thus  hous'd,  fecurely  let  their  Spirts  reft*  : :: 
Nor  violate  thy  Father  in  the  Beaflt;  .-.        :,:[■ 
Thy  Frien.d,  thy  Brother  *  any  of  thy  Kin, 
If  none  of  thefe,  yet  there's  a  Man  within:  :   . 
1  p  fpare  to  make  a  Thyejiaan  Meal,        ' 
T'inclofe  his  Body,  and  his  Soul  expel,;    ■- 

*  111  Cuftoms  by  degrees  td  Habits  fife, 
,{ 111  Habits  foon  become  exalted  Vice : 

*  What  more  Advance  can  Mortals  make  in  SinT : 
So  near  Perfection,'  who  with  Blood  begin  ?  ' 
Deaf  to  the  Calf  that  lies  beneath  the  Knife, 

'  Lctoks  up,  apd  from  her  Butcher  begs  her  Life ; 

1  Deaf  to  the  harmlefs&id,  that  ere  hd^jjts 
All  Methods  to  procure  thy  Mercy  tries, 
And  imitates  in  vain  thy  Chiidrens  Cries.  '  * 
Where  will  he  flop,  who  feeds  with  Houfliold 

Bread, 
Then  eats  the  Poultry  which,  before  he  fed  ?: 
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Let  plough  thy  Steers;  that  when  they  lofe  their 

Breath* 

ToNature,not  to  thee,  they  may  impute  their  Death. 
Let  Goats  for  Food  their  loaded  Udders  lend, 
And  Sheep  from  Winter-cold  thy  Sides  defend; 
But  neither  Sprindges,  Nets,  nor  Snares  employ, 
And  be  no  more  Ingenious  to  deflroy. 
Free  as  in  Air,  let  Birds  on  Earth  remain, 
Nor  let  infidious  Glue  their  Wings  conftrain; 
Nor  opening  Hounds  the  trembling  Stag  affright, 
Nor  purple  Feathers  intercept  his  Flight: 
Nor  Hooks  conceal'd  in  Baits  for  Fifli  prepare, 
Nor  Lines  to  heave  'em  twinkling  up  in  Air. 
Take  tibiftW&y  the  Life  you  cannot  giver 
For  all  Things  have  an  equal  Right  to  five. 
Kill  noxious  Creatures,  where  'tis  Sin  to  fave ; 

This  ontyjpRl  Prerogative  we  have : 
But  nourHh  Life  with  vegetable  Food, 
And  fliun  the  facrilegious  Tafte  of  Bloo$. 

Thefe  Precepts  by  the  Samian  Sage  were  taught, 
Which  Godlike  Numa  to  the  Sabine s  brought, 
And  thence  transferr'd  to  Rome,  by  Gift  his  own : 
A  willing  People,  and  an  offer'd  Throne. 
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happy  Monarch,  fent  by  Heav'n  to  blefs 
Salvage  Nation  with  loft  Arts  of  Peace, 
i  teach  Religion,  Rapine  to  reltrain, 
iveLaws  to  Lull,  and  Sacrifice  ordain: 
imfelf  a  Saint,  a  Goddels  was  his  Bride, 
ad  all  the  Mules  o'er  bis  Ads  piafide.        , ' 


THE 


THE 


CHARAC  T  E I 


O  F    A 


GOOD  PARSON; 

Imitated  from  CHAUCER,  tod  InUrgl\ 


Parifh-PrieftwasofthePiigrim-Train; 
An  Awfu!,  Reverend,  and    Religt* 

ous  Man. 
HisEyesdiffus'd  a  venerable  Grace, 
/.nd  Charity  it  lelf  was  in  his  Face. 
Rich  was  his  Soul,  though  his  Attire  was  p©or;- 
(As  God  had  cloath'd  his  own  Embaffador;)    \ 
For  fuch,  on  Earth,  his  blefs'd  Redeemer  bore.  _ 
Of  Sixty  Years  he  feem'd ;  and  well  might  laft 
To  Sixty  more,  but  that  he  liv'd  too  fall ; 
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.efin'd  bimfelf  to  Soul,  to  curb  the  Senfe  j 
nd  made  almoft  a  Sin  of  Abftinence. 
lYet*  had  his  Afpeft  nothing  of  fevere* 
But  fuch  a  Face  as  promised  him  fincere. 
Nothing  referv'd  or  fullen  was  to  fee : 
But  fweet Regards;  and  pleafing  Sanctity: 
f  Mild  was  his  Accent,  and  his  Aftion  free. 
With  Eloquence  innate  his  Tongue  was  arm'd; 
Tha'harfo  the  Precept,  yet  the  Preacher  charm 'd. 
.  For,  letting  down  the  golden  Chain  from  high, 
■^  He  drew  his  Audience  upward  to  the  Sky: 
And  oft,  with  holy  Hymns,  he  charm'd  their  Ears: 
(A  Mufick  more  melodious  than  the  Spheres.) 

.  For  "David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  Reft, 

•J  *      ^ 

.  His  Lyre ;  and  after  him,  he  fung  the  beft. 
He  bore  his  great  Commiflion  in  his  Look; : 
Butfweetly  temper'd  Awe;andfoftned  allhefpoke. 
He  preach'd  thejoys  of  Heav'n,and  Pains  of  Hell; 
And  warn'd  the  Sinner  with  becoming  Zeal; 
But  on  Eternal  Mercy  lov'd  to  dwell. 
He  taught  the  Gofpel  rather  than  the  Law : 
And  forc'd  himfelf  to  drive ;  but  lov'd  to  draw. 


** 
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For  Fear  but  freezes  Minds;  bat  Love,  like  Hear, 
Kxhales  the  Soul  fublime,  to  feekher  Native  Seat 

To  Threats,  the  ftubborn  Sinner  oft  is  hat 
Wrap'd  in  his  Crimes,  againft  the  Storm  prepar'd; 
But,  when  the  milder  Beams  of  Mercy  play, 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumb'roos  Cloak  away 

Lightnings  and  Thunder  (Heavens  Artillery) 
As  Harbingers  before  th'  Almighty  fly : 
Thofe  but  proclaim  his  Stile,  and  difappear? 
The  ftiller  Sound  fucceeds;  and  God  is  there-     | 

The  Tythes,  his  Parifli  freely  paid,  he  took; 
But  never  Su'd ;  or  Curs'd  with  Bell  and  Book. 
With  Patience  bearing  Wrong ;  butoff'ringnone; 

Since  every  Man  is  free  to  lofe  hrs  own- 

-•  > 

The  Country-Churls,  according  to  their  Kind, 

*  « 

(Who  grudge  their  Dues,  and  love  to  be  behind,) 
The  lefs  he  fought  his  OfPrings,  pinch'd  the  more; 
And  prais'd  a  Prieft,  contented  to  be  Poor, 

Yet,  of  his  little,  he  had  fome  to  fpare, 
To  feed  the  FamiuVd,  and  to  cloath  the  Bare: 
For  Mortify'd  he  was,  to  that  degree, 
A  poorer  than  himfelf  he  wou'd  not  fee. 

True 
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d  'True  Prteftsj  he  faid;  arid  Preachers  bf  tti$  Word) 
n  Were  only  Stewards  of  their  Sov'raign  Ldrd ;  . 
r  Nothing  was  theirs ;  btit  all  the  poblick.  Store ;  i : 
9  Tntrufted  Riches,  td  relieve  the  Poor, 
f  Who,  ffioU'd  they  fteali  for  want  6f  his  Relief}  ■ 
f  He  judged  htmfelf  Accomplice  with  the  Thief;  ; ' 
.  Wide  was  his  Parifli }  not  coritfaaed  dbfe.  ; 
In  Street?,  but  here  afad  there  a  (toggling  Houfei 
Yet  ftilt  he  Was  at  Hind,  without  Re^ueftJ       .. 

■  * 

,  To  ferve  the  Sick ;  to  fttccour  the  Diftrefs'd  i     . 
,  Tempting,  oh  Foot  j  alofie,  withoiit  affright^ 
,  The  Dangers  of  a  dirk  terapeftuous  Night; 
,      All  this,  the  good  did  Mail  perfotffi'd  ilonef 

Nor  fpar'd  his  Pain*  j  for  Curate  he  had  none; 
,  Nor  durft  he  ttuft  ahdther  with  his  Care  i 
j  Nor  rode  hlmlelf  td  Tauh,  the  publick  Fair  j 
,  To  chaffer  fdr  Preferment  with  his  Gold, 

Whe*e  Bifhopricks  ahdjitie  Cures  are  fold; 

But  duly  watch'd  his  Flock,  by  Night  and  Day  i 

And  from"  the  prowling  Wolf  redeem'd  the  Prey.' 

Arid  hungry  fent  the  wily  Fox  away. 


« 

LI 
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The  Proud  he  tam'd,  the  Penitent  he  chear'd: 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rieb  Offender  fear'd. 
HisPreaching  much,but  more  hisPra$ice  wrought; 
(A  living  Sermon  of  the  Truths  he  taught ;) 
For  this  by  Rules  fcvere  his.  Life  he  fquar'd : 
That  all  might  fee  the  Do&rine  which  they  heard, 
For  Priefh,  he  fa  id,  are  Patterns  for  the  reft : 
(Th«Gold  of  Hca  v'n,  who  bear  theGod  I mprefs'd.) 
But  when  the  precious.  Qoin  is  kept  uoclean, 
The  Sov'raigtfs  Image  is  no  longer  feep. 
If  they  befoul,  on  whom  the,  People  truft, 
Well  may  the  bafer  Brafs  contract  a  Ru£L 

The  Prelate,  for  his  Holy  Life,  he  prizM ; 
The  worldly  Pomp  of  Prelacy  defpis'd. 
His  Saviour  came  riot  with  a  gawdy  Show  ;  . 
Nor  was  his  Kingdom  of  the  World  below. 
Patience  in  Want,  and  Poverty  of  Mind,  rr>  ■  , • 
Thefe  Marks  of  Church  and  Churchmen  he  dcJ 
And  living  taught ;  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  Crown  he  wore  was  of  the  pointed  Thorn: 
In  Purple  he  was  Crucify'd,  not  born. 
They  who  contend  for  Place  and  high  Degree, 
Are  not  his  Sous,  but  thofe  of  Zebadte. 
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Not,  but  he  knew  the  Signs  of  Earthly  Pow'r 

Might  well  become  Saint  Teter's  Succeflbr : 

The  Holy  Father  holds  a  double  Reign,    rpiam 

The  Prince  may  keep  his  Pomp ;  the  Filher  muft  be 
Such  was  the  Saint;  who  Ihone  with  everyGrace, 

Reflecting,  Mofes-\\ke3  his  Maker's  Face. 

God  faw  his  Image  lively  was  exprefs'd ; 

And  his  own  Work,  as  in  Creation,  blefs'd. 
The  Tempter  faw  Kim  too,  with  envious  Eye ; 

And,  as  on  Job,  demanded  leave  to  try. 

He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  depos'd : 

And  High  and  Low  with  happy  Harry  clos'd. 
!  ThisPrince,  tho'  great  In  Arms,  thePrieft  withftood: 

Near  tho*  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  of  Blood. 

Had/?/fl&4r</,unconftrain'd,  refign'd  theThrone; 

A  King  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own : 
i  The  Title  flood  entail'd ,  had  Richard  had  a  Son. 
J      Conqueft,  an  odious  Name,  was  laid  afide, 

Where  all  fubmitted ;  none  the  Battel  tryM. 
I  The  fenfelefs  Plea  of  Right  by  Providence, 

Was,  by  a  flatt'ring  Prieft,  invented  fince : 

l 
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And  lafts  no  longer  than  the  prefent  Sway ; 
But  juflifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play. 

The  People's  Right  remains;  le  t  thofe  who  dart 
Difpute  their  Pow'r,  when  they  the  Judges  are. 

Hejoin'dnot  in  their  Choice;  becaufe he  knev 
Worfe  might,  and  often  did,  from  Change  enfue, 
Much  to  himfelf  he  thought ;  but  little  fpoke : 
And,  Undepriv'd,  his  Benefice  forfook. 

Now,  through  the  Land,  his  Cure  of  Souls  he 
And  like  a  Primitive  Apoftle  preach'd.  Eftretch'd: 
Still  Chearful ;  ever  Conflant  to  his  Call ; 
By  many  followed ;  Lov'd  by  moft,  Admir'd  by  al 
With  what  he  beg'd,  his  Brethren  he  relievM  i 
And  gave  the  Charities  himfelf  receiv'cl. 
Gave,  while  he  Taught ;  and  Edify'd  the  mortj 
Becaufe  he  fhew'd,  by  Proof,  'twas  eafie  tobePoor. 

He  went  not,  with  the  Crowd,  to  fee  a  Shrine) 
But  fed  us  by  the  way,  with  Food  divine. 

In  deference  to  his  Virtues*  I  forbear 
To  mew  you,  what  the  reft  in  Orders  were : 
This  Brillarit  is  fo  Spotlefs,  and  fo  Bright, 
He  needs  no  Foyl:  But  fhines  by  his  own  propw 
Light.- 


THE 

MONUMENT 

O  F    A 

Fair  Maiden  LADY, 

Who  dy'dat  BATH,  and  is  there  Interred. 

Elow  this  Marble  Monument,  is  laid 

All  that  Heav'n  wants  of  this  Cele- 

flial  Maid.  r n„„,.i 

tconiign  d  5 

Preferve,0  facred  Tomb,  thy  Trufl; 
^he  Mold  was  made  on  purpofe  for  the  Mind : 
ind  lhe  wou'd  lofe,  if  at  the  latter  Day 
)ne  Atom  cou'd  be  mix'd,  of  other  Clay, 
uch  were  the  Features  of  her  Heav'nly  Face, 
ler  Limbs  were  form'd  with  fuch  harmpnioui, 
Grace,  L  1  3 


/ 
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So  fault lefs  was  the  Frame,  as  if  the  W  hole 
Had  been  an  Emanation  of  the  Soul ; 
Which  her  own  inward  Symmetry  reveaPd ; 
And  like  a  Pifture  flione,  in  Glafs  AnneaPd, 
Or  like  the  Sun  eclips'd,  with  (haded  Light : 
Too  piercing,  elfe,  to  be  fuftain'd  by  Sight. 
Each  Thought  was  vifible  that  rowPd  within : 
As  through  a  Cryftal  Cafe,  the  figur'd  Hours  are 

feen. 
And  Heaven  did  this  tranfparent  Veil  provide, 
Becaufe  (he  had  no  guilty  Thought  to  hide. 
All  white,  a  Virgin- Saint,  fee  fought  the  Skies: 
For  Marriage,  tho'  it  fullies  not,  it  dyes. 
High  tho'her  Wit,  yet  Humblewas  her  Mind; 
As  if  fee  couM  not,  or  lhe  wou'd  not  find 
How  much  her  Worth  tranfcended  all  her  Kind. 
Yet  (he  had  learn'd  fo  much  of  Heav'tf  below, 
That  when  arriv'd,  fhe  fcarcehad  more  to  know; 
But  only  to  refrefh  the  former  Hint ; 
And  read  her  Maker  in  a  fairer  Print. 
So  Pious,  as  fhe  had  no  Time  to  fpare 
For  human  Thoughts,  but  was  confin'd  to  Pray'r, 


'  Tk  Monument  of»  Fair  Mjmhn  IsrfjK  j  •  a 
Yet  in  fuch  Charities  {he  pafs'd  the  Day, 
'Twaswond'rous  howihe  found  an  Hour  to  Pray. 
A  Soul  fo  calm,  it  knew  not  Ebbs  or  Flows, 
Which  Paffion  cou'd  but  curl ;  not  difcompofe. 
A  Female  Softnefs,  with  a  Manly  Mind:  T 

A  Daughter  duteous,  and  a  Sifter  kind;  f 

In  Sicknefc  patient ;  and  in  Death  refign'd.       J 
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FROM 

B    0    C    C    A    C    E. 

Toeta  loquitur, 
LD  as  I  arn,for  Ladies  Love  unfit,") 
ThePow'raf  Beautylremember  yet.f 
Which  once  inflam'd  my  Sou],  andf 
flill  infpires  my  Wit.  J 

If  Love  be  Folly,  the  fevere  Divine 
Has  felt  that  FoUy,  tho'  he  cenfures  mine  s 
Pollutes  the  Pleafures  of  a  chaft  Embrace,        -> 
Acts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  Grace,  '  C 
With  riotous  Excefs,  a  Prjeflly  Race :  5> 

Suppofe  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  th'  Offence, 
He  fliew'd  the  way,  perverting  firft  my  Senfe : 
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Malice  witty,  and  with  Venom  fraught, 
e  makes  me  fpeak  the  Things  I  never  thought, 
ompute  the  Gains  of  his  ungovern'd  Zeal ; 
VI  futes  his  Cloth  the  Praife  of  Railing  well ! 
The  World  will  think  that  what  we  loofly  write^ 
Sit'ho'now  arraign'd,  he  read  with  fome  delight  j 
Recayfe  he  feems  to  chew  the  Cud  again, 
When  his  broadCpmment  make,  s  theText  too  plain: 
An4  teaches  more  in  one  explaining  Page, 
f  Than  all  the  double  Meanings  of  the  Stage. 
What  needs  he  Paraphrafe  on  what  we  mean  3 
We  were  at  warlt  but  Wanton  *  he's  Obfcene, 
;  I,  nqr  my  Fellows,  nor  my  Self  excufe  j 
,    But  Love's  the  Subjedt  of  the  Comic  Mufe; 
tyor  can  we  write  witho.ut  it,  nor  would,  you, 

r 

A  Tale  of  only  dry  Inftruftion  view; 
Nor  Inpve  is  always  of  a  vicious  Kind, 
But  oft  to  virtuous  A<3s  inflames  the  Mind. 
Awakes  the  flee py  Vigour  of  the  Soul* 
And,  bruftiing  o'er,  ^d(ls  Motion  to  the  Pool. 
Lqve,  ftudious  how  to  pleafe,  improves  oijr  Parts 
With  ppUfh'd  Manners,  and  adorns  with,  Arts;, 


** 
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Love  firft  invented  Verfe,  and  form'd  the  Rhime, 
The  Motion  meafur'd,  harmoniz'd  the  Chime; 
To  lib'ral  A&s  enlarg'd  the  narrow-SouPd : 
Soften'd  the  Fierce,  and  made  the  Co  ward  Bold: 
The  World  when  wafte,  he  Peopled  with  Increafe, 
And  warring  Nations  reconcil'd  in  Peace. 
Ormond,  the  firft,  and  all  the  Fair  may  find,  ] 
In  this  one  Legend,  to  their  Fame  defign'd,  ( 
When  Beauty  fires  the  Blood,  how  Love  ex 
alts  the  Mind. 


IN  that  fweet  Ifle,  where  Venus  keeps  her  Court, 
And  ev'ry  Grace,  and  all  the  Loves,  refort; 
Where  either  Sex  is  form'd  of  fofter  Earth, 
And  takes  the  bent  of  Pleafure  from  their  Births 
There  liv'd  a  Cyprian  Lord,  above  the  reft, 
Wife,  Wealthy,  with  a  numerous  Iflue  bleft. 

But  as  no  Gift  of  Fortune  is  fincere, 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  Heir : 
His  eldeft  Born,  a  goodly  Youth  to  view, 
Excell'd  the  reft  in  Shape,  and  outward  Shew; 
Fair,  Tall,  his  Limbs  with  due  Proportion  joined 
But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degenerate  Mind- 
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His  Soul  bely'd  the  Features  of  his  Face ; 
Beauty  was  there,  but  Beauty  in  Difgrace. 
A  clownifli  Mien,  a  Voice  with  ruftick  Sound, 
And  ftupid  Eyes,  that  ever  lov'd  the  Ground. 
He  look'd  like  Nature's  Error;  as  the  Mind 
And  Body  were  not.ofaPiecedefign'd,  n^*^ 
But  made  for  two,  and  byMiftake  in  one  were, 

The  ruling  Rod,  the  Father's  forming  Care* 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain,  on  Wit's  Defpair ; 
The  more  informed  the  lefs  he  underftood, 
And  deeper  funk  by  flound'ring  in  the  Mud. 
Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  publick  Shame, 
The  People  from  Galefus  chang'd  his  Name, 
And  Cymon  call'd,  which  fignifies  a  Brute ; 
So  well  his  Name  did  with  his  Nature  fute. 

His  Father,  when  he  found  his  Labour  loft, 
And  Care  employed,  that  anfwer'd  not  the  Coil, 
Chofe  an  ungrateful  Object  to  remove, 
And  loath'd  to  fee  what  Nature  made  him  love ; 
So  to  his  Country-Farm  the  Fool  confin'd: 
Rude  Work  well  futed  with  a  ruftick  Mind. 


Thus 
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Thus  to  the  Wilds  the  fturdy  Cymon  went, 

A  'Squire  among  the  Swains,  and  pleas'd  with 

Banifhment. 
His  Corn,  and  Cattle,  were  his 'only  Care, 
And  his  fupream  Delight  a  Country-Fair. 
■  It  happen'd  on  a  Summer's  Holiday,  \ 

That  to  the  Greenwood-fhade  he  took  his  way;/ 
Fo§  Cymon  flwn'd  the  Church,  and  us'd  flq*  n\uphf 

to  Pray.  J 

His  Quarter-Staff,  which  he  cou'd  ne'er  forfake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  Back. 
He  trudg'd  along  unknowing  what  he  fought. 
And  whiffled  as  he  went,  for  want  of  Thought 
By  Chance  condu&ed,  or  by  Thirfl:  conftrainM, 
The  deep  Receffes  of  the  Grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where  in  a  Plain x  defended  by  the  Wood, 

Crept  through  the  matted  Grafs  a  Chryftal  Flood, 
By  which  an  Alablafter  Fountain  flood : 
And  on  the  Margin  of  the  Fount  was  laid. 
(Attended  by  her  Slaves)  a  fleeping  Maid. 
Like  !&/*#,  and  her  Nymphs,when  tir'd  withSport* 
Tp  reft  by  cooj  Eurotas  they  refort : 
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*The  Daifae  herfelf  the  Goddefs  well  efcprefs'di 
Not  more  diftinguifli'd  by  her  Purple  Veft, 
Than  by  the  charming  Features  of  her  Face* 
And  ev'n  in  Slumber  a  fuperior  Grace  i 
Her  comely  Limbs  composM  with  decent  Care> 
Her  Body  {haded  with  a  flight  Cymarr ; 
Her  Bofom  to  the  View  was  only  bare : 
Where  two  beginning  Paps  were  fcarcely  fpy'dj 
For  yet  their  Places  were  but  fignify'd :  ; 

The  finning  Wind  upon  her  Bofom  Blows*      "* 
To  meet  the  fanning  Wind  the  Bofom  rofe; 
The  fanning  Wind*  arid  purling  Streams,  fcdn- 
tinue  her  Repofe 
The  Fool  of  Natute,  flood  with  ftupid  Eyes 
And  gaping  Mouth,  that  teftifyM  Surprize* 
Fix'd  on  her  Face*  nor  cou'd  remove  his  Sight* 
Kew  as  he  was  to  Love*  and  Novice  in  Delight : 
Long  mute  he  flood,  and  leaning  on  bis  Staff, 
His  Wonder  witnefs'd  with  an  Id'eot  laugh  ; 
Then  Would  have  fpoke,  but  by  his  glimmering 

Senfe 
ftfft  found  his  want  of  Words,  and  fear'd  Offence: 
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Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  mould  be  known, 
By  his  Clown-Accent,  and  his  Country-Tone. 

Through  the  rude  Chaos  thus  the  running  Ligl 
Shot  the  firft  Ray  that  pierc'd  the  Native  Night: 
Then  Day  and  Darknefs  in  the  Mafs  were  mix'd,| 
Till  gather'd  in  a  Globe,  the  Beams  were  fix'd : 
Laft  fhone  the  Sun,  who  radiant  in  his  Sphere 
lllumin'd  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  rowl'd  around 
SoReafon  in  this  Brutal  Soul  began:  C^eYear. 
Love  made  him  firft  fufpeft  he  was  a  Man ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  Barbarian  Sound, 
By  Love  his  want  of  Words,  and  "Wit,  he  found: 
That  fenfe  of  Want  prepared  the  future  way 
To  Knowledge,  and  difclos'd  the  promife  of  a  Day. 

What  not  his  Father's  Care,  nor  Tutor's  Art 
Cou'd  plant  with  Pains  in  his  unpoliuVd  Heart, 
The  beft  Inftruftor,  Love,  at  once  infpir'd, 
As  barren  Grounds  to  Fruitfulnefs  are  fir'd : 
Love  taught  him  Shame,  and  Shame  with  Love 
Soon  taught  the  fweet  Civilities  of  Life;  C*c  Strife 
His  grofs  material  Soul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  Kind : 
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Exciting  a  Defire  till  then  unknown, 

r,  Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 
ii 

.  This  made  the  firft  Impremon  in  his  Mind, 
^  Above,  but  juft  above,  the  Brutal  Kind. 
For  Beads  can  like,  but  not  diftinguifh  too, 
Nor  their  own  liking  by  Reflection  know; 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this,  or  t'other  Face, 
Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  Grace, 
J|  But  love  in  grofs,  and  ftupidly  admire ; 
As  Flies  allur'd  by  Light,  approach  the  Fire. 
Thus  our  Man-Bead  advancing  by  degrees, 
1  Firft  likes  the  whole,  thanfep'rates  what  he  fees; 
f  On  fev'ral  Parts,  a.  fev'ral  Praife  beftows, 
The  ruby  Lips,  the  well-proportioned  Nofe, 
The  fnowy  Skin  *  the  Raven-glofly  Hair, 
The  dimpled  Cheek,  the  Foreheaad  rifingfair, 
And  ev'n  in  Sleep  it  felf  a  fmiling  Air. 
From  thence  his  Eyes  defcending  view'd  the  reft, 
Her  plump  round  Arms,  white  Hands,  and  heav- 
ing Breaft. 
Long  on  the  laft  he  dwelt,  though  ev'ry  Part 
A  pointed  Arrow  fped  to  pierce  his  Heart. 


a 
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Thus  in  a  trice  a  Judge  of  Beauty  grown; 
(A  Judge  ereiftedfrom  Cbuntry-ClGwn) 
He  long'd  to  fee  her  Eyes  in  Slumber  hid ; 
And  wifiYd  his  own  cou'd  pierce  within  the  Li 
He  wou'dhavewak'd  her,6ut  reftrairf d  hisThou$ 
And  Love  tiew-bdrri  the  firft  goodMariners  tat$ 
An  awful  Fear  his  ardent  Willi  withftdod; 
Nor  durft  difturb  the  Goddefs  of  the  Wood  j 
For  filch  flie  feem'd  by  her  celeftial  Face^ 
Excelling  ail  the  reft  of  human  Race : 
And  Things  divine,  by  common  Senfe  he  krier, 
Sduft  be  devoutly  feed  at  diftarit  View1: 
So  checking  his  Defire,  with  trembling  Heart; 
Gazing  he  flood,  riot  would,  nor  could  depart; 
flx'd  as  a  Pilgrim  wilder'd  in  hiii  Way^ 
Who  dares  not  ftir  by  Night  for  fear  to  ft  ray,  ^ 
Butftandswith'aWful  Eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  ol 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  Fair 
(So  was  the  Beauty  cajl'd  who  caus'd  his  Cafe) 
tlnclosM  her  Eyes,  and  double  Day  reveal'd, 
While  thofe  oi"  ali  her  Slaves  in  Sleep  were  feaM 


The 
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The  flavoring  Cudden,  prop'd  upon  his  Staff* 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  Laugh* 

j  To  welcome  her  awake*  nor  durft  begin 

4  To  fpeakj  but  wifely  kept  the  Fool  within. 

j  Then  flie ;  What  make  you  Cymon  here  alone  ? 
(For  Qw^sName  was  round  theCountry  known* 
Becaufe  defcended  of  a  noble  Race* 
And  for  a  Soul  ill  forted  with  his  Face-) 
.    But  ftill  the  Sot  flood  filent  with  Surprize* 
With  fix'd  Regard  on  her  new  opened  Eyes* 
And  in  his  Breaft  received  th'  invenom'd  Dart* 

■  A  tickling  Pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  Smait. 
But  confcious  of  her  Form,  with  quick  diftrdfl 
Shefaw  his  fparklingEyes,and  fear'd  his  brutalLuffo 
This  to  prevent  fhe  wak'd  her  fleepy  Crew* 
And  rifing  hafly  took  a  fhort  Adieu. 

Then  Cymon  firft  his  ruflick  Voice  etfay'cl* 
With  proffer'd  Service  to  the  parting  Maid 
To  fee  her  fafe ;  his  Hand  (he  long  deiiy'd* 
But  took  at  length,  afham'd  of  fuch  a  Guide* 
So  Cymon  led  her  home*  and  leaving  there 
No  niore  wou'd  to  his  Cotintty  CSldwfls  re£aif* 

M  ia  * 
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But  fought  his  Father's  Houfe  with  better  Mind, 
Refuting  in  the  Farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  Father  wonder'd  at  the  Son's  Return, 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  rtiourn ; 
But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expecting  ftill 
To  learn  the  fecret  Caufes  of  his  alter'd  Will. 
Nor  was  he  long  delay'd ;  the  firft  Requeft 
He  made,  was,  like  his  Brothers  to  be  drefs'd; 
And,  as  his  Birth  requir'd,  above  the  reft. 

With  eafe  his  Sute  was  granted  by  his  Sire, 
Diftinguilhing  his  Heir  by  rich  Attire : 
His  Body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  defign'd 
With  lib'fal  Arts  to  cultivate  his  Mihd : 
He  fought  a  Tutor  of  his  own  accord, 
And  ftudy'd  LefTbns  he  before  abhorr'd. 
Thus  theMan-Child  advanc'd,  and  learn'd  fo  fait, 
That  in  fhort  time  his  Equals  he  furpafs'd : 
His  brutal  Manners  from  his  Breaft  exil'd, 
His  Mein  he  fafhion'd,  and  his  Tongue  he  fil'd; 
In  ev'ry  Exercife  of  all  admir'd, 
He  feem'd,  nor  only  feem'd,  but  was  infpir'd : 
Infpir'd  by  Lore,  whofe  Bufinefs  is  to  pleafe  ; 
He  Rode,  he  Fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  graceful  Eafe, 
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I  More  fam'd  for  Senfe,  for  courtly  Carriage  more, 
Than  for  his  brutal  Folly  known  before. 
What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  (hall  we  fay, 
t  But  that  the  Fire  which  choak'd  in  Allies  lay, 

A  Load  too  heavy  for  his  Soul  to  move,  rT        , 

1  [Love  ? 

i  Was  upward  blown  below,  and  briifli'd  away  by 
I  Love  made  an  a&ive  Progrefs  through  his  Mind, 
i  The  dusky  Parts  he  clear'd,  the  grofs  refin'd; 
I  The  drowfie  wak'd ;  and  as  he  went  imprefs'd 
t  The  Maker's  Image  on  the  human  Beaft. 
Thus  was  the  Man  amended  by  Defire, 
And  tho'  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  much  Fire, 
His  Father  all  his  Faults  with  Reafon  fcan'd, 
And  lik'd  an  Error  of  the  better  Hand ; 
Excus'd  th'  Excefs  of  Paffion  in  his  Mind, 
By  Flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refin'd : 
So  Cymon,  fince  his  Sire  indulg'd  his  Will, 
.  Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymm  ftill ; 
Gale/its  he  difown'd,  and  chofe  to  bear     rp  • 
The  Name  of  Fool  confirm'd,  and  Bifhop'd  by  the 
To  Cipjeus  by  his  Friends  his  Sute  he  mov'd, 
CljffeU s  the  Father  of  the  Fair  he  lpv'd : 

Mm* 
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But  he  was  pre-ingag'd  by  former  Ties, 
While  Cymon  was  endeav'ring  to  be  wife: 
And  Iphigeney  oblig'd  by  former  Vows, 
Had  giv'n  her  Faith  to  wed  a  Foreign  Spoufe: 
Her  Sire  and  She  to  Rhodian  Tafimond^ 
Tho'  both  repenting,  were  by  Promife  bound, 
Nor  could  retraft ;  and  thus,  as  Fate  decreed, 
Thq>  better  lov'd,  he  fpoke  too  late  to  fpeed. 

The  Doom  was  paft,  the  Ship  already  fent, 
Did  all  bis  tardy  Diligence  prevent : 
Sigh'd  to  her  felf  the  fair  unhappy  Maid, 
While  ftormy  Cymon  thus  in  fecret  faid : 
The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  -find 
The  Miracle  ihe  wrought  upon  my  Mind  : 
Her  Charms  have  made  me  Man,herravifh'd  Love 
In  rank  ftiall  place  me  with  the  Blefs'd  above. 
For  mine  by  Love,  by  Force  fhe  (hall  be  mine, 
Or  Death,  if  Force  fliould  fail,lhall  finifli  myDeiign. 

Refolv'd  he  faid ;  and  rigg'd  with  fpeedy  Cart 
A  Veflel  flrong,  and  well  equipped  for  War. 
The  fecret  Ship  with  chofen  Friends  he  flor'd ; 
And  bent  to  die,  or  conquer,  went  aboard.  * 


Cymon  and  Iphigeriia.  5  3  5 

Ambufh'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  Shore, 
"Waiting  the  Sail  that  all  his  Wifhes  bore; 
Nor  long  expected,  for  the  following  Tide 
Sent  out  the  hoftile  Ship  and  beauteous  Bride. 
To  Rhodes  the  Rival  Bark  direftly  fteer'd, 
When  Cymon  fudden  at  her  Back  appeared, 
And  ftop'd  her  Flight :  Then  ftanding  on  his  Prow 
In  haughty  Terms  he  thus  defy'd  the  Foe, 
Or  flrike  your  Sails  at  Summons,  or  prepare 
To  prove  the  laft  Extremities  of  War. 
Thus  warn'd,  the  Rhodians  for  the  Fight  provide; 
Already  were  the  Veflels  Side  by  Side, 
Thefe  obftinate  tofave,and  thofe  to  feize  theBride. 
But  Cymon  foon  his  crooked  Grapples  caft,        "J 
Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  Foes  embraced/ 
And,  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Shield,  amid  thef 
Prefs  he  pafs'd.  j 

Fierce  was  the  Fight,  but  haft'ning  to  his  Prey, 
By  force  the  furious  Lover  freed  his  way  : 
Himfelf  alone  difpers'd  the  Rhodian  Crew, 
The  Weak  difdain'd,  the  Valiant  overthrew  j 
CheapConqueft  for  his  folio  wingFriends  remain'd, 
He  reap'd  the  Field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd, 
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His  Victory  confefs'd,  the  Foes  retreat, 
And  caft  their  Weapons  at  the  Viftor's  Feet. 
Whom  thus  he  chear'd :  O  RhodianY buth,  I  fought 
For  Love  alone,  nor  other  Booty  fought ; 
Your  Lives  are  fafe ;  your  Veflel  I  refign, 
Yours  be  your  own,  reftoring  what  is  mine : 
In  Ipbigene  I  claim  my  rightful  Due, 
Robb'd  by  my  Rival,  and  detain'd  by  you: 
Your  Tafimond  a  lawlefs  Bargain  drove, 
The  Parent  could  not  fell  the  Daughter's  Love  ? 
Or  if  he  cou'd,  my  Love  difdains  the  Laws, 
And  like  a  King  by  Conqueft  gains  his  Caufe : 
Where  Arms  take  place,  all  other  Pleas  are  vain, 
Love  taught  meForce,andForce  fhallLove  maintain. 
You,  what  by  Strength  you  could  not  keep,  releafe, 
And  at  an  eafie  Ranfom  buy  your  Peace. 

Fear  on  the  conquer'dSide  foon  fign'd  th*  A.ccord, 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  reftor'd : 
While  to  his  Arms  the  blulhing  Bride  he  took; 
To  feeming  Sadnefs  (he  compos'd  her  Look  5 
As  if  by  Force  fubje&ed  to  his  Will, 
Tho'  pleas'd,  diflembling,  and  a  Woman  ffcill. 
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»   And,  for  Jhe  wept,  he  wip'd  her  falling  Tears, 

*  And  pray'd  her  to  difmifs  her  empty  Fears ; 

§1  For  yours  I  am,  he  faid,  and  have  deferv'd 
Your  Love  much  better  whom  fo  long  I  ferv'd, 
Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  Father  ty'd 

t  Your  Vows ;  and  fold  a  Slave,  not  fent  a  Bride. 
Thus  while  he  fpoke  he  feiz'd  the  willing  Prey, 
As  'Paris  bore  the  Spartan  Spoufe  away : 
Faintly  flie  fcream'd,  and  ev'n  her  Eyes  confefs'4 

.   She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was  Diftrefs'd. 
Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  Mind, 
Vain  hopes,  and  empty  Joys  of  human  Kind, 
Proud  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future  blind ! 

"  Secure  of  Fate  while  Cymon  plows  the  Sea, 
And  fleers  to  Candy  with  his  eonquer'd  Prey, 
Scarce  the  third  Glafs  of  meafur'd  Hours  was  run, 
When  like  a  fiery  Meteor  funk  the  Sun ; 
The  Promife  of  a  Storm ;  the  fliifting  Gales 
Forfake  by  Fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  Sails: 
Hoarfe  Murmurs  of  the  Main  from  far  were  heard, 
And  Night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  preparM, 
But  all  at  once  j  at  once  the  Winds  arife, 
The  Thunders  roul,  the  forky  Lightning  flies. 
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In  vain  the  Matter  iflues  oat  Commands, 
In  vain  the  trembling  Sailors  ply  their  Hands : 
The  Tempeft  unforefeen  prevents  their  Care, 
And  from  the  firft  they  labour  in  Defpair. 
The  giddy  Ship,  betwixt  the  Winds  and  Tides 
Forc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  Circle  rides, 
Iptun'd  with  the  different  Blows;  then  (hoots 

amain, 
Till  counterbuffd  me  flops,  and  fleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghaft  the  proud  Archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  height  of  Heav'n  to  deepeft  Hellj 
Than  flood  the  L  over  of  his  Love  poffefs'd , 
Now  curs'dthe  more,  the  more  he  had  been  blefs'd, 
More  anxious  for  her  Danger  than  his  own, 
Peath  he  defies ;  but  would  be  loft  alone. 

Sad  Ipbigette  to  Womanifli  Complaints 
Adds  pious  Pray'rs,  and  wearies  all  the  Saints ; 
Ev'n  if  lhe  could,  her  Love  fhe  would  repent, 
But  fince  fhe  cannot,  dreads  the  Punifhment ; 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  <Pafimond  betray'd, 
Are  ever  prefent,  and  her  Crime  upbraid. 
§he  blames  her  felf,  nor  blames  hejr  Lover  lefs, 

Augments.  hter  Anger  a§  her  Fews  iocreafei 


Cyrnon  and  Iphigenia.  5  37 

From  her  own  Back  the  Burden  would  remove; 
i  And  lays  the  Load  on  his  ungovern'd  Love, 
jj  Which  interpofing  durft  in  Heav'n's  defpight 

Invade,  and  violate  another's  Right: 
i   The  Pow'rs  incensed  awhile  deferred  his  Pain, 
And  made  him  Mailer  of  his  Vows  in  vain : 
But  foon  they  punifli'd  his prefumptuous  Pride; 
That  for  his  daring  Eriterprize  flie  dy'd, 
.Who  rather  not  refilled,  than  comply'd. 

Then  impotent  of  Mind,  with  altered  Senfe, 
She  hugg'd  th'  Offender,  and  forgave  th'  Offence, 
Sex  to  the  laft:  Mean  time  with  Sails  declined 
The  wandring  Veffel  drove  before  the  Wind : 
Tofs'd  and  retofs'd,  aloft,  and  then  alow; 
NorPort  they  feek,nor  certainCourfe  they  know,] 
But  ev'ry  moment  wait  the  coming  Blow. 
Thus  blindly  driv'n,  by  breaking  Day  they  viewed 
The  Land  before  'em,  and  their  Fears  renewed ; 
The  Land  was  welcome,  but  the  Tempefl:  bore 

■ 

The  threaten'd  Ship  againft  a  rocky  Shore. 

A  winding  Bay  was  near ;  to  this  they  bent, 
And  juft  efcap'd ;  their  Force  already  fpent : 
Secure  from  Storms,  and  panting  from  the  Sea, 
*  The  Land  unknown  at  leifure  ttv^  $axw\  v 
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And  faw  (but  foon  their  fickly  Sight  withdr 
The  riling  Tow'rs  of  Rhodes  at  diftant  view ; 
And  curs'd  the  hoftile  Shoar  of  Tajmond, 
Sa  v'd  from  theSeas,andflripwreck'd  on  theGro 

The  frighted  Sailors  try'd  their  Strength  in 
To  turn  the  Stern,  and  tempt  the  ftormy  Maid; 
But  the  ftiff  Wind  withftood  the  lab'ring  Oar, 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  Shoar! 
The  crooked  Keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  Strand) 
And  the  Shipmoor'd,  conft rains  the  Crew  toLand 
Yet  flill  they  might  be  fafe  becaufe  unknown, 
But  as  ill  Fortune  feldom  comes  alone, 
The  Veflelthey  difmifs'd  was  driv'n  before, 
Already  fhelter'd  on  their  Native  Shoar ; 
Known  each,  they  know :  But  each  with  chang) 

of  Chear ; 
The  vanquifli'd  fide  exults;  the  Viftors  fear; 
Not  them  but  theirs,  made  Pris'ners  ere  they  Fight 
Defpairing  Conqueft,  and  depriv'd  of  Flight. 

The  Country  rings  around  with  loud  Alarms 
And  raw  in  Fields  the  rude  Militia  f warms ; 
Mouths  withoutHands;maintain'd  at  vaftExpence 
In  Peace  a  Charge,  in  War  a  weak  Defence: 
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Stout  once  a  Month  they  march  a  bluft'ring  Band, 
sAnd  ever,  but  in  times  of  Need,  at  hand : 
rThis  was  the  Morn  when  iffuing  on  the  Guard, 
Drawn  up  in  Rank  and  File  they  flood  prepar'd 
pf  feeming  Arms  to  make  a  mart  Effay, 
Then  haftento  be  Drunk,  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day. 
The  Cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  they 
Themfelves  fo  many,  and  their  Foes  fo  fe w;  *-  nc w 
But  crowding  on,  the  laft  the  fyrft  impel : 
Till  overborn  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  inflav'd,  who  firft  the  War  begun, 
And  Ifbigene  once  more  is  loft  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  Dungeon  was  the  Captive  caft, 
Depriv'd  of  Day,  and  held  in  Fetters  fafh 
His  Life  was  only  fpar'd  at  their  Requeft, 
Whom  taken  he  fo  nobly  had  releasM : 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  Ladies  Care, 
Each  in  their  turn  addrefs'd  to  treat  the  Fair ; 
WhilePaJimondmd  his  the  Nuptial  Feaft  prepare '. 

Her  fecret  Soul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd, 
But  fhe  muft  fuffer  what  her  Fates  aflign'd ; 
So  paflive  is  the  Church  of  Womankind. 
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What  worfe  to  Cymon  could  his  Fortune  deal, 
Rowl'd  to  the  loweft  Spoke  of  all  her  W  heel? 
It  retted  to  difmifs  the  downward  weight, 
Or  raife  him  upward  to  his  former  height; 
The  latter  pleas'd ;  and  Love  (concern'd  the  moftj 
Prepar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  Love  he  loft 

The  Sire  of  Pajimond  had  left  a  Son 
Though  younger,  yet  for  Courage  early  known, 
Ormifda  call'd ;  to  whom  by  Promife  ty'd, 
A  Rbodian  Beauty  was  the  dettin'd  Bride  ; 
Caffandra  was  her  Name,  above  the  reft 
RenownM  for  Birth,  with  Fortune  amply  blefsM, 
Lyfymachus  who  rul'd  the  Rbodian  State, 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  Magitlrate: 
He  lov'd  Caffandra  too  with  equal  Fire, 
But  Fortune  had  not  favoured  his  Defire; 
Crofs'd  by  her  Friends,  by  her  not  difapprov'd, 
Nor  yet  preferred,  or  like  Ormifda  lov'd  : 
So  flood  th'  Affair:  Some  little  Hope  remaih'd, 
That  fhould  his  Rival  chance  to  lofe,  he  gain'd. 

Mean  time  young  Pajimond   his  Marriage 
prefs'd, 
Ordain'd  the  Nuptial  Day,  prepar'd  the  Feaft; 
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And  frugally  refolv'd  (the  Charge  to  fhun, 
Which  would  be  double  lhould  he  wed  alone) 

.  To  join  his  Brother's  Bridal  with  his  own. 

Lyjymachus  opprefs'd  with  mortal  Grief 
Received  the  News,  and  ftudy'd  quick  Relief: 
The  fatal  Day  approached :  If  Force  were  us'd, 
The  Magiftrate  his  publick  Truft  abus'd ; 
To  Juftice  liable,  as  Law  required ; 
For  when  his  Office  ceas'd,  his  Pow'r  expir'd: 
While  Pow'r  remained,  the  Means  were  in  his 

Hand 
By  Force  to  feixe,  and  then  forfake  the  Land : 
Betwixt  Extreams  he  knew  not  how  to  move, 
A  Slave  to  Fame,  but  more  a  Slave  to  Love : 
Reftraining  others,  yet  himfelf  not  free. 
Made  impotent  byPow'r,  debas'dby  Dignity! 
Both  Sides  he  weigh'd:  But  after  much  Debate, 
The  Man  prevaiPd  above  the  Magiftrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  mailer  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  difPrent  way  in  different  Minds, 
The  Fool  enlightens,  and  the  Wife  he  blinds. 
This  Youth  propofing  to  poflefs,  and  fcape, 
Began  in  Murder,  to  concjude  in  Rape  : 
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Unprais'd  by  me,  tho'Heav'n  fometime  maybl 
An  impious  Aft  with  undeferv'd  Succefs : 
The  Great,  it  feems,  are  privileg'd  alone 
To  punifli  all  Injullice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  flop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 

Yet  blulh  to  flatter  an  unrighteous  Deed : 
For  Crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Refolv'd  on  Force,  his  Wit  the  Pretor  bent, 
To  find  the  Means  that  might  fecure  th'  Event ; 
Not  long  he  labbur'd,  for  his  lucky  Thought 
In  Captive  Cymon  found  the  Friend  he  fought ; 
Th*  Example  pleas'd :  The  Caufe  and  Crime  the 
An  ihjur'd  Lover,  and  a  ravifiVd  Dame.    C«mei 
How  much  he  durft  he  knew  by  what  he  dar'd, 

The  lefs  he  had  to  lofe,  the  lefs  he  car'd     r        , 

[ward. 

To  menage  loathfomLife  whenLove  was  theRe- 
This  ponder'd  Well,  and  fix*d  on  his  Intent, 
In  depth  of  Night  he  for  the  Prisoner  fent ; 
In  fecret  fent,  the  Publick  View  to  fliun, 
Then  with  a  fober  Smile  he  thus  begun. 
The  Pow'rs  above,  who  bounteoufly  bellow/ 
Their  Gifts  and  Graces  on  Mankind  below. 
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r£fet  prove  our  Merit  firft,  nor  blindly  give 
To  fuch  as  are  not  Worthy  to  receive : 
For  Valour  and  for  Virtue  they  provide 
Their  due  Reward,  but  firft  they  muft  be  try'd : 
Thefe  fruitful  Seeds  within  your  Mind  they  fow'd; 
Twas  yours  t' improve  the  Talent  they  beftow'd: 
They  gave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  Kind, 
"They  gave  you  Love  to  lighten  up  your  Mind* 
'And  purge  the  groffer  Parts;  they  gave  you  Care 
To  pleafe,  and  Courage  to  deferve  the  Fair. 

■  ■  § 

Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  Proof  they  found 
The  grain  intruded  in  a  Grateful  Ground : 
But  ftill  the  great  Experiment  remained, 
They  fuffer'd  you  to  lofe  the  Prize  you  gain'd ; 

1  That  you  might  learn  the  Gift  was  theirs  alone : 
And  when  reftor'd,  to  them  the  Bleffing  own. 
Reftor'd  it  foon  Will  be ;  the  Means  prepar'd, 

•  The  Difficulty  fmooth'd,  the  Danger  fliar'd : 
Be  but  your  felf,  the  Care  to  me  refign, 
Then  tybigene  is  yours,  CaJJandra  mine. 
Your  Rival  Tafimond  purfues  your  Life, 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravifh'd  Wife, 
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But  yet  not  his  j  to  Morrow  is  behind. 

And  Love  our  Fortunes  in  one  Band  has  join'd : 

Two  Brothers  are  our  Foes  i  Ormifda  mine, 

As  much  declar'd,  as  Tafimond  is  thine : 

To  Morrow  muft  their  common  Vows  be  ty 'd ; 

With  Love  toFriend  and  Fortune  for  our  Guide, 

Let  both  refol  ve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  Bride. 

Right  I  have  none,  nor  hail  thou  much  to  plead  ; 
Tis  Force  when  done  muft  juftifie  the  Deed : 
Our  Task  performed,  we  next  prepare  for  Flight  $ 
And  let  the  Lofers  talk  in  vain  of  Right  2 
We  with  the  Fair  will  fail  before  the  Wind, 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  Laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  Refolves ;  If  now  thy  Courage  droop* 
Defpair  in  Prifon  and  abandon  Hope ; 
But  if  thou  dar'fl  in  Arms  thy  Love  regain, 
(For  Liberty  without  thy  Love  were  vain :) 
Then  fecond  my  Defign  to  feize  the  Prey,  rvt^fi 
Or  lead  to  fecond  Rape,  for  well  thou  know' it  the 

Said  Cymon  overjoy'd,  Do  thou  propofe 
The  Means  to  Fight,  and  only  fhew  the  Foes  % 


Fo* 
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For  from  the  fir  ft,  when  Love  had  Hr'difiy  Mind, 
Refolv'd  I  left  the  Care  of  Life  behind* 

To  this  the  bold  Lyjymachus  reply'd, 
Let  Heav'n  be  neater,  said  the  Sword  decide : 
The  Spoufals  are  prepar'd*  already  play 
The  Minftrils,  and  provoke  the  tardy  Day : 
By  this  the  Brides  are  wak'd,  their  Grooms  are 

drefs'dj 
All  Rhodes  is  fummorf  d  to  the  Nuptial  Feaft, 
All  bnt  my  felf  the  fole  unbidden  Gueft. 
Unbidden  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there, 
And,  join'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  Fair. 

Now  hear  the  reft  jWheiiDayrefigns  the  Light, 
And  diearful  Torches  gild  the  jolly  Night, 
Be  ready  at  my  Call ;  my  chofen  feW 
With  Arms  adminifter'd  mall  aid  thy  Crew. 
Then  entring  unexpected  will  we  feize 
Our  deftin'd  Prey,  from  Men  diflblv'd  in  eafei 
By  Wine  difabled,  tmprepar'd  for  Fight  % 
And  haifning  to  the  Seas  foborn  our  Flight : 
The  Seas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  Forf, 
A  Ship  well  manM  expe&s  us  in  the  Port : 

Nn 


5  4^  Cymon  and  Iphigettia. . 

If  they,  or  if  their  Friends,  the  Prize  cofcteft, 
Death  fliall  attend  the  Man  who  dares  refill. 
It  pleas'd !  the  Pris'ner  to  his  Hold  retir'd, 
His  Troop  with  equal  Emulation  fir'd,  r  .  ,, ' 
All  fix'd  to  Fight,  and  all  their  wonted  Work  re-. 
The  Sunarofe ;  the  Streets  were  thronged  around, 
ThePalace*open'd,  and  the  Pods  were  crown'd: 
The  double  Bridegroom  at  the  Door  attends 
Th'  expected  Spoufe,  and  entertains  the  Friends : 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  Church  j  the  Priefts  invoke 
The  PowYs,  and  feed  the  Flames  with  fragrant 

Smoke: 
This  done  they  Feaft,  and  at  the  clofe  of  Night  1 
By  kindled  Torches  vary  their  Delight,  ( 

Thefe  lead  the  lively  Dance,  andthofe  thebrim-f 
ming  Bowls  invite.        „  J 

Now  at  th'  appointed  Place  and  Hour  affign'd, 
With  Souls  refolv'd  the  Ravifhers  werejouVd  : 
Three  Bands  are  form'd:  The  firft  is  fent  before 
To  favour  the  Retreat,  and  guard  the  Shore : 
The  fecond  at  the  Palace-gate  is  plac'd, 
i\nd  up  the  lofty  Stairs  afcend  the  laft:  . 


Cytnon  and  Iphtgenial  J47 

A  peaeefiiFTroop  they  feem  with  (hining  Vefte, 
But  Coats  Of  Male  beneath  fecure  their  Breafts. 

Daundefs  they  enter,  Cymomt  their  Head, 
And  find  the  Feaft  renew'd,  the  Table  fpread : 
Sweet  Voices,  mix'd  with  kiftrumental  Sounds, 
Afcend  the  vaultedRoof,the  vaultedRoof  rebounds. 
When  like  the  Harpies  ruihing  through  the  Hall 
The  fudden  Troop  appears,  the  Tables  fall, 
Their  fmoaking  Load  is  on  the  Pavement  thrown ; 
Each  Raviflier  prepares  to  feize  his  own : 
The  Brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  Embrace, 
Shreek  out  for  Aid,  Confufion  fills  the  Place : 
Quick  to  redeem  the  Preytheir  plighted  Lords 
Advance,  the  Palace  gleams  with  {hining  Swords. 

But  late  is  all  Defence,  and  Succour  vain ; 

The  Rape  is  made,  the  Ravifliers  remain: 

Two  fturdy  Slaves  were  only  fent  before . 

To  bear  the  purchas'd  Prize  in  Safety  to  the  Shor  e . 

The  Troop  retires,  the  Lovers  clofe  the  Rear, 

With  forward  Faces  not  confefling  Fear  ; 

Backward  they  mpve,but  fcorn  theirPace  to  mend; 

Thenfeek  the  Stairs,  and  with  flow  hade  defcend. 

Nnz 
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5  4  S  Cy  mon  and  Jpbigenii, 

Fierce  Tajinumd,  their  Faifage  to  prevent,  ~) 
Thruft  full  on  Cymon's  Back  in  his  ftefoent,  ( 
The  Blade  re turn'dunbath'd,  and  to  the  Handler 

bent:  \ 

Stout  Oy«M*  foon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  Rival's  Head  with  one  descending  Blow: 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ont'tfd*  flood, 
He  turn'd  the  Point :  The  Sword  inur'd  to  Blood 
JJor'd  his  unguarded  Bteaft,   which  pour'd  a(* 

purple  Flood.  ■■!...* 

With  vow'd  Revenge  the  gathering  Crowd 

purfues, 
The  Raviihers  turn  Head,  die  Fight  renews  * 
The  Hall  is  heapM  withCorps ;  the  fprinkled  Gore 
Befmears  the  Walls,  and  floats  the  Marble  Floor. 
Difpers'd  at  length  the  drunken  Squadron  flies, 
The  Victors  to  their  Veffel  bear  the  Prize; 
And  hear  behind  loud  Groans,  and  lamentable/' 

Cries.  f    -         J 

TheCrew  with  rnerryShouts  their  Anchor*  weight 
Then  ply  their  Oars,  and  brufh  the  buxom  Sea,  J 
W  hikTroopsof pthaftotiHdkms  croud  theKey,  j 


Cyntdflr  e*i  Iphigtftfa.         15:459 

Wh^t  Aould  thft#Bdt>k  <k>,„  ifchtafleff  alone  IT 
The  Qoverdon  and; GoYdrnmem1  ard  gone.  •  ;   : 

Some  TVe<3!ps  6iebai?sltd>  fend  tHo«#  uppiafd. 
Rhodes  is  the  Soveraign  of  the  Sea  no  more ; 

Their  Ships  unrigg'd,  and  fpent  their  Naval  Store  ; 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  purfue, 
But  grin'd  their  Teeth,  and  call  a  helplefs  view: 
In  vain  with  Darts  a  dtftanr.  War  they  try, 
Short,  and  more  wort  the  miflive -Weapons  fly. 
Mean  while  the  Ravifliers  their  Crimes  enjoy, 
And  flying  Sails  and  f weeping  Oars  employ ; 
The  CXiGfroi  Rhodes  in  little  fpace  are  loft, 

■    V.'.  * 

Jove's  IfKtyhey  feek  j  nor  Jwe  denies  his  CoauV 

In  Safety-landed  on  the  Candian  Shore, 
With  generous  Wines  their  Spirits  they  reftorej 
There  Qymon  with  his  Rhodian  Friend  refides, 
Both  Court,  and  Wed  at  once  the  willing  Brides, 
A  War  enfues,  the  Cretans  own  their  Caufe, 
Stiff  fo  defend  their  hofpitable  Laws  : 
Both  Parties  lofe  by  turns ;  and  neither  wins, 
'Till  Peace  propounded  by  a  Truce  begins. 


